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I T tt-as a Midsuniiaer Niglit, and Mr. Pukch in liis sanctum dreamed a ©ream ! To adapt the Laureate’s lay 
He read, before Lis eyelids dropt their shade, I Stray by the Lnsitaj^ bard, who made 

The Lusiads of Camobits, long ago 1 Great Gam.a. s glories glow. 

It was the wondrous talc of Sxailey which had turned the Sage’s attention to the pages of the great Epic of Comme 

He liad read: — “ Afrio behold! alas, what altered view! 

Her lands iincnltured, and her sons untrue 5 
Ungraced with all that sweetens human life, 

Savage and fierce, they roana in brutal strife; 

Eager they grasp the gifts which culture yields, 

Yet naked ream their own neglected fields.” 

Andthou'-h cvenAT-ica has considerably changed since the year of grace 1497, when daring Gam^ ” went “ inccs 
labourinu°round the stormy Cape,” Mr. Pokch thought of that great gloom-shrouded Eciuatorial horest and its secular sa 
dwarf-denizens, and mused how much there was yet for our modern G-ajus to do in the Dark Continent. 

Mr Punch found himself in the lovely “ Isle of Venus,” the delicious floral Paradise which the Qneen of Love, 
guardian goddess of the Lusian race,” created “amid tlie bosom of the watery waste,” as “ a place of glad repast and s 

renosc.” for the tired home-returning Gama and his companions. , 

^ “ Of ‘ glad repast,’ ” said a familiar voice, “ there is plenty and to spare ; but for the sweet repose, tis not 

found in this ‘ Isle of Banqueting.’ ” 

“Mr. Stanley, I presume? ” said the Sage. . . , , i* ‘ 

“ You cannot presume,” rejoined H. M. neatly. “ But some of these gregarious dinner givers do, and sometimes, - 

sometimes 1 ’m afraid I let them see that I ’m aware of it.” _ , , . , . . 

“As fame-prcoccupicd, country-loving Gama, wearied of the ‘feasts, interludes, and chivalrous enlertainm 
with which ‘ the taste of that age demonstrated the joy of Portugal,’ might perchance have snubbed some too import. 
Don ‘ The compliments of tho Court and the shouts of the streets were irksome to him,’ says the chronicle. 

' “ Salisbuey is not quite a Prince Heney apparently,” remarked the modern Gama. “ He and his father Jon 

not find the discoveries and acquisitions of their heroic compatriot ‘ embarrassing’ ‘ The arts and vdour of the Porta 
had now made a great impression on the minds of tho Africans. The King of Congo, a dominion of great extent, sei 
sons of some of his principal ofiic<rs to he instructed in arts and religion.’ This was four hundred years ago ! An. 
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I the Portuguese can be safely snubbed and sat upon, even by a Salisboey ! But if your prudent Premier doesn^t ‘ stiffen his 
' back ’ a bit, with regard to the tougher and tentative Teuton, " the arts and valour ’ of the Britishers will not make as great 
i an impression on the minds of the Africans as your ill-used East African Company could desii’e.” 

i Don’t be too downhearted, Heney,” smiled the Sage. Much dining-out doth breed dyspepsia, and atrabilious 

' views are apt to be a leetle lop-sided.*’ 

^ ‘‘Bight, J/r. Punch r* said a musical but somewhat mournful voice, that of tho great but ill-starred Luis de Camoens 

: himself. * I wrote much of my Lusiadas in Africa. 

' “ * One hand the pen, and one the sword employed.’ 

My reward was banishment, imprisonment, poverty, neglect, and a miserable death in an almshouse. ‘ Soon after, how- 
ever,’ says the record, ‘ many epitaphs honoured his memory : the greatness of his merit was uuiversalJy confessed, and his 
Licsiad was translated into vaiious languages.’ ‘ The whirligig of time brings its revenges,* as your own illustrious Singer 
saith. How think you myself and my friend Vasco be Gama here look upon the fallen state of our beloved native land ? In 
vain he ventured for her. In vain I warningly sang ; — 

** ‘ Chill’d by my nation’s cold neglect, thy fires 
Glow bold no more, and all thy rage expires. 

Shall hauffhty Gaul or sterner Albion boast 
That all the Lusian fame in thee is lost ! * ” 

Mr. Punch bowed low to the illustrious Poet and the in lomitable Explorer. ‘‘ Greatness,” said he, courteously, 
“claims reverence, and misfortune respect. Your countrymen, Gentlemen, have been rather angry with me of late. But 
‘sterner Albion ’ maybe proud indeed if she produces such men as Gama to perform heroic deeds, and such poets as Camoens 
to sing them.” The stately Shades saluted. “ I wonder,” said Gama, “who will be the Laureate of the later Ulysses, and 
which of your singers will write the Epic of Af rica } ” 

“I fear, said Mr. Pungb, “that at present they are too busy smiting the Socialistic big drum, or tickling their sono- 
rous n itive tongue into tinkling triolets. In this Island of Venus ” 

“I beg pardon,” interrupted Stanxey, with a sardonic smile. This Island oi Menus, you mean, Mr. Punch ! ” 

Mr. Punch looked around. The Acidalian roses and myrtles, the purple lotos and the snowy thorn, the yellow pod- 
flowers and the waving palms, the vermeil apples and the primrosed banks, of Camoens’ somewhat zone-confoundiiig vision, 
had indeed vanished, and in their stead seemed to wave snowy serviettes, to How chainpagiie-sti'eams, to glitter goblets, and to 
glow orchid-laden epergnes. 

Humph! said the Sage. “The prose of the Restaurateur~'^\\iQ\\ by the way sounds as if I were alluding to 
the literature of the Restauration, — hath insensibly superseded the poesy of the peerless Portuguese. Well, Gentlemen, in 
vain may ‘ sterner Albion ’ glory in the profusion of wealth and the pomp of ‘ glad repast,’ unless also she breeds heroes to 
adventure and poets to celebrate. As you sang, my Camoens — 

‘The King or hero to the Muse unjust, 

Sinks as the nameless slave, extinct in dust.* 

For the present, Staklet’s arm and Mr. Pokoh’s pen suffice to save the State from such abasement. But let our timid 

Premiers md our temponsmg Press remember the glories of Gama aud Oamoeks, and the fate of UDgratuful and indolent 
Lusitania! ‘ 

! cried Camoexs. " Ah, long have the valiant Vasco and myself desired to peruse its 
spariding and patriotic outpourings.” 1 <= u.o 

“And you, my Stanlet,” proceeded Mr. Pokch, » said to the barniueting Fishmotigors, ‘ I am an omnivorous reader 
whenever an opportunity presents itself.’ It presents itself here and now. Take, Illustrious Trio, tho greatest gift that even 
Ptooh can bestow upon you, to wit his > o o 


“ Wrane ! ” 
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PUNCH’S ALMANACK FOB 1890. 


MR. PUNCH’S TOUR ROUND THE WORLD. 

“Me. Punch,” said poor old Eighty-Nine, who was growing 
feebler and feebler, I am uneasy in my mind.” 

“ Didn’t know you had one,” replied the Sage. “ But what do you 
want with me ? ” ! 

“ You have been a great comfort to me— a very great comfort. 
I wish you would do something for my successor.” 

“ What, Young Ninety ? Well, I will keep a friendly eye upon 
him also.” 

“Yes, do. But I want you to begin at once. Help him through 
his life, as you have helped me.” 

“ Why, certainly,” said Mo\ Punch, smiling. “ All ho will have to 
do will be, to put in an appearance with threepence at 85, Fleet 
Street, every Wednesday.” 

“But can’t you give him a start off ? Why not look round the 
world, and give him the result of your journey in the Almanack? 


Let him be remembered in the future 
mas of the ‘ Extra Extra,’ as I shall ^ 
be recalled in the coming ages as 
the year in which the Punch Staff 
went to Paris.” 

“ How is it to be done ? ” asked 
the Sage. 

“ How is it to he done ? ” echoed 
poor old Eighty-Nine. “Why you 
have only to wish, and it is done I 
You know that your wishes are 
those which must he obeyed.” 

So, to oblige the fast-fading year, 
Mr. wished himself in Eranc(=‘. 

There he was in a moment I Ho 
had landed at Dieppe without under- 
going the tortures of the steam-boat 
passage. 

On the beach was seated a melan- 
choly-looking tourist, who com- 
menced, as Mr. Punch approached 
him, a weird nautical song, to the 
accompaniment of a concertina. It 
ran as follows : — 

THE LAY OF THE OHANNEL- 
PASSAOE SALT. 

Ho I Yeho, Boys I Yeho 1 I ’m no 
craven, 

When you set mo in face of the 
sea; 

Be it Folkestone— or even New- 
haven, 

That I hail from, it ’s all one to 


For I take up my post by the funnel, 

And I reck not which way tlio y 

winds blow ; ^ ^ 

And I scorn thoughts of bridge or 

of tunnel '* 

As I start, singing Ho, boys ! yeho! 

But who drops a hint about going 

below ? 

Why, ho T1 sec I ’vc the knack, boys. 

Just like every true Jack, boys, 

Of paying my fare with a “ Ho, boys I 


as commencing with the Christ- 






SWEETNESS AND EIGHT. 


Yeho ! ” 


We have scarcely left port, yet, already, 

All my nautical visions grow blurred ; 

I f I move, — well, I feel so unsteady, 

That I half wish that I had not stirred. 

Weakly smiling, I turn to the steward, 

Ajid inciuire if he thinks it will blow ; 
lie 3 ust gazes to windward and leeward, 

And r('x>li(‘H, “ You’d best get down below.” 

But no 1 I *m i\ot thinking of going down belovr. 
Though I ’m not easy here. 

And 1 own I feel queer, 

I ’m. equal, as yet, to a modest Yeho ! 

Well, ’tis ever ! At truth no use blinking^! 

Face that pas.sage again ? Oh 1 I daren’t ! 
Through the first half I feared we were sinking, — 
Through the second I feared that we weren’t 
Tliough gin, chloral, stout, brandy, and “ bitter, 

I tried all in turns, but to find them no go, 

Btill, in voice for a hospital fitter, ^ 

I gave them a plaintiv’-e, “ Yeho ! hoys 1 Yeho ! 


For the steward had carried me gently below I 
That ’s the best place, you ’ll find. 

Should you make up your mind, 

To shout in Mid-Channel, “ Ho ! Yeho, boys 1 Yeho I 

Bravo ! ” cried Mr. Punch, as the singer finished — “ I quite agree 
with you. But now let me see what else is to be seen on the sands.” 

It was a gay scene — all the gayer for the delightful weather. 
Mr. Punch, knowing that hig wishes must immediately be gratified, 
had taken care to desire heem temps en permanence. 

“This is really very charming,” murmured the Sage ; “ and I am 
not surprised that one of the brightest of my Artists chose it for his 
holiday resting-place last Summer— and, as I live, there he is ! 
Halloa I Hi ! Have you forgotten your old friend ? ” 

“ Forgotten you, my dear 3fi\ Punch / ” said a gentleman of 
extreme elegance, approaching the Sage. “ How could you think of 
such a thing? Why, you have had proofs of my goodwill every week 
for the last quarter of a century.” 

“So I have,” returned Mr. Punch, heartily, “ and have you any- 

thing from your portfolio you can 

show me ? ” 

“ WTiat do you think of this ? ” 
And he showed him two Gauls, m 
^ costivme de lain. 

“ What are these ? ” asked the Sage. 
“I will tell you,” replied the 
^ melancholy - looking tourist, ap- 

preaching with his concertina. 
Then, in a soft voice, he sang the 
following lines, which he called 

^ SWBBXNESS AND LIGHT. 

fihe throng that crowds the 
I casually met them, [shore 

And, though I never see them more, 
I never shall forget them I 
Dear Sons of G aul I The one so sleek 
with sea-foam drip- 

^ The other? Ah I so limp and weak, 

— « |v-— ^ Scarce equal to a dipping. 

they stand together there, 

- — Half conscious none can match 

r- ^ MMM ^ A sight for the admiring fair I — 

1 — fmwfm I ^ phrase to catch them. 

— ^ ^ . And, as one lights his cigarette, 

Ho 1 p?'esto Incompleteness 
^ I jl ^ I feel at last that I have met 

wUmI With living “Light and Sweet- 

“Just so,” observed Mr. Punch. 
^ 3k - ^ “ But I must be ofi.” 

- k ~ “ Going to Paris by the train de 

luxe I ih, how different it used to 
be when our fathers were hoys to- 
gether. Do you remember the old- 
fashioned diligence? Some day we 
may travel by train across the 
AND EIGHT. sea.” 

“Well, I have a still easier mode 

of travelling. I can beat diligence and locomotive with a wish. J 
want to be in Paris t ” In a moment, the Sage found himself seated 
under the Tour Eiffel amidst the ruins of the Exhibition. The con- 
fusion was indescribable. 

“ Dear me, I think I ’ve had about enough of this I ” said Mo\ Punch 
“ I fancy I should like to be in Switzerland. ’ 

JMei/ presto/ and the Sage was in the home of the picturesque ~ir 
the land of table d'hotes of the first order, and of hotel prices o 
nearly the same altitude as the mountains. 

“ This is very perfect,” observed the Sage to his faithful attendant 
Toby growled. “ There is nothing needed to complete my happiness.’ 

“ Except me — ’souse me — except me.” 

“ You I And who may you be ? ” 

“ Not know me, 3h\ Punch ? Why, that is a good one I ” 

Then the First Gentleman in the World, who has appropriate!, 
been called the “ pink,” not to say the rose (of courtesy), recognise^ 
a well-known contributor to his pages. He gave this admirable typ 
of a race that has its exponents in every country under the sun som 
excellent advice, and suggested that they might part company wit 
mutual advantage. ^ 

“ My good friend,” said Mr. Pumh,, “ I am quite aware that you ai 
in the habit of corresponding with an intimate known as ‘ Ohaelie 
O blige me with a duplicate of your next letter, and it shall b 
immortalised.” It will be seen that Mr* Punch has kept his word. 




’AB.BY llfT SWITZERLAND. 

Dear Charlie,— You heard as I ’d left good old Eng-land 
agen, 1 11 be bound. 

Kot for Paiiy alone, mate, this lime— I Ve Lin duing- the 
Keglar Swiss Hound. 

Mong Blong, Mare de Glass, and all that, Charlie- guess 
f/f it ’s a sight you’d enjoy 

f To see ’Arrt^ tie Hislington Master, togged out as a 

' ^ JVleny Swiss Boy. 

’ris a bit of a stretch from the “Hangel.” a joilv loiio- 
jooniey by rail, ^ “ 

^ ^ But I made myself haffable liie; I’d got hup on the 
ffv’ / / toppingest scale ; ^ 

' Shammy-himter at Ashley’s not in it with me, I can tell 
llj yer, old chap ■, i * ^>.11 

*^*fair onTh?4p“^’’“^“® showed I wos 

Talk of hups and downs. CiiAEUE I ITorth Devon I found ^ 

_ P<3ot.y steep, as you hnow, fiTi 

-n thcTorrstothatV^^ 

, But I that, for comfort, I rayther prefer i 








iM l:cep my pecker 

ill f, foaH° 

M ^ When I slipped down a bloomin’ cremss^j, I did do a bit of 

II 7 On them glalheers, to keep your foot fair, you want claws, 

^ like a cat on the prowl. v.ia>vH, 

“ "irss 

!• ““ 'h'SSd'S;s’i“‘‘ “= fa 

"■I “O they don’t 

1 . , ^.hnow their place, not a mite, y uumb 

^ V ‘I (with the rest) 

! ’cos I looked sich a sight. 
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Father Ohrismas not in it with me, Charlie — sort of big snowball 
on legs ; 

And cold^ Charlie ? Flasks was no use, could ha’ gurgled neat Irish 
in kegs. 

Still, I wosn’t much ’urt, mate, thanks be— only needled a bit in my pride, 
And I soon got upsides with the party, and fair took it hout of that 
Guide. 


Don’t fancy he twigged, not percisely. But, lor’, them French waiters 
iB snide. 

With their black Heton jackets, white aprons, and trim mutton 
chopper ” each side, [round 

At the Caffys, dear boy, ’arter twelve, it 's a wonder to see ’em waltz 
With a tray-full of syrups and strors, with no spillings, and ’ardly a 
sound. 


He 'd a mash at Chermooney — neat parcel enough, though in course not 
my style ; 

Couldn't patter her lingo— wus luck 1 — but I could do the lardy, and 
smile ; 

And that Merry Swiss Boy got so jealous, along o’ some capers o’ mine. 

That I ’m sure, if he ’d twigged arf a chance, he ’d a chucked me slap 
into the Rhine. 


Bit confusing at fust, the French lingo ; their posters an’ cetrer looks 
rum. 

And you ’ve got to be fly to their meaning afore you can make the 
thing hum. 

I kep’ on button-holing old buffers to find out my way about town, 
And sailed briskly along fur as " JdsJce ?' — ? ” when, ’ang it 1 — I mostly 
I broke down. 


Then I tried Shammy-hunting, 
old pal, but I didn’t make 
much of a bag. 

Stalking curly- ’orned goats in 
a country all precipice, hice- 
hill, and crag, 

Might suit Mister Manfred, 
it may be— he didn’t seem 
nuts on his life ; 

But give me rabbit-potting in 
Devon, where rocks is not 
edged like a knife. 

’Ad a try arter Idlewise, too — 
sort o’ fluffy-leaved, snow- 
coloured flower — 

‘All the mugs seem to set heaps 
o’ store by— I sent a bit on 
to Bell Bower, 

Though she would prefer a 
camelia. Bell - calls all 
them forren gals “ cabs ” ; 

Wonder what she’d ha’ said 
to see me spooning round 
’midst short skirts and long 
plaits ! 

They ’d a bit of a Buy-a-broom 
flaviour, and seemed a mite 
wooden to kiss ; 

But a gal ’s a gal all the 
world hover. In Switzer- 
land, ’Arry, is Swiss. 

Yus, the country of Shallys 
and Shammy s is jest a bit 
trying, no doubt ; 

But there’s larks to be ’ad 
near Mong Blong, if a i>arty 
knows what he ’s about. 

’Ad enough on it arter a fort- 
nit, though. Scenery’s all 
mighty fine, 

But too much of yer Halpinc 
Club bizness is boko, and 
not in my line. 

I remember them Caffys, dear boy, Hoo dcr Cairo and the Tower, so. 
^ thinks I, 

Slippin’ ’ome I ’ll take France on the Wciy, and go in for a bit of a fly. 

I done Parry a treat, mate, ibis time. ’Ad a ride in the Bor der Boo- 
long; 

You may see, by the sketch I ’vc inclosed, as I came out perticular 
strong. 

It is honly bus English can ride. Frogs ain’t in it ah shovel, yer know. 

They in fack always fails in Lev Sport, though they gives Bull a 
lead at Lev Bo! 

BHorloge ain’t arf had. Snakes ! sich voices ! The cackle and 
gag, too, fust-rate ; 

My Parisian pal ’elped me out, hut my larf was sometimes a bit late, 

And so flummoxed the Frenchies a few ; one old chap in blue blouse 
and cropped hair 

Must ha’ thought me a walking conundrum, to judge by his thunder- 
struck stare. 

I was togged in stror ’at and striped flannels ; I ’d ’ad the straight 
tip from a chum ; 

I cried, “ Beast ! "-—that ’s the French for Hangore, quite 0. K., 
though I own it sounds rum, 

I gave mouth to the Pa-ta-ta chorus, I slapped the Garsong on the 
back ; 

And, sez I, Say lev jolliest lark, gm jay voo poor helh tOm, that ’s a 
fack ! ” 


Esher voo, with a gurgle to 
follow, don’t fetch ’em, these 
Frenchies, not much ; 

Co any par ” comes a great 
deal too often, and then a 
cove feels out of torch. 

If you want to make love, find 
yer way, or keep check on 
the nuggets you spend, 

You must put in the patter 
O.K., mate, or somehow you 
come out wrong end. 

Ad a turn at the old ExpersU 
tion, bid one larst good-bye 
to the Tower, 

And chi-iked lar Rerpoohliclc a 
bit for her luck in jest 
keepin’ in power. 

The Bullanger boom was a 
fizzle. They say he *s mopped 
out ; I dunnow ; 

But it wouldn’t surprise me, 
my pippin, to see him yet 
Bossing the Show. 

I had met Mister Punch at 
Chermooney — he also was 
out on the scoop, 

On a Trip Round the World, so 
he told me. Sez I, “ I ’ll pal 
on to your troop.” 

But he gave me a look from 
his lamps, and somehow I 
choked off like a shot, 

^•Take your own line,” sez 
he, and my tip ; do nob 
swagger, drink deep, or talk 
rot 1 ” 

Should ’ave like to ha’ joined 
him, in course, bub he ’s sech 
a ’ot ’and at a ’int, 

Still he said if I’d send him a 
letter to you, mate, he ’d put 
it in print. 

So look hout for the Halmanack, Charlie 1 You saw my last letter 
from Parry ? 

Well this with some picters, I ’ope will bring similar "kudos to 

’Arry. 

* # . * # * * 

Having disposed of ’Arry, Mr. Punch wished ^ himself in the 
Celestial Empire. And in China the Sage found himself. Pagodas 
and pigtails met him on every side. 

“ Really, not half bad,” murmured the Sage, and then, turning to 
Toby, he was surprised to find his attached attendant trembling from 
the tail backwards. **' Ah, I see : a Celestial restaurant I Ho, no,' my 
boy, don’t be alarmed. .They shan’t eat you. If I want any food, it 
shall be some light refreshment— say a Feasfe of Lanterns.” 

“ I ’m pleased to see you looking so well, Sir,” said portly person, 
with a remarkably florid complexion, and wearing a suit of well-worn 
evening clothes, emerging from restaurant. “ I ’ve been waiting 
for you, Sir, a long time.” • 

“ That you have, Robert— in the City and elsewhere. But what 
are 3/074 doing in China ? ” . , . i,-.. 

“ It ’s a long story, Mr. Punch ; but if you don’t mind eating this 
bird’s-nest soup, which isn’t bad, though not a patch upon our dear 
buttle, I will tell you how I came to leave our glorious Corporation, 
and got into these outlandish parts.” 

Mr. Punch bowed, and discarding a pair of chopsticks for a spoon, 
toyed with the succulent preparation while he listened to 
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ME. PUNCHES PANOEAMA OP THE YEAE 1889. 

Peologue. 

Mr. Punch to Toly. 

I AM the only Painter without Lias, 

And Monster Panoramas, my Tobias, 

NTow being quite the order of the day, 

I Ve limned the largest, which I here dis- 
play ; . * , 

And, issued in mine Alma- 
nack, ’tis clear 
’Twill be the Biggest Order 
of the Year ! 

’Tis painted in the Highest 
Art Style— Mine I 
Here you perceive the pith of 
’Eighty-hfine, 

' A Year of Grace — and also of 
disgraces. 

Look, Toby, on this sea of 
well-known faces ! 

Mark the familiar eyes, the 
salient noses ! 

(The sign of Gladstone or 
the mark of Moses.) 
Kings, Lords and ^ Ladies, 
Statesmen, Whigs and 
'J’ories. [Allegories 

Ho painter of great sprawling 
Ever yet packed into so small 
a compass 

So many who Ve won fame— or raised a rumpus. 

A 2>recus of a twelvemonth’s -work and babble is 
This summary of the great Ajmm 
Perpend, Tobias. Hand me up the pointer. 

Listen, 0 World I and, Time, thou great disjointer 
Of hearts and eiDochs, stand awhile at gaze, 

Whilst I explore, explain the Mighty Maz?, 

Which, being made by Punch, the Friend of Man, 

You may depend is “ not without a plan.” 

Now for the rostrum I Follow my pointer, Toby, with thy record- 
ing pencil. Listen, 0 World, with ears attent, and eyes ‘‘sequacious 
of the — ^Truth-teller ! ” I speak urhl et orhi f 

First, the newly-elected County Council, Ladies and Gentlemen ! 
Ritchie’s colossal Civic Symposium I “Ritchie’s Folly,” some 
hasty assayers of innovations may have been tempted to term it. But 
Punch is never hasty. 

Macbeth at the Lyceum and Gladstone in Naples t Later on, 

“ Macbeth ” Irving visits the Queen — an honoured guest I The 
return of the dove— if the Brummagem Bruiser may l^e likened to 
the Bird of Peace. All, at any rate, welcome his wife, a true 
messenger of peace, let ns hope, from across the Atlantic flood. 

From West to Noeth— the “Nitrate King.” Let us trust he’ll 
prove a “ True North ” to the multitudes who trust him. Next the 
Teuton Titan on the (Colonial) War-Path ! Formidable competitor ; 
but even Titans trip at times, eh, Orion ? From Bismarck asking 
for Samoa to Chaplin “ chucking” Protection U a transit. Big ’uns 
both — of a sorb ? But Boulanger, the pseudo-great General Bourn, 
coming a cropper ? Giiarda, e lyaRsti ! 

The ingenious Japs at a new work of Art— scarcely native this 
time. We ’ll hope their “ New Constitution ” may shape as well as 
their cabinets, and wear better than their locks and keys. Panto- 
mime child-peris turned out— pro tem., thanks be— of their Stage 
Paradise. “ See me reverse 1 ” 

Two openings, — Parliament and the Parnell Commission. And 
then— sinister sequel to the latter !— the flight of the pitiful Pigott. 
A far pleasanter picture is the return of' generous D’Aumale to 
Chantilly. Scarcely less agreeable, to lovers of peace and of France, 
is the flight or the blatant firebrand Boulanger. Welcome the 
coming, speed the parting guesfc I 

Big brave boys these American Base-Ball players. Game w.ay be 
acclimatised here, hub th'jy evidently thought our “ climate ” against 
them, and with reason. Loss of the Sultan.— not the Padishah him- 
self, worse luck I He would be no loss. Cambridge winning “ the 
classic race ” 1 Bravo, Light Bhie ! Who mutters demur ! Ah ! you 
are a brunette, though a “ fair ” one, my dear, so Punch pardons you. 
The sight of your Gracious Queen enjoying her Royal self in 
Portugal, will, perhaps, -put you in a better temper. Bliss. 

Two bad endings I Abolition of the Board of Works, and abdica- 
tion of King Milan of Servia. Both can be well spared. But 
Bright, brave belligerent John, true, tenacious, trenchant, — no, 
we could ill spaare him. What, Punch wonders, would the fighting 
Apostle of Peace have said of the “ Naval Defence Bill ” hard by ? 
JWftll. -jyg Country said of it. And the escape of that 


Kane-Captained Rennie-engined England has not for- 
gotten that yet, if the Admiralty has. ^ , ,rr , 

Opening of the Great— the Colossal, the Titanic, the World-witch- 
ing, Republic-saving French Exhibition ! As ** Big *’ a thing as— as 
the Tour Eiffel itself ! Can even Mr, Punch say more It must 
have a paragraph all to itself. Well done, Lutbtia 1 Well may you 
pro tern, at least, kick out politics. 

Sandy ‘‘ takes the floor,” and his Scotch Local Government Bill I ” 
Hope he’ll like ifc. He generally does like big things, be they 
Bills or Cabers ! Better anyhow than Paddy relishes Balfour’s 
Battering-Ram,” which comes next. And then, Gentlemen, the 
match at Brummagem between those two political pugilists, 
Churchill and Chamberlain I Fight unfinished, result as yet 
uncertain. National Portrait Gallery to be fitly housed at last. 
Then the picture takes us “ across the herring-pond ” to the great 
Washington Centenary. Four Blillions more money for Ships, the 
opening of the Opera Season, the raising of the Rates ; all matters 
of interest, painful or otherwise, to most of you, Gentlemen. 

Abandonment of the Sugar Bill! Notone of the much-talked-of 
“sweets of oflico” this, eh/ Ask Baron de Woi?ms ' Raid on 
the Betting Clubs 1 But the great Demon of Gambling, like 
the objects of the great Curse in Ingoldsby, “never” seems “one 
penny the worse.” Opening of the Spanish Exhibition. Equipment 
of our Volunteers. Bravo, Lord Blayor Whitehead 1 

The Johnstown Floods. Gentlemen ; too terrible to talk lightly of. 
Here is symbolised the discreditable Parachute Blania, which was a 
disagreeable feature of the dead year. Blay it die therewith ! I hear 
a stir, a silken amongst my fair auditors. Yes, Ladies, the Blarriage 
of the lucky Duke of Portland, lucky, as I said at the time, with 
both Bridal and Bridle. Another Dropped Bill, Gentlemen ; this 
time the Land Transfer Bill, “ knocked out ” in the Lords by the 
“ Sluggers ” of Legal Privilege. Westward Ho ! goes the ubiquitous, 
inexhaustible G. 0. M. on party thoughts intent ; w’hilst near him 
is shadowed forth the rise of that Irreconcileable, Socialistic new 
“ Fourth Party,” the avowed purposes of which probably sometimes 
“ give him pause.” 

Great Show of the “ Humorists in Art.” Hope you all went to see 
it. If you didn’t, 'twas your loss. Then— strange juxtaposition ! — 
the Great Turf Libel Case 1 Can one “ libel ” the Turf / Mr. Punch 
wonders. Anyhow, “ Donovan that Lucky Duke again I — win.s the 
Derby. “Donovan ’’was evidently “on the job,” not “out for an 
airing,’’ eh ? Visit of the Shah of Persia. You will not want mo to 
eay anything more about that thx-eshed-out subject. The Labour 
Congress in Switzerland \vas less talked of, but probably quite as 
important, whilst the appointment of Her BXost Gracious BIajicsty as 
President of the Royal Agricultural Society is of even greater home- 
interest. 

Next comes the Great Event of the Year 1 Mr. PunclCs Visit to the 
Paris Exhibition, already celebrated by him in proper time and shape I 
You all of you have its record, of course. If not — get it I ! ! That 
Balloon bore a happy party, and needed no parachute. 

The Delagoa Bay Railway business, Mr. Punches pictorial comment 
on which so infuriated mischievous BIa.ster Portugal 1 The White- 
chapel Woe ! Not a matter for -words. Gentlemen, but deeds. 

Hooray ! Another Royal Blarriage I The "Wedding BXaxch, with a 
Fife accompaniment ! And— quite “ in a concatenation accordingly,” 
though at t’other side of Panorama — the Golden Wedding of the 
G. 0. M. Prospect and retrospect, both pleasant. Was it the tender 
association of sympathy which made the G. 0. BT. so eloquent in 
favour of the Royal Grants ? Who knows ? Anyhow, his more ram- 
pant “followers ” — Labby among them — would have liked, for the 
moment, to “ muzzle ” the “old man eloquent”— as BIonro did the 
London dogs. The Naval Review, and the German Emperor’s brief visit, 
synchronised,” as the saps say; and as another “ Big Thing,” 
they made Chaplin Blinister of Agriculture 1 “ Capping the Climax,” 
that I Hard-by another Great — or Big — Man, hews away at the Tithes 
Bill. Go it, Harcourt ! 

FoRowing the example of another really Great Blan, Blr. Glad- 
stone goes to Paris, sees the Exhibition, mounts the Eiffel Tower, 
perorates pleasantly about the Two Republics, France and America. 
Or should we say, America and France / Arcades am bo I And the 
G. 0. M. orating on them was 'oery Arcadian indeed. 

The miserable Maybrick Case calls for no comment here. The 
Great Strike does. Blemorahle event, Ladies and Gentlemen, which 
—as Truthful Thomas would say — “ will have results.” Ecclesias- 
tical dress for ladies may interest the more “ dressy ’’ portion of my 
audience -or may not. The French Elections. Mr. Ptnich con- 
gratulates Madame La PApulliquc whom primarily the Exhibitors, 
and secondarily the XJms, saved from chaos and General Boum-Bou- 
L ANGER 1 Balfour’s little faux pa ,% in connection with an Irish 
University. TJvat fish won’t bite! “Outidanos” on the Triple 
Alliance I Cutis — the Ulysses of Liberalism — defying the huge 
Polyphemus of Continental Despotism. So perhaps he, the Homer- 
lover, would picture it, Polyphemus may have a different opinion, 
perchance, . . 
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Railways in China I Ah ! 3Ii\ Pancli thinks he has heard of 
that before. He hopes it may be true this time : though, to the Man- 
darin, the Locomotive is a Bogey, and the Line sacrilege. Arab 
advance on Suakin ! Neither is that a novel item of news ! Gallantly 
repelled this time, though, and partly, at least, by native valour. 
A good omen I 

Trials at Maryborough, consequent on the lamentable Gweedore 
evictions, and yet more lamentable crime attending them. When 
will this sort of thing be wiped out of the panorama of the year ? 

Raid of the egregious McDougall, compound, apparently, of 
Bottom and Paul Pnj. Well, all’s well that ends well, eh, “Mister*’ 
Rosebery ? Glad, anyhow, you are to boss the London County 
Council yet a little longer. You may be counted on to minimise the 
McDougall element. 

Greek Royal Wedding. Rare year this for what maybe called 
Splendid Splices ! Royal Princes, Princesses, and lucky Dukes well 
to tbe fore ! As a set-off— alas ! — 3Ir. PunclCs Panorama has reluct- 
antly, and delicately, to record many lamented deceases of great, or 
worthy, or well-beloved ones. Poor Crown Prince Rudolph, stont 
and eloquent John Bright, quaint and clever Pellegrini, tbe 
Yatiity Fair Caricaturist, Lady Holland, of politico-social fame, 
Wilkie Collins, the master of ingeniously Sensational Romance ; 
and last, but, to Mr. PuhgIi and his young men certainly not least, 
Percival Leigh, of Comic Latin Grammar, and Mr. Pips's Diary 
fame — ^to the world, and, to his private friends, “ dear old Professor,” 
of pleasant and unfading memory. 

Royal Globe-trotters again ? The German Emperor visits Constanti- 
nople, and hob-nobs with the Sultan ; the Prince of Wales is off to 
Egypt, where, perhaps, he hob-nobs with Father Nile. Thence return- 
ing, Pmxch hopes, happy, and with renewed stores of sturdy health ! 

Yet later in the year come two Big Shows, the Lord Mayor’s to 
wit, with pretty reproductions of old English dresses and disportings, 
ani that of the evergreen P. T. Barnum, with — well — ^with everything 
in the marvel line, if Mr. Punch may trust Phineas’s posters. 

The Public, anyhow, may trust Mr. PuncKs ! By such a Panoramic 
Poster even the Great Showman will admit himself outdone. 

That is all, Ladies and Gentlemen, for the present. Mr. Punch, 
in conclusion, wishes you all a Merry Christmas, and a Happy New 
Year ! 



N 22nd of February 
Session opened ; date 
unusually late, but 
then remember our 
Autumn Session of 
previous year brought 
ns up to Christmas Eve. 
Charles Lamb, arriv- 
ing at office late in the 
morning, pleaded that 
he made up for it by go- 
ing away early. House, 
going away late, re- 
turns little later. Yery 
modest Ministerial 
Programme to com- 
mence with. How it 
has been carried out 
has been told from day 
to day with graphic 
minuteness and uncom- 
promising fidelity by 
3[r. PiDiclCs humble, 
but respected com- 
panion. “ The Diary 
of Toby, M.P.,” fol- 
lows the British flag. 
It is read everywhere— 
iy the pathless ice- 
floes of Canada, through the length of North and South America, 
in the cities of Australia, by the watch-fires of the Squatters, on 
Greenland's icy mountains, and eke on India's coral strand ; where 
Punch appears weekly on the bookstalls, price threepence. It will, 
therefore, not be necessary to go much into detail, a brief summary 
sufficing. 

At the outset Georgie Hamilton promises Bill to strengthen 
Navy: Lord Advocate mentions Scotch Universities Bill, with 
Scotch Local Government Bill to follow. Parnell puts in early 
appearance, challenging Balfour, amid wild cheers from Irish 
Members, to explain why Caeew, M.P., at present m pr^on, had 
been deprived not only of his flannel shirt, but of his hair and 

moustache? ^ ^ , • j- n 

Debate on Address turns largely on Irish affairs. Suddenly, in full 
tide of attack, comes news of flight of Pigott. For awhUe Pigott s 
presence fills the place ; his name thrown at Balfour whenever he 


rises ; cries of “ Pigott 1 ” punctuate Ministerial replies. Nevert] 
less, John Moeley's Amendment to Address negatived hy 339 vo 
against 260 ; Address being finally carried without a division. 

Georgie Ha^iilton got on early with his scheme for strengthen! 
the Navy. Twenty-one-and-a-half millions asked for, adding sevei 
ships to British Navy. Not all to be built at once ; whole scheme 
be accomplished by April, 1894. Bill, debated three several nigl 
finally passed. In accordance with pledge given last Session, Sup] 
put in fore-front of business. House sat night after night, sometin 
voting money, always talking. All kinds of questions came up 
Supply ; treatment of Irish prisoners ; Ministers’ alleged connivai 
with limes ; above all, Pigott, by this time, huddled up in suicid 
gmve at Madrid. Special attack made on Attorney-General 
his professional connection with the Times case. Harcourt 
attack, Charles Russell taking notable part in it. Bat his friei 
stuck to him through thick and thin, and Vote of Censure defea 
by large majority. 

On 2Sth of March, came news of death of John Bright ; fell 1 
oil on troubled waters. Old Morality bore testimony to his wox 
Gladstone pronounced a splendid eulogy ; Hartington adde( 
postscript ; Justin McCarthy spoke for Ireland ; and Chamberla 
rising to height of occasion, informed the House, that Birmingh 
had never allowed the Statesman they mourned to pay any of 
subscriptions ordinarily exacted from a Borough Member. The 
after the House went on with its ordinary business. 

On 16th of April, Goschen introduced Budget in smallest Ho 
gathered in similar circumstances for many years. Both ends m; 
to meet by increase of Death Duties, and a little tinkering of 
Malt Duty. About this time, the “Noble Baron,” began to lo 
on horizon with his Sugar Bounties Convention. Much time was 
thiough remainder of Session over this matter. Government sti 
gallantly by “ Noble Baron ; ” in the end, amid the jeers 
Opposition, Sugar Bounties Bill withdrawn to avoid Ministe: 
defeat. 

I On 14th of May, Old Morality brought in Bill to establish Bo 
1 of Agriculture for Great Britain, a measure which, happily passi 
has dowered the countiy with Chaplin as Minister of Aj 
culture. 

Early in July, came on proposal to make provision for elc 
Son of Prince op Wales. Manifestations of opposition indu 
Government to present the matter in modified form of Motion 
appointment of Select Committee to consider the whole q^uestioi 
provision for Members of Royal Family. This agreed to, after deb 
in which Sage of Queen Anne's Gate came to the front, keep 
his place throughout subsequent pioceedings, Great efforts m 
to buy off opposition of this incorruptible person ; hesitated for b 
moment, when position of Treasurer of Her Majesty’s Housel 
dangled before his eyes. Principal public duty of Treasurer, is 
bring in gracious replies from the Throne to Addresses from faitl 
Commons. In his mind’s eye, Sage saw himself in Windsor unifo 
with gold stripe adown trouser-leg, leaning lightly on white wan( 
office, as he stood at the Bax of the House awaiting the Speakj 
signal to bring up gracious reply. For a moment he faltered, 
only for a moment. “No,” he said, “England expects every i 
to do hjs duty, and Labby will not disappoint expectation ; ” anc 
went straight off and put down five fresh Amendments, This, i 
published for the first time, is authentic. 

These debates on the Royal Grants were, perhaps, the most animj 
of Session. Vote for Royal Family of course granted, but in J 
of significant minority of IIG. Gladstone supported Govemm 
marching into Lobby against large majority of his own follow 
who turned aside with the Incorruptible Sage. Oddest thing o 
was to behold Irish. Members voting with the Court Party— J os 
Gillis going out shoulder to shoulder with Arthur Balfour, 
Tay Pay hobnobbing with Old Morality. 

After this the Session languished. Old Morality expedited I 
ness by announcing that no fresh measures of importance woul 
taken. Members began to clear out, and early close of Session see 
imminent. But, towards end of July, when everybody thought 1 
ness would bo wound up, the Tithes Bill brought in, and stubbo 
pressed. A difficult position for the Government. Bill hotly opp 
by Liberals, and not* loved by Conservatives. Gray, Conserva 
Member for Maldon, moved crucial Amendment, which was negat 
only by critical majority of four in a House of 286 Members, Ne 
theless Government still stuck to fiamework of BiU. Attor] 
General tabled batch of Amendments which transmogrified 
Measure. On 16th of August House faced by practically new 
This made matters no better. Liberals mollified, Conservatives ar 
Next day, amid storm of jeering, borne with characteristic calm 
by Old Morality, he withdrew the Measure. 

After this it was all over, even the shouting, and on the very 
day of August the Session of 1889 came to a close. Its final h( 
otherwise peaceful, were fluttered by promise of a Mes^ure endo\ 
an Irish University, whereat there was much spluttering in poli 
circles. 
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Mr. Punch left Mrs. Jones playing Lawn-Tennis with Mr. He founl Madame Dubois keeping Monsieur Dubois’ I 
Jones — that the little Jones might be sound in Wind and in order that he may prosper and grow rich, and sp 
Limb. extra Clerk. 
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He found Frau Muller cooking Sauerkraut and Sausages^ — He pound Mrs. van Trump reading Browning and H 
that Herr Muller should eat of the best and cheapest and Spencer — to be an Intellectual Companion for George 
MOST digestible. Trump, and his English Friends. 
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BOBEBT’S STOBY ABOUT CHINA. 

§r HE fact is, Sir, that I had got quite tired of hearing Geate aU a grumbling at 
allers having* the same kind of wittels at their Citty Bankwets : ^ I thort as I 
wond jest take a run hover here, jest to see what they had to hoffer by way of 
ohauffe ; and so here I aan, on my voyage of dishcovery. , . ^ , 

1 passes over that woyage, and my many blunders in trying to make myself 
hunderstood by the hignerent natives, and at once goes in to describe what was of 
coarse most hintresting to me, namely, the dinners. I dined wun day at the 
Shing-Oully Otel, which is a fust-class consern. I was told as all the Swells dined 
at the top of the house ; so hup stairs I went, and sat myself down at a large 
tabel, with about 30 Chineese Gents, all drest in their riduklus kostoom of 
Jackets and pettycotes. They all stared at me as if I was sumthink werry 
strange, tho’ drest in my ushal full hevening dress, with white choker. We only 
had 1 Maynoo for all of us, and had to chuse our Dishes, so I chose Birds' -nest 
Soup, Sharks’ fins, as they hadn't got no Turhot, lots of frute, and Boast Puppy ! 
We began with frute i but, before we ate any, we all took wine with one another ! 
The Birds’-nest Soup must have been werry carefooly strained, for there wasn’t 

not no twigs nor bits of straw , _ . 

iI n het setterer, in it. The 

I bad, biat, as we wasn’t allows 


^ ^ 

** ... that I didn’t 

^ ' heat much of 

^ ' it. I ardly ^ 

xpecs to be jm 

bleeved vehen I says that we had no tabel-cloth or tabel- Mm 

napkins, but we each had a peace of common brown paper Mm 

at the side of our plates, with which we all wiped our messy 

chop-sticks, and our oily mouths. The dux was werry 

so I had about harf a one. The Puppy Dog looked much 

a Sucking Pig, but even the strong hunion sauce didn’t hide Jm M 

the parfume enuff for me to be able to taste it. The wine ^ ^ 

wasn’t any think werry grand, but, what it wanted in flavior, 

it made up in strength, and many a eye began for to twinkle 

afore the dinner was over ; and, judging from what I saw 

then, and at other times, I should think about the most *v 

commical hobjeck ou earth is a drunken Chinyman. I was ^ / 

arterwards told that the propper place to get dogs and cats M 

for dinner was in Jack-Poo-Kow. The idear of calling* such 

horrid filth Kow, made me suspishus, so I found the place ^ 

out, and, who should I see oppersite the winder where the 

dead dogs and oats is hung up to dry, but your own dog Toby ! a 

barking 

[I - at’emvv 
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fch such hindignashun that I werrily bleeves that one word of incur- 
ragement from me wood have made him rush into the rcstanrant^ and 
ewen praps attack the Hed Waiter 1 However, I perswaded him to leave 
the horrid place, and go home with me ; but, on our way, we came to 
another of them, where a black cat was hanging up, when in Toby 
ruied, and, siezing it in his mouth, brort it out to me, and tore it 
lim from liin I Out came the Master, and 2 of his Waiters, and, little 
knowing who I was, seized me, and dragged me into the shop, and 
demanded 100 sents, or four shillings, for the black calfs body, and 
tuppence for its pair of eyes, which, it seems, are conslderd a speshal 
lukshury ? Toby’, insted of looking ashamed of hisself for his shamefool 
conduck, trotted by my side, barking away, and looking as prowd as 
a Lord Mare’s Coachman, till I lost him in the crowd. 

I called one day by appintinent upon a sillibrated Mandereen with 
8 tales, who must therefore have bin a heminent swell. He was^ not 
a tome, but the servents showed me into a room where a most bewtifool 
Chineese Lady was a-lying on a Sofhy, with such darling little tootsy 
putsys as I never seed afore, and which I shood think wood suttenly 
prewent her from ever warking like a Cristian Lady. She 'vvore all 
her bewtifool hare brushed off her bewtifool face as if she wanted it all 
to grow backards. I warked boldly up to her and sed, Mandareeny 
tomy tomy ? ” to which she replied, Ching-Ghlng-Ohangy-Wangy ! *’ 
Hot quite undustanding a word she said, I was about to take my 
leave by saying, Bowy ! Wowy ! ” when she got off the Sofhy and 
hobbling along to the door, placed herself against it, and patting my 
estonished cheeks said, Oh, how nicey picey 1 ’’ I 'was that aston- 
ished that I thort I shood have fainted, and ewen Toby, who I had 
took with me, stared at her with both his eyes, speshally when she j 
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port; he returned » wiping his mouth, 
and announcing that they were ** most 
agreeable, excehent;, good people. 

Could not understand why they all 
hid underground at our approach, and 
why the King so pers'stently sent word 
that he 'was not at home. Told In- 
terpreter that, in our opinion, he was 
a little deficient in tact. Sent him to 
treat with a native chief, called 
Phatti, and had the mortification this 
time of surprising him in the act ; no 
denial possible—he had his mouth full 
at the time ! Told him that, if this 
occurred arjain, we should be exceed- 
ingly annoyed. Cannibal Interpreter 
penitent ; lent him tract, / JSe- 

came a Vegeiai^ri^ over which he shed 
tears. 

Came to the M’yusikauli District. 
King Less: came to meet us, and 
offered Mr. Pttneh a free pass over his 
domains. In the evening a grand per- 
formance, partly in our honour, partly 
to celebrate recent triumph . over the 
G’yudi-g’yudis, who, under their chief 
Makdoogalla, had been waging war 
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TserioJcomiks and T'wnqandanzas also 
gave curidns exhibitions of their 
powers. JlacJitrihats and Kunjeras 
(or native mag-icians) performed*. A 
wild, weird, lurid scene, strange and 
fascinating— bat a trifle blow. 

^ In Ugoweh ; met some Gitalongdo 
girls, but could not succeed in per- 
suading them to enter into conver- 
sation. 

On the River,* saw Kr'us practi ing 
in long canoes, and got out of their 
way. Descended cataracts ; shot several 
rapids, and sent them home to he 
stuffed. 

Came to Desert, and hired camel to 
go across on, (N.B. These animals are 
styled “ Baok-tryin which they are ) 
Only eighteen -pen c 3 an hour, which 
would have been reasonable enough , but 
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quite impossible to sit out more tliaiLiime-peiiu’orfcli. Decided to take 
an ostricli for remainder of joumey. Softer to sit. Ostrioli a » 

ran for five liours in a circle, at espress speed,.; and then suddenly 
turned shy, and buried its head in sand, without the slightest notice ; 
foolish habit for any bird to acquire. Deter- ^ 

mined to try a quagga — quagga tried me, and 
very soon found me wanting, A quagga is 
a brute to buck ! After all, came back to my 
old wooden mount — spot better than stripes, 

in t^ Jangle again. Discovered Colony of 
Highly-educated Anthropoid Apes. Lent them 
some copies of Punch, which are indispensable Brillff/ 

to all African travellers. Apes delighted — |gjf j J| jfe 

one large gorilla quite hysterical with laugh- 

ter. Much gratified — ^tfil discovery that it /\|P|!irf/T| ^ 

was the adveHi'Sements which amused them 

most. ^Snse of humour of apes much exag- ) j Qr - — ^ 

^ Keaohed the Kit’ldrumma District. Hatives ^ 
hostile at first ; war-drums sounded inces- * / 

santly. Fortunately fond of music, so easily / 
pacified them by playing selection from ' 

Tannliiiiiser^^ arranged for drum and" pan- . ( 1 { 

pipes by Liszt. Toby taking violent fancy 
to a S^ottiduff^"* or native dog, Spottidnff 
vanishing mysteriously shortly before dinner ; - 
find this animal considered a great dainty 
in this locality. Toby Inconsolable. ^ 

Among the Ustingis. Received with great 
ceremony by their king— C hesipaba. Palm []|ffl!jj[jM 

wine (corked) handed round in liqueur glasses. I (f4 

Dinner beastly. . Ohesipara saying re- W jl 

peatedly that he “made no stranger of me’’ 

— he will, though, for the future. Exchange 
of presents. Gave Chesipara a silver- ^ 

mounted dressing case (bankrupt stock — a 
bargain), a handsome coloured supplement, 

Muzfu&r's Darling (given away with Christmas ^ , 

Kumber of Tlvion)^' a microscope (object- 




In a moment the Sage found himself in an Athenian hotel, with 
the proprietor bowing obsequiously before him. 

“Not very classical,” he murmured. “I wonder what it was like 
in the days w^hen the dead languages were alive, if not kicking. 

t How I should like to see Athens in the time 
of Helen the fairest of the fair in everything 
— save in her conduct to Menelaus ! ’’ 

Before he had time for further thought, he 
found himself in the far past, and thus had 
an opportunity of comparing the old with 

“ Very pretty, but, on my word, comfort was 
a secondary consideration. But I have ne- 
glected Spain. I wish to see the loveliest 
view in good old WELLiKaTON’s Peninsula.” 

Mr. Punch had expected to be carried into 
one of the courts of the Alhambra, but, in 
lieu of this, he found himself gazing at a lady, 
beautiful beyond compare. For a moment he 
was so lost in admiration, that he almost forgot 
himself, and was about to kiss her. Remember- 
ing, how^ever, that he was a married man, and 
that his better half might object to the very 
natural, but (under the circumstances) highly 
improper transaction, he paused, and changed 
his kiss into a beaming smile. He was a 
little chagrined, however, to notice that the 
beautiful creature was so intent upon watch- 
ing some distant attraction, that she had no 
eyes for him, nor, in fact, for anyone else. 

“ What can she be looking at ? ” he mur- 
mured. “ How lovely she is with her height- 
ened colour, her parted lips, her soul beaming 
through her lustrous dark eyes I 
Then he uttered an exclamation of disgust 
^ when he found that the lady was giving her 

■y'' » entire attention to a bull-fight I 

_ “I think I have had enough of this ! We 

"" may have something of the same sort in our 

3 Ritttrn. courts during a trial for murder ; but, as a 


Number of Tlvioi)^ a microscope (object- " s Riturn. courts during a trial for murder; but, as a 

lens missing—but Zip’ll never miss it), a plated fish-slice, and a pair of rule, our female blood-hongerers axe either podgy matrons of sixty, or 
nut-crackers. Chesipara, after a good deal of parade, presented me skinny old maids, of no (admitted) age at all I So give me England — 
with a bimch of very indifferent bananas, and a brass collar, belong- dear old England !” He was set down at the Cannon Street Railway 
ingto one of his wives, whom he had had killed on purpose ! Told Station, and, 'collecting his luggage (which had followed by Grande 
him, with much emotion, that 1 should never forget it. Vifesse), he called a cab, and drove to Fleet Street. 

Reached the Centre of Africa ; found that luggage had not been And once more he was back in the ancestral halls, which had been 
forwarded after all 1 Had to borrow a clean shirt from Kollamangel decorated for the occasion with holly, and its white-berried companion, 
chief, promised to return it on arrival at Coast. Difficulty with So, while Toby played “ JTbme, Sfjceet Home ! Mr. Punch kissed 
Tippoo-Tip oE the Blaokmai'las, who refused to allow Mr. Punch to Britannia under the Mistletoe, and wished her and the whole world, 
pass without tribute, Pacified him with palm butter and reached in a Wassail-bowl, 

coast without further incident. A Merry Christmas, and a Happy New Year I 

^ m Hf ^ * 

After leaving Tippoo-Tip, he c-n' tinned his Journey through the 
Colonies. Now he was taking tiffin in Calcutta, and a few minutes HAGG-AItl) ANNtJAIi. 

later found everyone asleep at Montreal. Christmas seemed to him x . , . t . tt v 

to be Jbexng kept in Melbourne in the most sultry weather, and {.Specially written hy Walker Weird, to usher in the Year 1890 ) 

New Tear’s Day in Cape Colony was observed as a Midsummer ^ TTneedd, the writer, and Sfoylpa- 

festival. He had a general impression of constant change and con- — peros, the sketcher, were in the 

stant improvement. The spirit of the mighty English Race seemed 7.-- presence of a weird figure, that gro- 

to be falling upon the world like a, ray of glorious sunshine. This U tesquely genuflected before them, 

ray of light was continually increasing and beating back the dark- 'i '',11 / j J Mm T'' .f. ‘‘Fear not, my sons,” explained the 

ness. And, as the Sage travelled., through the air, he found every- 1 ^ ‘ Weird, cutting a sad caper; “fear nob. 

where content. It mattered not who the natives might be, they had but : Hcr^lio must-he-oheyed has need of ye. 

one flag, the Union Jack, one sovereign, the Empress- QueenViCTORiA ! And, as Be has need, ye must be well- ^ 

“ Rifle Britannia 1 ” cried Mr. Punch, enthusiastically. “ But ( . v . a. .j P bred,” as we say in the yeast, 

for all that, I wish I could have a few minutes to myself.” “ And you are ? — ” 

In a moment, he found himself seated amidst the eternal snows of “ The Ghost of a Joke I murmured 

the North Pole. extinct witticism, sadly; “and my 

“Well, this is an ice place 1 ” shivered the Sage. There was a name is Silltbilli.” And then a strange thing happened, 
roar of mighty laughter from the Aurora Borealis. , It was the first All of a sudden the Writer and the Sketcher found themselves 
time that the ancient jest had been uttered in those latitudes. The thrust into the presence of Be-n‘ho~must~be^odeyed. After pushing 
Sage blushed at his adoption of the venerable “Joe Milleb,” and down his two captives, Sillibilli himself fell upon his hands and 
wished himself back in Europe — ^in civilisation. knees, like a pig Journeying to market. The men of the pen and 

He found himself in Yenice. Steam gondolas were travelling pencil looked about them, and for miles could see nothing but pros- 
along the Grand Canal, and Cockneys were cutting their names on trate forms. In front of them was a heavy white drapery, seemingly 
the sacred stones of the Church of St. Mark. hiding a figure. At length the curtain began to move, and suddenly, 

“It is becoming very English,” murmured the Sage. “I suppose from above its folds, appeared a most beautiful red nose— never had 
the next move will be to organise pigeon-shooting matches in front they seen such a long and curved nose. Then came a voice, sweet 
of the Cafd Florian, after turning the Doge’s Palace into an and soft, and yet full of power, reminding those present of something 
illuminated Palace of Varieties.” ^ ^ between a murmuring brook and a thunderbolt. 

Mr. Punch was disgusted, and began to think longingly of home. “ Strangers ! ” said the voice, in English, but much purer and more 
“I have made a pretty fair round of the world, but I suppose I classical English than the Arriarris talk, “ Strangers, When is the portal 
ought to do a little more in Europe —after all, it has the first claim to a saloon not the portal to a saloon ? Tell me that, 0 Strangers I ” 
upon my consideration. Let me consider — ^I thii^ I should like to see “ When it is an Egyptian potsherd,” stealthily whispered Sillibilli. 
a Greek rob ber in Athens.” . ^ “ Begone, thou white headed old fool I ” cried Il€-m1io--7nu$Ube^obeye.d, 
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angrily. “ It is not the answer ; and, if it were, who art thou to thus 
reply ? Begone, thou feeble cry of a donkey long defunct ! ” The 
voice rose in its anger clear and cold, and the Writer and the Sketcher 
fancied they could see two gleaming eyes above the drapery. 

SiLLiBiLLi beat his stupid old head thrice on the ground, and 
crawled out of the apartment as he had crawled into it. 

“ Neither of ye know,” continued the Lord 
of the beautiful red nose. “ Then begone, and 
search for that joke ~ trace it to its source — 
to its saucy source.” 

There was a pause, and then a strange thing 
happened. A mighty shout of laughter rose 
“ It made a quaint ges-^ from the very depths, and seemed to fill the 
ture with the assistance entire universe. lie seemed pleased, and 
of a paltn^tree, gracefully inclined his nose as if acknowledg- 

ing a compliment. Then he continued, less sternly, 

“Away to the land of the Joks, and the Juimows — ^the Quipps 
and the Kranx. Away, to find a way ] ” 

Once again came the roar of mighty laughter. From far, far away 
it came with a dreadful muttering noise, that grew and grew to a 
crash and a roar, which combined in itself all that is terrible and yet 
splendid in the possibilities of sound. Then it passed away, and dis- i 
appeared in a murmured guffaw. j 

Then Unredd and Spotlpaperos, feeling sure of the 
presence of two gleaming eyes above the beautiful red 
nose, turned sharply round and fled. 

And they journeyed on and on, through the snow and 
the ice, until they came to the land of the desert, in which 
they found themselves (strange to say) in a warmer atmo- 
sphere than that to which they had grown accu-stomed in 
the regions of the North Bole. Then a strange tbing 
happened. They witnessed a fight between an elephant 
and a cat. The elephant managed to get well on the 
bank of the river which ran (conveniently) through the 
desert, in spite of the cat nipping on to one of ite legs. 

Gradually the cat began to swallow the leg, then the 
body, then the head, until nothing but the trunk of the 
el^hant was left. A strange thing had happened — the 
elephant had been swallowed by the oat 1 
“ He was evidently going out of town,” said Uneedd, 
airily. 

“ So I see,” replied Spoylpapesos, and he pointed to 
the trunk. Once more came the dreadful muttering noise 
that ended in a roar of laughter, and again a shadowy 
form floated past them— the Ghost of a Joke ! And when 
they looked towards the cat it too had gone, having dis- 
appeared (so they subsequently ascertainel) with a grin. 

They then knew the creature’s breed — it was a Cheshire cat I 
And now they were in front of the Sphinx, who was 
looking down upon them with a most fiendish and terri- 
fying expression. Surrounding this ancient Egyptian 
Monument were numberless scrolls (many inscribed 
“ Ae/cX.veS— ©avicy”) sent there by a forgotten people. 

Unredd picked up one of comparatively modern date. 

It was a strange scroll, full of heiroglyphics and languages 
of many races. Here was the ancient Greek — and the 
more modem Arabic. There was something that seemed to 
be Russian— there a line that might be antediluvian Irish. 

All jumbled up together, in seemingly hopeless confusion. 

“ See,” cried Uneedd, excitedly, “ I can make out ‘ When 
is the door of the neighbour ' ” — and then he stopped. 

“Quite so,” replied Spoylpaperos, “ but it has no answer. Stay 
though — what is this? “The duck of tho gardener (gardener’s 
duck) puts his head into the pond belonging bo the grandmother of 
the sailor (sailor’s grandmother) for the reasons of the diver (diver’s 
reasons.) This is very strange ! ” 

“ Indeed, it is,” acquiesced Unredd, and then he cried, on making 
a further discovery, “ See the Author’s name ! ” 

And then they found inscribed on the scroll a word written as 

follows O A A € N A O P<f>. 

Perfectly bewildered, they threw the paper away. Then a strange 
thing happened. All of a sudden, with one accord, they put to the 
Sphinx the question that Se-wlio-must-'bc-obeyed had asked them. The 
mouth of the head seemed to move, and one of the huge eyelids 
appeared to quiver. Moreover, it made a quaint gesture with the 
assistance of a palm-tree. Then came a voice, saying, in hieroglyphics — 

There was a pause,. and then Unredd, 
in consultation with his companion, deci- 
phered the meaning. 

“ You be blowed ? ” they both shouted, 
and the Sphinx gravely inclined its head. 
Then, of a sudden, after jumping from one 
mountain-top to another mountain-top, clinging to a precipice by 
their eyebrows, and sliding down a glacier and an avalanche, the two 


travellers came to the source of nothing, or, to use the local name, "the 
source of the Nihil. 

“ When is a door not a door ? ” they asked, impelled as if by some 
hidden power. 

In a moment the most beautiful Joke that ever was known appeared 
before them. It had the semblance of something they had seen 
before — ^lovely beyond compare, A flood of liquid laughter followed, 
and the Joke bathed in it, dancing about in tho merry mixture most 
joyously. It was a dread and wonderful sight. 

They felt that but half their task was accomplished — but only half. 
Had not He-uho-must-te-obeyed ordered them to seek out the solution 
of the Great Conundrum ? That Great Conundrum had lived through 
the ages. It had been known to the Romans and the Greeks, and 
had died (for a while) with the Dead Languages. It had been buried 
in the land of the Assynans, from whence had come a kindred spirit, 
the precursor of the Hibernian bull. That bull, which was in the 
changing seasons to cause roars of mighty merriment echoing into the 
far ages of the Future from the distant dimples of the Past, So, after 
their first surprise, they welcomed the gladsome ..'resence. They 
watched it as it jumped and leaped in the flood of liquid laughter. 
They were mad with a nameless delight, and danced round and round 
in a wild delirium of quaint possibilities ! The Joke smiled upon 
them, and seemed to recognise in them the followers of the Great 




Ded-an-Gonb; or, Jest Departed. 

In a moment the owst hcautiful Joke that ever \oas knoicn appeared before {hem. 
It had the semblance ff something they had seen before — lovely beyond compare. A 
flood of liquid laughter followed^ and the Joke bathed in dancing abouf in the 
merry mixture most joyously. It was a dread and wonderful sight f 

Jo-MUl-Arj or One-^7wJias~causednie-dullest-dogs to-shake-dhelr-lieavy- 
sides-TvitJi-tun^less-lavghter. 

Then the Joke grew in comeliness. The Question was only half of 
its stature — it required the Answer. They felt that the reply would 
come with the mighty murmur of merriment that the Writer and the 
Sketcher had already noticed. At 
length it was upon them. The 

Answer came ! 

“ When it is an egress.^' 

“ Look !— look ! — look ! ” shrieked 
Unredd. 

The Jolte loas growing old before 
ilieireyes! The wit was shrivelling 
up I The fun was evaporating I 
Smaller and smaller it grew, until it 
was nearly gone. 

“ I will not die ! ” came a cry. 

** Generations yet unborn shall hear 
ms. Meltly shall think me good — 
many shall be amused. Oh — ^h— h ! ” 

and the Joke had fallen flat ! Th<^y knew its real name, then — it 
was “ I^ed an- Gone., the Jest DepartedJ^ And now it was still I 
And so were Unredd and Spoylpaperos. Alas 1 for their 
melancholy fate — ^thej had died of laughter I h ad their desert 1 
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INCIDEITX IN THE INDIAIT SPORTING TOtTB OP 
ALIBI PASHA (COLONEL ALIAS ALIBI). 

IR,~You ^ere sending your Oorre- 
. spondents all over the world, and you 
never did a better thing than when 
I you summoned me to your presence, 
^ and said, “Colonel, are you ready 
and I replied, “lam ! If it hadn’t 
been for my uncommon clearness of 
vision, the party of detectives whom 
1&/// you sent out in search of me would 
have discovered me in my rooky 
lair on the southern coast of Cornwall, 
h) to which secluded spot I had for a 
time retreated, your Colonel en re- 
tra ite, the only time lie ever retreated 
^ in his life, and then not from foes, 
but from too many and too kind friends, in order to scheme 
out at my leisure a new and original plan for tracing the real and 
only source of the !Nile at half the cost of St.an ley’s expedition, with 
double the profits. “ The Gemibie Nile Wafer Company Limited^^ 
and the ** Nile Sauce for Cheops and Steaks,''’ will be two of the 
greatest financial successes of this or any other time. 

“Yeo ho, my boys ! Yto ho ! ” I shouted from the height above to 
four toiling minions in the cockle-shell of a boat below. My ! how 
glad they were. Odds Colonels and cockle-shells I but, if I hadn't 
exerted my lungs, they ’d have returned disconsolate to you, as you 
were waiting at the railway station, with your baggage all labelled, 
and your dog Toby waving adieux to your followers. 
What a wigging they ’d have got I But, seeing me, 
} ou smiled as you wert wont to smile, and in two- 
twos the historic question was aske^— “ Colonel, are 
you ready ? ” (as I have already reminded you), and 
the equally historic answer had been given, “I am I ” 
My weapons and my sporting togs are 
always at hand, packed for travelling at the 
shortest possible notice. And here let me 
remark to you that, when you were in the 
desert, had you been armed with my patent 
revolving, twenty-times-a-seoond, 


doable-action repeating rifle, the 
strange story of the conflict be- 
tween yourself and the ostrich 
would have been utterly impos- 
sible. Excuse me, Sir, but, as it 
i:?, I consider it scarcely within 
the bounds of probability. I 
know probability will take big 
S bounds, and I ’m a bit of a tra- 
veller myself, but your escape 
uninjured from that wild bird, 
and the escape also of Toby, who 
is not a sporting dog, is one of 
the strangest tales on record, by 
the side of which, perhaps, even 
the daring exploit, which I am 
now about to narrate as a plain 
unvarnished tale, may seem a 
mere ordinary, ‘ eveiy-day occur- 
rence. But to proceed. 

To India; I promised you my 
diary of sports and pastimes from 
the moment of my arrival. Here 
^ it is, from the first day to the 
moment of my posting you the 

“Teo ho! mT bojs ! ” I shouted if* special me^enger. 

^ how, to commence * * * [iVe 

omit the first six hundred pages.) * * * The next day Swindlah 
Khak' came to my Kabob where I was sitting, wiling away the time 
by teaching my favourite Cheetah the three-card tridc, which 
the sagacious animal can now perform as easily as if he were the 
learnedest pig in Europe — (I am bringing him over, to back hiin for 
matches of this sort in England — shall probably get up a company to 
work it— Learned Pig and Cheetah Company (Limited)/ 'Capital, 
^280,000,000 — ^but of this, more anon) — and, after accepting the 
puffumy which is always offered to a visitor filled ‘ and lighted, 
Swindlah waited for me to open the conversation. 

“Swindlah, mebhoy,” said I, addressing him familiarly, in his 
own native language, in which I am a proficient, and shall now give a 
translation, “ What ’s up ? ” 

“Alibi Pasha,” he replied, bending his head, and looking out of 
the comer of his eyes — a trick he has when he means mischief— 
(I know the old rascal by this time) — “ Is it on or o:^ ? ” 

For the moment I' had forgotten our wager of the previous night. I 


I confess I had imbibed so much loshiin that for once and away I was 
not quite certain whether I was actually sober or not - nor, indeed, did 
I decide the point until I had argued it out myself, and settled that, 
if I went to bed in my IJiootaks (worn here on the foot, and very 
much worn under it), I must ba more or less inebriated, but that, if I 

assumed the ordinary shimmy dhmee 
^ '' — (do you remember my song on this 

Indian night-habit, to the tune of 
I \ ' ** BomiU Dundve — it was in the 

weather, when the stinging win- 
ttr night-fly is about, and I couldn’t 
article of apparel any where, — 

Thtn haul down my cui tains, and call up 
my men, 

^ \ search every cupboaid agen and agen. 

1 i | ^ ^ frilled bolder ts fcir as the kr ee — 

f u{»j) j— j j I I j|.-g p thiug is my shimmy 

I ^ didn’t quote this to 

illlll ^ Swindlah Khan, I only allude to it 

Ir \ N I linen-press, further 

'\||| ’ j I. on, 'daring the course of these Me- 

moirs) — and retired to my dliomiee (bed), I must 
l|ltr|fl be all right. Dhnionee v. Hhootah, and the first 

i Yet next morning it was with difficulty 

IfaitiDsfor the Colonel, j exactly recall the term of the wager. 

“Yes, Swindlah,” says I. ^‘Ib is the Wild Hog Hunt to which 
you are alluding.” He bowed. “ Fifty thousand lakhs of rupees,” I 
continued, “ which your executors pay to mine, in case you come to 
grief, or mine to yours in case the like happens to me.” Again he 
Lowed, and I w'enb on. “ And if we both survive, the money is paid 
to whichever of us two kills the Wild Hog of Ghifintah.” We tliook 

hands over it. I didn’t, as 

a rule, shake hands with 
Swindlah Khan, who was ^ in 
the veriest old thief in all- 1 

India, and an abominably ^ 

The fact is, that this Wild ^ 

Hog, which from time to if 

time ravaged various parts 1 

of the country that trembled \\ 

under the sway of Swind- ^ 

LAH, was secretly fed. kept M ^ 

alive, and incited to ferocity ^ 

by the minions of the cun- A Strange Story. 




A Strange Story. 


ning despot, who, when he wanted a larger loan than usual, or ' 
coveted the prope.ty of some private person, would privately order 
this Hog to be starved for a fortnight, and then suddenly let out to 
run a-muck. 

Katurally the poor natives, and the rich ones too for the matter of 
that, clamoured for protection at the hands of their ruler, who pre- 
tended he could see no other way of dealing with the difficulty than 
by raising a ‘ force of sharpshooters, armed with lances and bows and 
airows, no guns being permitted, as the noise would disturb the 
Swindlah, who, about this time, invariably feigned to be laid up at 
home with a bilious headache. His subjects had to subscribe for the 
support of these sporting warriors, and the money came in from all 




An Awful Boar for Ti-avellers. 


a Do PANE 1 n !•[ I quarters into Swindl ah’s treasury for 

' / //v I'-/ the purpose of killing this formidable 

^ f courge. The presence of this Wild Hog 

I /'jI' obstructed trade, as no Travellers, com- 

' ' /Sc ^o^oial or otherwise, would run the risk 

I encountering this dangerous mon st er. 

^ Of course, the Hog was never killed, as 
' \ 'to have put an end to its existence 

M ijy would have been analogous to killing 

^ SpBr Groose that laid the Golden Eggs. 

When I came into the country, 
4 4 j -n 7 " Swindlah did his best to entrap 

An Awful Boar for TrareUers. i had thirty of tha narrowest 

escapes that ever man experienced. ( Here me omit 1200 pages of this 
most thHlUng narrative.') SWINDLAH had dared me to kill the Wild 
Hog alone : I had replied, “ Yes, but it must he worth my while. So 
make it a bet, which will slay the beast, you or I, and I ’m on. And 
the entire beast must be brought back as evidence. A leg, or a 
tusk, or an eye, or a bristle wou^t do. It must he the whole Hog 
or none.” 

As I have said, so ’twas done. The barbarous Swindlah had deter- 
mined on collaring my coin, and taking my life. He had secreted men 
in the jungles, in the passes, on the mountain-tops, to spear me, -arrow 
me, shoot me, — if they could, What did I care ? I had the whole 
country at my back, for they were ready to rise as one man— (and, as 
a matter of fact, only one man did rise, and he was beheaded at opce 
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A HAZABDOUS LEAP! 

y^heezer, I, and title Hog sank exhausted on the other sMe of the till next morning, when noting was found^ of him except 
ravine, just as a shriek broke on my car, and I was able to see that turban. His horse was browsing peacefully within a few yards 
SwiNDLAH’s underbred horse having refused a narrower place lower the spot where Swinplah had disappeared. The monpy I 
down, had, in consequence (for this, strange as it may appear, wa:i fairly won was never paid, but the nobility and gentry suhscri 
the first time that braggart SwiNDLAH had ever been out aiding) towards a medal, which was struck in commemoration' of theev 
pitched SwiNDLAii right over his head into the abyss below; I I send one to you, one to the Vatican, and a third to the Bn 
returned home in triurirph. Bonfires and rej oicings all night. . Torch | Museum. I need hardly say that after this — ( We omit the remain 
and Nautoh till daybreak. No one thought of looking for Swindlah ' as^ tlie worJi will iJrohaUt/ U publUhed ta fall at somefatnve tune). 
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JOURNAL OF A ROLLING STONE. 

Fourth Entry. 

Have for a considerable time past been “ eating dinners,” prepa- 
ratory to being “ called ” to the Ear. Understod now wbat people 
nieaii wlion. they talk of a ** Digest of tke Law. 

Find my«clf (on dininpr for the first time this ierm) in a m^s with 
a hiffhly-mtelliRent native of India, another man nil from Oxford, 
and an African law-studont. ^ 

natnrod. Says there is a great demand for English-made hamsters 
on the Gambia, and he »s going to supply the demgid. 

Have wild and momentary idea of going to the (^antibia myself. 

“Why,’’ I ask this enterprising negro, ^ 
risters — white ones, I moan-^go and practise there r reel that 
reference to colour is not felicitous ; stiU, difheult to express the idea 

doesn’t mind. Shows, all bis tooth in. a broad grin, and 
says, * ‘ Inglis men die. die like flies, on the (Gambia. i 

Carious to see the Hindoo law-student looking oontenmtuously at 
Afrioan ditto. Hindoo a shrewd fellow. ^ Talks English perfectly 
Rather given to gesticulate. Waves his arms, and incident^v 
knocks over a bottle of the claret— at twelve 

the Inn kindly supiilies to wash down the mutton and baked potatoes 
at our two-shilling meal. Hindoo laughs. Tells me. confidentially, 
S^firhas pracSsed as a " V^eel’’ (whatever that is) m some 
small country town in Bengal. Why has he come over here ? Oh, 
to he caUed. Will get more work and more pay, when a f^-fiedg^ 
barrister. Gather that there are rival ‘ Yakeels in 
he wants to out out. He intends “ cutting out to India— directly 

^\h:ford^^man tells me in a whisper that “he believes he’s a 
Baboo.” Indeed 1 Don’t feel much wiser for the information. 

African getting jealous of Baboo’s fluent talk. Rather a sporUve 
negro, it appears. Says ho goes to theatre neariy every night, xlas 
a regular and rather festive programme for each day.^ 

“ Lecture, morning,” he says ; “ aftemoom walk in Park, some- 
times ride. Night, theatre or music-hall.” He grins lih® ^ amiable 
gargoyle. In his own country African law-student must be quite a 
lady-xiller — a sort of Gambia masber. « -r^ t r* 4 .« 

Incidental^ mention to Hindoo difficulty of law of Real Property, 
especially “Rule in Shelley’s Case.” 

It seems Hindoo understands matter perfectly. Begins f? explain 
the “Rule in Shelley’s Case.” Does it by aid of two salt-ceUars 
(to represent the x^arties) and a few knives (to represent collateral 

TftTfli'tl.VGS j • 

Aficican masher more jealous. Laughs at Baboo’s explanation. 

A-f 'ho'frrfirl. A-frifian. who is carving, 


claret seems to have got iuto place where we may suppose African s 
brain to be. However, dinner ends without a catastrophe. 

After attending the usual amount of legal lectures, the Final 

^^^’thr^gh^^e papers pretty well. Thank goodness, no question 
asked so far about that ^Rule in Shelley’s Case,” which is my 
‘ ‘ Pons Asinorum ” It ’s a “ rule” to which I take great exception. 

There’s a “ Foce” to come, however. Hate mvQ voce. 

Two examiners sit at end of HaU— students caUed up m bathes ^ 
half-a-dozen at a time. Very nervous work, 
comes, that the intelligent Baboo is m the same 
like the position. From his manner I shoifid jiffige that he d b^n 
doing nothing ail Ms life but bemg examiued by fifties m a cave, 
like tMs. 

Examiner who tackles me has an eye-gl ass . 

“Now, Mr. JoYNSOH,” he remarks, putting it up to survey me 
better, “ if you were a trustee, &o., &c., what would you rfo . 

Flattered at the supposition. Answer in a way whi^ seems to 
partly satisfy Examiner, who passes on to next man with a new 
question. In a minute or two my turn comes round ,, c. , , 

“Now, Mr. JoYNSOH,” Exammer agam observes ^eerfimy, let 
me ask vou quite an elementary question m Real Property. Just 
SVmel K a very brief, e4lliRatioH of wbat you unaerstaiLd 

^But I'don’Ti^S^I ^aiag by it ! It’s a piece 
legal Edbbensb to me. I XJ^*rZo^SS: 


tyr^icb I and the ^l|T“ves, and 

inforS^^me that “it’s as easy as A.B.C.” It may be-to him 

asked the same <itiestion, at once expl^s the whole 
matter, tMs time without the aid of the salt-cellars yx 

A feV dayHater go to look at result of examination. Result, 

^“^s^i^awSdeieotedly-C* homeward the Plough-man ^da 
W,aiKmg away aej^u.=<^j j. ,, , -.get African 


riAtpat Shows JUS nne sei lYoixots . ‘xi, t » 

“Me failed too. Me go back Gambia. You come back "^th me . 
TeU Ito I’m not “ c^ed” yet : certainly not called to 
‘ ‘ to Alhambra ! ” he suggests, aa a sort of altemafaye 

A-W^*°stodeS’^’^dently stfll a masher. Decline Ms invitation 
WotdS’t h J seen with him at a theatre for worlds! 
Cre^DoK^H look in at Gaiety Bax. No Gaiety form. 
— Md no “ Bar ” either, it seems. 
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THE BUSY (J.) B. 

(Not hj Dr, Watts,) 

How doth the busy Jerry Builder 
Improye his shining: hoard, 
gather money, basely earned, 
From every opening Board ! 

Hw skilfully he scamps his “ shells ” ! 

How deftly spreads his sludge ! 

Aim labours to defend his sells 
By special-pleading fudge ! 


With what serene, well-practised skill, 
He “ squares ** Surveyors too ! 

For Jobbery finds some baseness still 
For venal hands to do. 

Whether for work or healthful play 
His buildings will not last. 

May he be called some day, some day, 

To strict account at last ! 

^ Pabliamentary iBTELLiOEiiroE. — Accord- 
ing to the announcement in the Gazette ^ the 


Speaker will take the Chair in tho House of 
Commons on Tuesday, the i Uh of February, 
when the new Session opens. Tkit, as a 
matter of fact, The Speaker will be on the 
book-stalls on Saturday next, the 4th of 
January, entering u])on what promises to be 
a useful and prolonged Session. Thereafter 
The Speaker will take the book-stall once a 
week regularly, there being Saturday sittings ! 
throughout the year. The Speaker wilU of 
course, be on the side of Law and ** Order! j 
Order!” I 
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A BALLAD OE EVIL SPEED. 

A Cool Collation of Several Bards, 

I woTTLD I had not met yon, Sweet, 

I wish yon had been far away 
From where, in Upper "Wimpole Street, 

We two foregather’d yesterday. 
Somewhere in that xinlovelj street 
Summer’s lost beauty, hid away, 

Woke at the music of your feet, 

And sought the little girl in grey. 

Around your head the sunbeams play — 
Home to the depths of your deep eyes 
Soft shadows of the woodland stray. 

Then sparkle with a quick surprise. 

As when the branch-entangled skies 
Shake from the depths of woodland stream, 
Awhile in laughing circles gleam. 

Then spread to heayen’s peace again. 

Amber and gold, and feathery grey, 

You suited well the Autumn day, 

The muffled sun, the misty air. 

The weather like a sleepy pear. 

And yet I wish that you had been 
Afar, beside the sounding main. 

Or swaying daintily the rein 
Of mettled courser on the green, 

So I had passed, and passed unseen. 

For I arose, from dreams of thee, 

So late that morn, my matin tea 
Was cold as mutton two days cooked ; 

As in the looking-glass I looked, 

Methought the razor need not wreak 
Its wonted vengeance on my cheek, 

Nor clear the shadow from my chin 
Till to the City I had been. 

Thus, horrid with a nascent beard, 

By oliMicc Street X steeredi 

Trusting therein to shun contempt 
Of who abhor a man unkempt. 

For like a mother-bird, who ’s caught 
The cant of modern woman’s thought, 

My residess tie refused to sit, 

And restless fingers vainly sought 
To soothe the silkworm’s stubborn toil. 

But only did its candour soil, 

And suflered none the less from it. 

For all my neck, and head no less, 

Owned to a vague unquietness, 

As when the vagrant spiderlet 
Has spread at large her filmy net 
To catch the moonbeams, wavering white, 
At the front gate on Autumn night. 

I Then suddenly the sombre way 
Eock’d like the darkness struck by day. 

The endless houses reel’d from sight, 

And all romance and all delight 
Came thronging in a glorious crowd. 

So, when the drums are beating loud, 

The mob comes sweeping down the Mall, 
Far heralding the bear-skins tall. 

Glorious in golden clothing comes 
The great drum-major with his drums 
And sun-smit brass of trumpets ; then 
The scarlet wall of marching men. 

Midmost of which great Mavors sets 
The colours girt with bayonets. 

Yes, there were you — and there was I, 
Unshaved, and with erratic tie. 

And for that once I yearn’d to shun 
My social system’s central sun. 

How could a sloven slave express 
The frank, the manly tenderness 
That wraps you round from common thought, 
And does not ask that you should know 
The love that consecrates you so. 

No ; furtive, awkward, restless, cold, 

I basely seemed to set at naught 
That sudden bliss, undreamt, unsought. 
What must she think, my girl of gold ? 

I dare not ask ; and baffled wit 
Droops-— till sweet hopes begin to fiit— 

Like butterflies that brave the cold— 
Perhaps she didn’t notice it. 



STUDIES IN REPARTEE. 


Slie. “ How SILENT voxr are 1 What are you thinking op ? ” 

He, ‘ * NoTSim / ” She. ‘ ' Egotist 1 ” 

^^JUST TO OBLIGE BENSON.” 

Dear Mr. Punch, — It was not a very happy thought to send me to the Globe Theatre at 
this festive season of the year to witness the representation of a piece, called by the manage- 
ment, for some reason or other, ‘ ‘ a faerie comedy.” Now, I like a Burlesque, and I am fond of a 
Pantomime, but a mixture of blank verse and tom-foolery is rather too much for me, especi- 
ally when that mixture is not redeemed by a plot of any mterest. Nothing can be more abs'^d 
than the story (save the markl ) told in this particularly uninteresting play. It appews that 
a ‘‘Duke I” of Athens married the Queen of the Amazons, and during the nuptial rejoK^gs 
ordered the daughter of one of his subjects to “ die the death ” unless she transf e^ed her alfec- 
tions from her own true love to a gentleman of her father’s choice. The gentleman of her 
father’s choice was beloved in his turn by a school friend of his would-not-be beteothed, and 
the play which lasted from eight until nearly midnight, was devoted .to setting this simple (m 
more senses than one) iirihroglio right. By a clumsy device, Oheron King of the Fairies^ be- 
witched the two pairs of lovers during their sleep in a wood, so that one lady had two admirers 
and the other none. All that was needed to bring the piece to a conclusion was to have another 
exercise of magic when the couples paired ofl, of course, m a manner calculated to give satis- 
faction to their friends and relations. This^ was the entire plot. There was now and again 
some attempts to turn amateur theatricals into feeble ridicule by the introduction of a party 
of village lustrions, who were allowed to “ clown ” to their heart’s content ; and tout / 
The mounting is excellent. Nothing better than “ a Wood near Athens, painted by Mr. 
Hemsley, has been seen since Professor Herkomer startled the wculd with his repre- | 
sentation of village life at Bushey. The music, too (chiefly from the works of Mi^dbl^ohn), 
is always charming, and frequently appropriate. Moreover, 1^. Benson, im doubt leelmg 
that his author required every possible support, has introduced a number of pretty dances, 
executed by comely maidens of ages varying from seven to (s^) seven-and-twenty. 

Of course, such a play required very ordinary acting. Mr. Benson was, on the wnole, a 
gentlemanly Zt/sander^ Mr, Otho Stuart a dignified Oheron^ and Mr. Stephen Phillis 
quite the best of the village histrions. Miss Gjbace Geraxdine was also fanciful m the role 
of a sort of gnome. But, allowing for the music, and the scenery, and the acting, the piece 
itself was unquestionably dull. And now, having given you nay unbiassed (minion, I beg to 
sign myself Your Unprejudiced Contributor. 

P.S.— I am told that the author of A Midsummer's Dream wrote a number of other plays 
of considerable merit. This I challenge, the more especially as those who swear by 
Mr, William Shakspeare candidly admit that his name is a deterrent rather than an 
attraction on a play-bill. ---=======: 

1890 Aiminack fox Fixnot Dogs.— Eyidentiy “ Whitty Curs’ Almanack.” 
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MR. PUNCH’S MORAL MUSIC-HALL DRAMAS. 

No. II.— JOE, THE JAM- EATER. 

A MimcaZ Spectacular anS, Sensational Interlude, {Dedicated respect* 
fully to Mr, McDougall and the L, G, C.) 

The Music-hall Dramatist, like Shakspeaee, has a right to take 

, llitliHlfciiiiiirniini ' his material from any source 

that may seem good to 
him. Jfr.PwwcA, therefore, 
makes no secret of the fact, 
that he has based the follow- 
ing piece upon the well- 
known poem of “ The Fur^ 
loiner^^^ by the Sisters Jahe 
and Ahh Tayloe, who were 
noty as might be too hastily 
concluded, “Song'andDance 
Duettists,” but two estim- 
able ladies, who composed 
“ cautionary verses for the 
) young, and whose works are 
a perfect mine of wealth for 
Moral Dramatists. In this 
dramatic version the Author 
y j has tried to infuse some- 
t^ing of the old j& reek sense 

illicit jam, may?eam^rom 

restate of filing to overconxeltearlyirUfe.®^^^^ 

Dramatis Personje. 

MiS&Sj'cto M=k*,m,li« Smo-Ooim., 

J^<»Undly consented to undertake t&flir' [roho 

ScmrB.— 2%e Stwe-room at sunset, with view of exterior of Jam 
Cupboard, and orchard in distance. 

Dnter Joe. 

s OE wae at - -<> 

Joe {dreamily), ’lis passing strange that I so partial am 
r iw** rt Pla-ying in the neighbourhood of Jam I 

Joe's Moth^ (Mith forced cheerfulness)— I 

m s hope, my friends, to find onr pears and nlums 
Unharmed by W 9 paes, and imtonohed by rroms ’ 

*” manner by holding up the right 

Solo — JoHir. 

ripe, is -wholesome— 

Otherwise if eaten green. - 

riTivi I “ew a boy who stole some— 

iwh. f. a , 

Prom bou^s to be stripping 
Ea^ pear, plumj and pippin ^ 

Pomona supplies ! J 


When homeward we Ve brought ’em, 

" Those products of Autumn, 

We ’ll carefully sort ’em 

{One of our old Music-hall rhymes)^ 
According to size I \Fepeat as they caper ouU 
[Joe’s Mother, after one fond^ lingering look "behind^ follows: the 
® voices are heard more and more faintly in the distance. Stage 

darkens; the last ray of sunset illumines key of jam-cupboard 

^ door, ' 

’ Joe, At last I am alone I Suppose I tried 

That cupboard— just to see what ’s kept inside ? 

[Seems drawn toioards it by some fatal fascination. 
There might be Guava jelly, and a plummy cake, 

5 For such a prize I ’d laugh to scorn a stomach-ache ! 

3 , _ ... iJaughs a st07nach-ache to scorn, 

j And yet {hesitaU^ig) who knows ?— a pill ? . . perchance— 

3 a powder ! 

{Desperately), What then P To scorn I ’ll laugh them— even louder! 

I [Fetches chair and milocks cupboard. Doom's fall open with loud 
dang, revealing Interior of Jam Closet {painted by Hawes 
Joe 7nounts chair to explore shelves. Vide poem 
JJow s(^ry I am, JECe ate raspberry ja^n. And curra 7 its that 
stood on the shelf/ ” 

Joe {speaking with mouth full, and back to audience), ’Tis rasp- 
T ,11 l^orry*— of all the jams my favourite ; 

I 11 (dear the pot, whate’er I have to pay for it I 
An d finish up with currants from this shelf . . . 

Who ’ll ever see me ? 

The Demon of the Jam Closet {rising slowly froin an itmnense 
pot ofprese^'ves). None — except Myself! 

[The cupboard is lit up by an infernal glare {comteously le^it by the 
Zyceum Management from Faust ” properties) ; weird irmsic ; 
JOB slowly and confronts the Demon with awestruck eyes: 
^,&,—Qreat opportwiity for powerful acting here. 

The Demon^ {loith a blayid stieei'). Pray don’t mind 7 nc— I will 
await your leisure. 

Joe {autmii^ically). Of your acciuaintance. Sir, I’ve not the 

mo arc you P merefore have you intervened ? 

The pemon [quutly). My name is “.Tim-Jam ” ; oceupation— fiend. 
Joe {cowenng hmply on hzs cJiair). 0 Mr. Piend, I know it ’s 
very -wrong of me ! 

Demon {politely). Don’t mention it— but please to come “along 
01 me r ® 

Joe Do let me ofi this once,— ha I you ’re relenting. 

Demon {grimly). ’Tis nothing but my jam fermenting I 

Joe. You ’ll drive me“mad ! '**"**'* ^ deeeend. 

wont ? ^ I ’ve done with you 1 

To .have a little fan with you ! 
r fyj t)f fiendish humour now I ’ll give a specimen. 

^ &oZyZthjZ^ 

1 ^ a^^iohy. What a mess I ’m in ! 

Demon {w.pi affected sympathy). That ie the worst of jam— it’s 
apt to stain you. 

iTo Joe, o» he frantically encUavours to remove the traces of his crime. 

I see you ’re busy— so I ’ll not detain you t 

diabolical laugh. Cupboard-doors 
c^ewvth a clang; all lights down. 3 o-e, stands gazing blankly 
moments, and then drage himeelf off Stage. JSTw 
bnuTel John, ip^A Dear- and Dlum-gatherers bearing laden 

iamme'd''^oti’* fet”®' icringing his hands). Out, 

What— -will these hands never be clean? Here’s 
toe smell of the raspberry jam still ! AU the powders of Oxegorv 
o^ot uneweeten this httle hand. . . . {Moaning.) Oh, oh.'^f 

of bearing too close a resemblance to 
coincidence is purely 

^ “y <^0“^ “y heart benumbs ! 

See stams on all his fingers, and his thumbs I 

“ "What Job -was about. His Mother found out, 'When she look’d at his fingers 
and thumbs.”— Posm again. 

Hay, Joseph— ’tis your mother . . . speak to her ! 

pmof^ti&h J ^9'"^ J’ou not {touches lower 

i2i »n ’ hilt, pnthee, ^do this button. I tbinV I have 

1 ■'fouH fain sleep, men I amwie U-g 

me in a plain white j elly-pot, -with a par&nent cover, anl^w 
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.abel write ^but come nearer^ I have a secret for your ear alone 

, . . there are strange things in some cupboards ! Demons should 
keep in the dnst-bin. ( With a ghastly smile.) I know not what ails 
me, bnt I am not feeling at aH well. 

[Joe’s Mother stands a few steps from him^ with her hands twisted in 
her hair^ and stares at him in speechless terror, 

Joe {to the Chorus), I would shake hands with you. all, were not 
my fingers so sticky. We eat marmalade, bnt we know not what it 
is made of. Hush ! if Jim-Jam comes again, tell him that I am not 
at home. ^ Loo-loo-loo! 

All {with conviction). Some shock has turned his brine ! 

Joe {sitting down on floor ^ and weaving straws in his hair). My 
curse upon nim that invented jam. Let us all play Tibbits. 

[^Laughs vacantly ; all gather round him^ shaking their heads y his 
falls fainting at his feet , as Curtain falls upon a strong 
and moraly though undeniably gloomy denoHment, 


THE SAVOYARDS. 

Messes. Gilbert and Sxtllivait’s Gondoliers deserves to rank 
immediately after The Mikado and Pinafore bracketed. The rnise- 

f eU'Scene is in 
every way about 
y-j as perfect as it 

li 1 / dramatist and 

“ ■ ' regardless of 

„ work amount to? 

« Once upon a tune there were two Bangs,” Simply a Two- 










and nothing more, yet to do that, little or much, well, is a perform- 
ance that would meet with JEEamlefs approbation, and Mr. Q-ilbeet’s. 
Mr. Feank Wyatt, as ** the new boy*’’ at the Savoy School, doesn’t, 

as yet, seem quite happy; 
cannot be expected ; 
^ that he should feel quite i 

home,” when he has only 
regentiy arrived at a new 

Miss Beaoteam: is a 
thorough Savoyard; 

_ tetigit quod non ornaviiy and 

— ' T r embroideij of a part | 

“?r: ^ which it is fair to suppose 

^ was written to suit her, is I 
pn done^m Imr own quaint and ] 

A fantastically and hu- I 

morons peculiarly GUbertian j 
comparison i 

" \ \ between a visit to the den- 

V list’s, and an interview 

\ " with the questioners by the 

rack, suggested by the 


^ jm jm j <rr. •• w VJ.A.<UU.\/UiJULU 

Once upon a time there were two Bangs/' Simply a Two- 

Act Opera, to play two-hours-and-a-half , for the production of which 
they have practically a whole year at their disposal. They can go 
as near commanding success as is given to mortal dramatist and 
composer, and for any comparative failure they can have no one to 
blame but themselves, the pair of them. 

Whatever the piece may be, it is always a pleasure to see how 
thoroughly the old hands at the Savoy enter into “the fun of the 
thing,” and, as in the case of Miss Jessie Boistb and Mr. Rxjtlaetb 
BAEE iNGTOir, absolutely carry the audience with them by sheer 
exuberance of spirits. 

Mr. Rutlanb Baeeingtois- possesses a ready wit and keen appre- 
ciation of humour ; and, as this is true also of Miss Jessie Bokp, 
the couple, being thoroughly in their element with such parts as 
The Gondoliers provide for them, legitimately graft their own fun 
on the plentiful stock already supplied by the author, and are literally 
the life and soul of the piece. 

On the night I was there a Miss Noeah Phtliis took Miss 
Dimae’s part of Gianetta^ and played it, at short notice, admirably, 
j She struck me as hearing a marked facial resemblance to Miss 
' Foetesqtte, and is a decided acquisition, Mr. Denny, as tbe Q-rand 
Inquisitor (a part that recalls the Lord High Chancellor of the ex- 
Savoyard, Heoege Oeossmith, now entertaining “ on his own hook”), 
doesn’t seem to be a bom Savoyard, non nascitur and now at present. 
Q-ood he is, of course, but there’s no spontaneity about him. ^ How- 
ever, for an eccentric comedian merely to do exactly what he is told, 


Rutland Pooh-Bah-rington, tfter signing Ms Gf-rand Inquisitor Don Ae- 

re-engagement, takes Ms Bond, and sings, hambea, who says that the 

** Again we come to the Savoy.” nurse is waiting in the 

torture-chamber, hut that there is no hurry for him to go and examine 
her, as she is all right and “ has all the illustrated papers.” 

There are ever so many good tMn|:s in the Opera, hut the best of 
all, for genuinely humorous inspiration of words, music and acting, 
is the quartette in the Second Act, “ In a contemplative fasMon.” 
It is excellent. Thank 

goodness, encores are disen- k 

eouraged,exceptwherethere 

can be “ No possible sort of ^ 

doubt, No possible doubt 

whatever ” (also a capital ^ ^ 

song in tMs piece) as to the 

unanimity of the enthu- 

siasm. There is nothing in 

the music that catches ,the 

ear on a first hearing as did ^ ./ jSI ^ 

The Three Little Maidsy^^ i|W 

or got a Song to Wm ^ 

Sing O ! ” but it is all \ - * — 1 

charmiug, and the masterly \ 

orchestration ia its fulness A y 

and variety is something mWWt 

that the least tecMcally 1^ '• ^ j 

educated can appreciate and 

enjoy. The piece is so 

brilliant to eye and ear, ^ I 

that there is never a dull ^ ^ 

moment on the stage or off 

it. It is just one of those George Grossmith on Ms own Hook, 
simple Bab Ballady stories . , .t 

which, depending for its success not on any startling surprise in the 
plot, but ou general excellence, may, especially on account of the 
music, be safely put down on the play-goer’s list for “a second 
hearing.” Cheisthas Box. 

RUSSIAN ART. 

Feom The Morning Post, last week,* we learn that the Russian 
Imperial Academy of Arts, has passed a law proMbiting Jews to 
become members of its artistic body. By the Nose of Mr, Punchy 
hut tHs is too bad, and too bigoted for any century, let alone the 
“ so-called Nineteenth.” If such a rule, or rather such an exception, 
could have been possible in England within the last twenty yesffs, 
what a discouragement it would have been for all the Royal Acade- 
micians, who would thereby have JLost Mart ! Dear good old Solo- 
mon! He was a poor Haet that often rejoiced, and if he was not 
the best painter in the world, he was just about the worst punster. 
We hope to hear that our Royal Academicians, with their large- 
hearted and golden-tongued President at their head, will send a 
friendly expostulation to their Russian Brothers iu oil, and obtain 
the abrogation of this unreasonable legislation, which is one effect 
of an anti-semitic cyclone, fit only for the ilfundf, but 

not for the world at its maturity. 

“ Dot and oo One ” — ^no, see jDo<, and go several times again to 
see onr Jobnnie Toole at his own Theatre, before he leaves for the 
Antipodes. The good old farce of Toole in the Pipkin is well- 
mounted, and is, of course, one of the^ pieces on which he wilL rely, 
as especially appropriate to Horse-tralia, 


George Grossmith on Ms own Hook, 
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THE START. 


Off! les; but inexperienoed feet, 

With pace that ’s fast and a style that ’s neat, 
At first can scarcely be expected 
O’er frozen waters to glide and fleet. 


He too Las seen some novices start, 

Loweyer you play your part, 
TCT-ii X oi^tside edge,” and attendant perils, 
W 111 tax your sinews and test your heart. 


^ Time was there, 
W nn the shinmg steels and the ready chair. 

His latest ^upil is passing yonder, 

I\o more the ice-locked waters to dare. 


the old saw hold— 

Be bold, be bold, but be not too bold I ” 
Though there *s many a rotten patch 
marked “ Danger 1 ” 

Young hearts are warm i£ the weather be cold. 


The Groser smart, as likewise his Green 
Brother, 

In their best close cuins with a modest ring, 
a their orders, one and tother, 

Smilingly asks for jest one other thing. 


feet are tired and his knees are stiff, 
•^^hr®ath comes low in a wheezy whiff. 

He 11 now “lay up,” like a worn-out 
wherry. 

’Tis yours to start like a new-launched skiff. 


Bravo, youngster I Steady ! Strike out I 
Option, yes, but not palsying doubt. 
Courage I and you — ere your course you 
finish— 

May beat “ Fish” Shaet at a flying bout ! 


TJ^Postman’s dubbel nock cums to each door, 
Whether he has a Letter got or no, 

The stingy Master thinks his call a bore, 

And gives his paltry shilling werry slow. 

The jowial Waiter shows unwonted joy I 
_ And hails his Crismus with becoming glee! 

plezzurs newer cloy, 
Who gets from ewery Gest a dubble fee I 


Why are not all men like the jowial Waiter, 
Allers content with what kind I’ortune 
brings, 

Whether it ^s Turtel Soop or a meer tater. 

He sets a pattern to Lord Mares and Kings. 

Then let us all while Crismus time we ^re 
keeping, 

Whether we barsks in fortune’s smile or 
frown. 

Be thankful for the harwest we are reaping. 
And give a thort to them whose luck is down. 

Eobeet. 


How many a novice that Skate-man old 
xl^ helped to onset alert and bold I 
How many a veteran worn seen vanish, 
Aching with effort and pinched with cold ! 


ROBERTS KRISMUS HIM. 


you, yomg novice, ’tie now your turn 
stotes to try and your, steps to learn. 
You long to fly l^e tbe skimming swallow. 
To brave the breathless “ scurry ” you bum. 

He knows, he ^otto, your aged guide ! 

The screws are lixed, and the straps are tied. 
And he looks sharp out for the ab.-m-hN'r,; . 


w TYarious is the reasons why 
Tiu li Crismus with a ringing cheer I 

The ^oolboy nos his holJidays is nigh. 

And treats the hale stout Porter to sum 
Beer. 


The elbows wobbling, the knees too wide. 

But boyhood ’s hopeful, and youth haspluok ; 

scarcely your steel hati 

^IdYenture, 

- Punch, fnendly watcher, will wish you luck ! 


The Cook and Ousemaid smiles upon the 

Who takes his little fee without no blush, 
upon the Butcher and Shoo Maker 
W no m^es their calls dispite the Sno or 
Slush, 

Tim Dustman cums a crying out for “Dust.” 

A j ^ seeks. 

And ^ts his well-earned shilling with the 
inst, 

And snmes on Mary as his tbanVa he 
speaks. I 


_ HktobicaIi Pa e allels. — Two Directories. 
J.he French Directoire was a short-lived stop- 
S’^'P 0^ unmixed benefit to France, but 
Directory, yclept Kelly ’s, for 
1890, directorily, or indireotorily, supplies all 
our wants, comes always “as a boon and a 
blessing to men,” and is within a decade of 
becoming a hale and hearty centenarian, l 
Vivat Kelly ! 




THE START 
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UNTILED j OR, THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 


** volontiers,” repartit le d^moii. “ Yous sdmez les tableaux changeans : je veux vous contenter.” 

Jj$ Diable JBoitmx, 


%Y. 

Dow ^ tbroiigli tlie nigHt we 
drifted slow, the rays 

From London^s countless gas-jets 
starred the haze - 
O’er which we darkly hovered. 

Broad loomed the bulk of When’s 
colossal dome 

Through the grey mist, which, 
like a sea of foam, 

The sleeping city covered. 

“The year,” the Shadow mur- 
mured, “ nears its close. 

Lo ! how they swarm in slumber, 
friends and foes, 

Kindred and utter stran- 
gers. 

The millions of this Babylon, 
stretched beneath 

The shroud of night, and draw- 
ing peaceful breath, 
Unstirred by dreads and dan- 
gers.” 



“ But not by dreams,” I answered. “ Canst 
reveal, [and steal 

0 Shade, the vagrant thoughts that throng 
About these countless pillows ? 

Or are these sleeping souls as shut to thee 

As is the unsounded silence of the sea 
To those who brave its billows ?” 

“Dreams?” smiled the Shadow. “What I 
see right well 

Your eyes may not behold. Yet can I tell 
Their import as unravelled 

By subtler sense, whilst through these souls 
they pass ! 

What said the demon to Don CUophas 
As o’er Madrid they travelled ? 

“ Such dreams as haunt us near the glim- 
mering morn 

Shadow forth truth ; these through the Gates 
of Horn 

Find passage to the sleeper. ^ [read 

Prophetic? Kay! But sense therein may 

The heart’s desire, in pangs of love or greed ; 
What divination deeper ? 


“Yon Statesman, struggling in the night- 
mare’s grip, 

Fears he has let Time’s scanty forelock slip. 
And lost a great occasion [a-writhe 
Of self-advancement. How that mouth ’s 
With hate, on platforms oft so blandly blithe 
In golden- tongued persuasion I 


“ He, bHndlY blundering, as through baiEing 
mist, 

Is a professional philanthropist, 

Eosy-giUed, genial, hearty. [deep 

A mouthing Friend of Man. He dreams he ’s 

In jungles of self-interest, where oreep 
Sleuth-hounds of creed and party. 

“ That sleek-browed sleeper ? ’Tis the Great 
Pooh-pooh, 

The ^ Mugwump ’ of the Weekly WMllaloo^ 
A most superior creature ; 

Too high for pity and too cold for wrath ; 

The pride of dawdlers on the Higher Path 
Suffuses every feature. 

“ Contemptuous, he, of clamorous party strife, 

And all the hot activities of life ; 

But most the Politician 

He mocks— for ‘meanness.’ How the prig 
would gasp 

If shown the sHme-trail of that wriggling asp 
In his own haunts Elysian ! 

“ He dreams Creation, cleared of vulgar noise, 

Is dedicate to calm sesthetic joys. 

That he is limply lolling 


Amidst the lilies that toil not nor spin. 

Given quite to dandy scorn, and dainty sin, 
And languor, and ‘ log-rolling.’ 

‘ ‘ The head which on that lace-trimmed pillow 
lies [eyes 

Is fair as P^che’s. Yes, those snow-veiled 
Look Dian-puie and saintly. 

Sure no Aholibah could own those lips, 
Through whose soft lusciousness the bland 
breath sKpa 

So fragrantly and faintly. 

“ That up-curved arm which bears the silken 
knot 

Of dusky hair, is it more free from blot 
Than is her soul who slumbers ? 

Her visions ? Of ‘ desirable young men,’ 
Who crowd round her like swine round 
Circe’s pen 

In ever-swelling numbers. 

“Of Love? Kay, but of lovers. Love’s a lean 
And ii^eounious urchin; lovers mean 
Gifts, worship, triumph — ^Money ! 

The Golden Apple is the fruit to witch 
Our modern Atalantas. To be rich, 

Live on life’s milk and honey ; 

“ Stir crowds, charm royalties, — ^these are the 
things 

Psyche most cares for, not her radiant wings 
Or Cupid’s shy caresses. 

SIl.6 dFQSLlUS Ojf COUQ^UCS^ts tiblS*!; 8i\^0irld QiPplSfXLds^ 
Or a stage- wardrobe with a thousand gauds, 
And half-a-hundred dresses. 

“Kot so, that other sleeper, stretched at 
length, [strength, 

A spectre stripped of charm and shorn of 
In yon dismantled chamber. 

Dreams she of girlhood’s couch, the lavender 
Of country sheets, a roof where pigeons whirr 
And creamy roses clamber ? 

“ Of him the red-faced swain whose roxmded 
eyes 

Dwelt on her charms in moony ecstacies? 

Of pride, of shame, of sorrow ? 

Kay, of what now seems Kature’s crowning 
good ; [food— food. 

Hunger-wrought dreams are hers of food— 
She ’ll wake from them to-morrow ; 

“ Wake fiercely famishing, savagely sick, 
The animal in man is quick, so quick 
To stir and claim full forage.^ 

Let famine parch the hero’s pallid lips. 

Pinch Beauty’s breast, then watch the swift 
eclipse 

Of virtue, sweetness, courage I 


“ epical ? Sense leaves that to callow youth 
And callous age ; plain picturing of the truth 
Seems cynical,— to fohy. 

Friend, the true cynic is the shallow mime 
Who paints humanity devoid of crime. 

And life supremely ‘ jolly.’ 

“ See such an one, in scented sheets a-loll I 
Eich fare and rosy wine have lapped his soul 
In a hon^vivant^s slumbers. 

His pen lies there, the ihk is scarcely dry 
With which he sketched the smug philosophy 
Of Cant and Christmas Numbers. 


nearts, 

Picturesque poverty, the toys and tarts 
Of childhood’s hope ?— No, verily I 
’Tis a dream-world of pleasure, power, and 


pebfj 

Yisions of the apocalypse of Self, 

O’er which his soul laughs’merrily, 


‘ ‘ Enough ! ” I cried. ‘ ‘ The morning’s earliest 
gleams 

Will soon dissolve this pageantry of dreams. 

The New Year ’s at our portals. 
Unselfishness, and purity, and hope, 

Dawn with it through the dream-world’s 
cloudy cope. 

Even on slumbering mortals.” 

‘ * Granted,” the Shadow answered. ‘ ‘ Poppy- 
Land 

Is not all Appetite and Humbug bland. 

Myriads of night-capped noddles 
We must leave unexplored. Their owners oft 
Are saints austere, or sympathisers soft, 
Truth’s types and Virtue’s models ! ” 

{To le continued^ 


AKSWEES TO COEEESPONDEKTS. 

^ Peepabinq- to meet an Epidemic.— If you 
sit ah day; in your great coat, mufded up to 
the eyes in a woollen comforter and with 
your feet in constantly replenished mustard 
and hot water, as you propose, you will cer- 
tainly be prepared, when it makes its appear- 
ance, to encounter the attack of the Eussian 
Epidemic Infiuenza, that you so much dread. 
Your idea of taking a dose of some advertised 
Patent Medicine every other hour, as a pre- 
ventive, is by no means a bad one, and your 
resolution to shut yourself up in your house, 
see no friends, open no letters, read no news- 
papers, and live entirely on turned meats for 
tluree months, might possibly secure you 
from the chances of an attack ; but on the 
whole we should rather advise you to carry 
out your plan of leaving the country alto- 
gether and seeking a temporary asylum in 
South Central Africa until you are assured 
that the contagion has blown over, as the 
preferable one. Anyhow you might try it. 
Meanwhile, certainly drench your clothes 
with disinfectants, fill your hat with cotton 
wool steeped in spirits of camphor, and if 
you meet any friends in the street, prevent 
them addressing you, by keeping them at 
arm’s-length with your walking-stick, or, 
better still, if you have it with you, your 
opened umbrella. They may or they may 
not understand your motive, and when they 
do, though they may not respect you for 
your conduct, it is just possible that they 
may not seriously resent it. Your precau- 
tionary measures, if scrupulously carried out, 
should certainly ensure your safety. Put 
them in hand at once, and be sure you let us 
hear from you next Spring informing us, on 
ttie whole, how you have got on. 


What Pocket-Boohs to Get.— Mark us ; 
Wahd’s. 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Baeon’s Booking-Office is still decked about with holly, 

For the Season that at any rate’s conventionally “jolly/’ 

Is by no means wholly over, and the very hard- worked Baron 
Feels rather like a sort of tired-out literary Charon, 

With an over-laden ferry-boat, and passengers too numerous. 

For seasonable novelties ’’—and “ notions ” quaint and humorous 
Still crowd on him,^ and claim his constant critical attention, 

Some may escape his notice, but a few' more he must mention 

are good as usual, and his “Christmas Cheque Book” ’s 
JLhough rather a sardonic “ sell ” to parties short of money, [funny : 
C^tellBeothees’ Cards are charming, but the words “ Printed in 
JLne patnotm Baron irk, or may he turn a Merman ! He [Germany,” 
Un t see why pictured prettiness should be beyond Aowe-printing. 
He doesn^ want to dogmatise, but really can’t help hinting / 

Scout mad, by Langeeidge, boys will like. Jeeome K. Jekomb’s 
Stage-Land, [land 

Weh Be]^^ PAjaiapGBiUusfeates, might tickle e’en the sage 
Of Puntan Philistia at Clapham-Bise or Bamsbury. 

And memory of Christmas Cards and yams bury 

m a right bowl of stingo, in the which the Baron cheerily 
Drinks to his readers heartily, sincerely, and Happy-Hew-Tear-ily! 

Once npon a time Mr. Lbtos Caeeou, mote a marreUously gro- 
tesque, ianlMtic, and humorous book called Alice in Wonder^nd 
and on toother occasion he mote Through the Looking-Glass, in 
whio^Zwe reappeared, and then the spring of Mr. Lewis Caeeoii,’s 
xtooixul humour^ appartotly dried up, mr he has done nothing 
smoe mentioning in the same breath with his two first works : 

^ ^ writings have been by comparison watery, unlike water, 
^ey have never risen by mherent quality to their original level! 
U± his latest book, called Suhie and Bruno, I can make neither head 
seems a muddle of all sorts, including a little bit of 
Bible thro^ in. It wiU be bought, because Lewis Caeeoll’s name 
IS to it, a^ i^t will be enjoyed for the sake of Mr. Fxjejn’iss’s excel- 
lent iltotrations, but for no other reason, that I can see. I feel 
carol to Caeeoxl, ‘ 0 don’t you remember sweet Alice ? ” 
please be good enough to wake her up again, if you can. 
Matee’s International Almanl^sk tak’erm^brTa^ 
away. It is overwhelmingly international. Most useful to the 
International Theatre-goer, as there are plans of all the principal 


theatres in Europe, with the seats numbered, so that you have only 
to wire (answer paid) to the Theatre Fran^ais iox fauteuil d'orchcsire 
Humber 20, to Drury Lane in the same way, to the Operahaus, Berlin 
( ‘Open Haus” sounds so internationally hospitable) for Parquet 
Humber 200 (so as to get a good view), to the Wallner Theater, Berlin, 
for something of the same sort, or to La Soala, Milan, for the sixth 
Sedie d^ orchestra on the left (as the numbers are not given— why ?) 
and you’ll be accommodated* Then with ease the internationalist 
can learn when the Moon is full, Pleme Lune, Pollmond, Ltma Piena 
and Luna Lfewa in five languages. The Italian, the Spaniard, the 
hrench, the Englislman,| the German and the Dutchman can find 
out all about the different watering-places of Eurox)e, each one in 
his own native tongue, and all about “the Court of Arches” in 
London and Madrid. There is the Jewish and also the Maliom- 
medan Calendar, but I see nothing about the Greek Kalends. I atu 
imt quite sure that the Bulgarians will be quite satisfied, and I 
should say, that the Aborigines of Central Africa will have a distinct 
which M. FafcDEEio Matee will rectify after an interview 
with Mr, Stanley. It’s a wonderful production, and as it gives 
postal rates and cab-fares in ever so many languages, it will be "of 
gr^t practical value to the traveller. But no list of cab-fares" is 
perfect without a model row with the driver in eight languages, 
moludmg some bad language and directions as to the shortest route 
to the nearest police court, 

Oim good Doctor Boose in urle, has just published a brochure, 

CleallI10' with thft nrion-n 


I i It: . t VIJ.CU. a. uji . xx iu LUO jL^ocior s treat- 

ment of this subject after his own peculiar fashion d la Boose, he can 
help to alleviate present suffering and materially assist the crusade 
now being undertaken against this common enemy, he will have 
contributed his share of energy in starting 1890 hopefully. 

Those who suffer from indigestion at this festive season, and wish 
to mteiw^ t^ effects of the malady, will do well to read a new 
book entitled Master of hts Pate, by J. MacLaeent Cobban, who, if 
he fioes not T^ite well, that is, judging his style from a hypercritical 
purist s point of view, yet contrives to interest you with a story 
atoost as sensational as that of Myde and Jekyl. The Master of his 
J^te mi^t have had for its second title. Or, The Accomplished 
Modern Fammre, the hero being a sort of a vampire, but not one of 
the good old BohoqL , bahok Dm Book-Wobks & Co. 
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‘'THE SERVANTS.” 

Fatroness {mistry Offm of ChariMlc Society). “ And ^ y°7,i.'ftvpEKTircLl™NT f” ’ ’ 
Small Applicawt. “ 'Please, ’il, the Lad? said she can do with a less experienced bER-tANT 


AMONG THE AMATEURS. 

Ho. II.— PEEPARATION. 


Scene.— rA« Theatre of the provincial t^n of BUnkhuru. A f 

company of Amateurs, the' iV* w * 

ingthe well-known Comedy of Heads w Tads f 

thim are our friends Bcckstone Boldebo, Ti^insion ] 

Spinks, Chakiie^ G-ttshbt, and Haert Halt,. Besides tUse, < 

we may note Colonel Thomas Clttmk, an ex-mddary , 

Amateur, who derotes more time to acting stnall parU and tcdkinf 

big about them than he ever did to soldiering. i 

Andrew Jarp, a portly and elderly partn&r xn a eonsideraole 

firm of Solicitors, and an actor who, bylong practice, hew grown , 

perfed in the part of a Family Butler. His ofice is 

he drives down to it every morning in a private 

with a looking-glass, by the help of ivhicJi he studies the aii and 

depoHment characteristic of a rmdern SenescM. * 

of few words, off as well as on the stage; 

if he hears his favourite Art derided by the scofier. Hobatio 

SpotkA* alsi in the cast. He hew dabbled in IMure, 

but has lately abandowd such frivolity, and been eiected a 

Member of the London County Council. A few rising Amateur 

Supers complete the male portion of the cast. 

are played by professional Actresses, of the Theatres Loyal 

generally, who happen to be, as tlm 

their advertisements in the 'Bra, resting 

Shuttle, Miss Amelia Sltmpj^, who are new tom Ama^rs, 

and Kittt Labkinss, who has assist^ the 

derers” before. Boldeeo *s Manager. The Stage is 

occupied by Spinks (as Colonel Debenham, a retired Indian 

Officer), Gushbt (as Tom Tiibubt, a coimc Uwniry 

and Dobothx Shuttle (as Belinda, Nurserymaid in thsfami^ 

of Lord and Lady Shobthobn, represented respectively by 

Boldebo and Miss Amelia). 

Boldero {from the front of the housf.' Stop moment 1 You know 
we really must settle what we are to do about tboM two oMdMn that 
Belinda’s got to wheel on in the double perambulator. I asked the 


Duchess of Middlesex to lend us her twins for a oouplf of ^h^ 
but she writes to say they’ve just got the 
one here who can help us ? 

Gushby {in whose breast the hading pa^ fayed by Sprara s<^ 
rankhs).miy not let Spinks do it ? He >b always wautiug to 
“ double ” parts, and here ’s a splendid chance for mm. 

Spinks {coldly). That’s eery funny- really usw funny.^GusHBY. 
It’s a pity “Colonel Debenham’’ {alluding to his ’/of® 

- ^ .1 t X T } J 4rf\ TTAil TlOnT, fliT* ll Tli 


it s a pity Mjoionei ^ ^ - 

corned^ isn’t a churn’s part. .I’d give it up to you right offl, if it 

^^&oS(’c^»iA*ThBre’’8 a man in iny old regiment who’s got two 
red-haired brats ; hut he wants ten shillings a i^ht for em. 

Boldero. That’s pretty stiff. Howevw, I ’E inspect them to- 
morrow. Let’s get on a bit now. Come, Spinks 1 

"V-,*. ■m,«l w». j.r jra •S.-r i 


rmce I sav • or I’ll make curry-powder of the lot of you 1” 
Mss \}orothy slutth {as “ Belinda”). “"Well, I’m sure ; I 
WM BO spoken to afore. {To her imagirwry children.) Did the , 
horrid m^ scold them, then, pretty dears ? , {To 
a Colonel? You ain’t fit to be a General m the Salvation Army, 
i Imnerenoe ’ ” iBxit, wheeling anwiaginary permibuMor. 

3oldero {enthusiastically). ExceUent! That 
i^n-np'hpf+pr When we set the perambulator and the babies, it s 
bound to go. (Miss Dorothy Shuttle is much pleased, 
several stalls being taken on the occasion of her next henefiL) Now, 
then {to Spinks, wAo thinks it a mistake that « jS^iape Jfanayer 
dtpt praise anybody, with one exception, of course, at rehearsal), 

llGvs^^whfhonLstageln the character of Tn;Bxnir, the comic 
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Squire.) And you, Sirj wliat in the name of fifty thousand jackasses, 
do you mean hy standing* there grinning from ear to ear like a buck 
nigger ? But I ’ll not stand it any longer, Sir, not for a moment. 
D’ye hear, you miserable turnip « faced bumpkin, d’ye hear?” 
(Carried away hy histrionic enthusiasm^ Spinks brings Ms jist 
down violently on the precise spot where a table ought to hut 
is not, standing. As a natural result^ he hits himself loith much 
force on his leg. The others laugh, and the Ladies turn away giggling, 
feeling that they ought to be sympathetic. The unfortunate Spinks 
hurts himself considerably, and is furious. Coming, as it were, right 
out of the part, and being temporari^ himself again, only in a rage, 
he addresses the Stage Manager.) Upon my soul, Boldeeo, this is 
perfectly infamous. How often naye I begged you to get that table 
placed there at all costs, and time after time you forget it. I know 

what it is ; you want to make me ridiculous. But you ’ll be d; 

(suddenly remembers that ladies are present, and substitutes a milder 
expletive) — confoundedly sorry for yourself when you find I’m 
too lame to act, and the whole of your precious piece will be 
mined. You ’ll none of you get notices worth twopence from the 
critics. ^ ^ \^Limps up and down the Stage. 

Miss Amelia' SUmper (rather a novice, and anxious to make useful 
acquaintances among the distinguished Amateurs— to Miss Kitty, 
whispering). Are they very keen about notices ? 

Jims Kitty (experienced in Amateurs). Keen I I should think 
they were. They talk about nothing else when it ’s over. 

Boldero (peaceably). Well, Spinks, you know you smashed two 
tables last week, and I thought we agreed to rehearse without one. 
But I ’ll see it ’s there next time. Kow then, Jarp ! Where ’s 
Jaep? This is his entrance. Where the deuce is he? (Enter 
Jarp as “ Mr. Bnors, ButlerJtoJjovdi. Shorthorn ” ). Dear me,’JARP, 
what have you been up to ? 

Jarp (vexed). What have I been up to ? IJ’U tell you. I ’ve been 
learning my part, and it would be a good thing if everybody were to 
follow my example, instead of talking aU day. 

Boldero. Jarp, don’t be sarcastic. It doesn’t suit you. Let ’s 
see if you know your part, after all this, 

Jarp (as Binns, without moving a muscle). “ ’Er Ladyship’s com- 
pliments, Colonel Debenhah, and she would like to see you. 

Spinks (as Debenhatm:). “ Very well. Tell’her I ’ll come.” 

Jarp (as Binns). *‘Tes, Sir.’^ 

[,Exit J^p as Binns, but immediately becomes Jarp, and com’- 
plains to the young Ladies that these fellows never will re- 
hearse properly. The professional Ladies sytnpathise with 


him, and admit that it is very provoking, and Miss AunrT.T^ 
takes the opportunity of expressing her confident opinion 
that he, Jarp, will play his part admirably, and only won- 
ders that he hasnH got more to do. Then somehow the 
conversation wanders towards professional matters, and the 
probability of Miss Amelia being engaged next season at a 
fashionable London Theatre, <^c., 4 ^ 0 . 

Miss Dorothy (aside, in a whisper, to Miss Kitty, alluding to 
Jarp’s recent exit). Is that all he ’s got to say ? 

Miss Kitty (in same tone to Miss Dorothy). Not quite. He says, 
“ ’Er Ladyship is served ! ” in the next Act, A part like that takes 
a deal of learning. 

[^The rehearsal proceeds. Spuffil does wonders as a young 
man about town^^ ; Colonel Clumk performs the part of a 
Country Clergyman in a manner suggestive rather of 
a Drill-sergeant than a Vicar. Boldero having praised 
Spinks, is pronounced by the latter to be unapproachable as 
I Lord Shorthorn. In the Third Act, Hall sings his sotig 

about “ the Boy in Buttons O71 the previous day, he had 
had a difference with Spinks and Boldero. 

Boldero. I think that song ’s out of place. What say you, Spinks ? 

Spinks. Well, it does sound just a trifie vulgar. 

Boldero. Yes. I think we shall have to cut it, Hall. It’H do 
for next year just as well. You can make it fit aiyr piece ? 

Mall (pale, but determined). If that song goes, I go too. Oh, yes, 
Spinks, it ’s all very well for you to be so blessed polite to Boldero, 
hut you didn’t seem to think much of his acting (observes Spdffil 
smiling) no, nor of Spuffil’s either, when you spoke to me yester- 
day : and as for Ottshby, why we all know what Oushby is. 

\^All join in the fight, which coyitinues for te^i rninutes. 

Boldero [looking at his watch), Hood heavens ! we shall miss our 
train, and I ’ve promised to look in on Irvino to-night. He ’d never 
forgive me if I didn’t turn up. 

[Smiles of quiet intelligence appear on the faces of the other 
Amateurs, accompanied with a few 'winks, which like 
laughter in Court are ^^immediately suppressed.^^ 
Exeunt omnes, severally, each pleased with himself, and 
more or less disgusted loith everybody else. 

Miss A^nelia (to Kitty). What a funny loti Are they like that 
every year ? 

Miss Kitty. Yes, always. But (confidentially) they do come out < 
strong for a “ ben.” ^ | 

retire to their lodgings for a little quiet tea a^id a rest. \ 



Sur:^y Augustus Drdriolanus has triumphed and beaten the 
record I Eor the last nine years it has been the cry, “ There never 
was so good, a Pantomime as this one,” and now again the shout is 
repeated. J^h and the Beanstalk is the eleventh of the series, and 
the best. How it is done?” only Augustus can answer. The 
Annual (no longer, alas I written by the gentle and genial E. L. B.) 
has an excellent hook. It contains something of all sorts. Now 
we h^e Shakspeare’s fairy- land with Oberon, Titania, and Buck, 
then H^m Niohoir’s Royal Palace with Mr. Herbert Campbell 
wid. Miss Harriet Ye:^on, then Madame Katti Banner’s Market 
Elaoe, with a number of the most promising of her pupils (of all ages 
too, ifrom the tmy child to the “ ceased-growiug-a-Iong-while-ago ”) 
then Mrs. Sisson s Back (harden, with Mr. (jteorge Conquest junior 
as a gi^t, to. Dan Leno as a widow, and the Brothers Griffiths 
as the Cow Company Limited, and lastly, controlling the whole, we 
have to. Augustus Harris who is seen at his very best when we 
reach the Gi^t s Library andtbe realms of Olympus. 

And this Pantomime is not only beautiful but amusing. It has 
wo^grand processions, but this year, by good stage-management, 
neither is tedious. The Shakspearean Heroines do a little play- 
notog between whiles, and the gods and goddesses, or rather th 4 : 
attendants, man<mvre before tbe eye becomes weary of watching 
^ V Mars has scarcely time to swagger 

down to the f oot-hghts m the most appropriate and approved f asHon, 


before he finds himself called upon to stand near a private box on 
^ i side, to he well out of the way of his dancing terpsiohorean 

satelhtes. Lady Macbeth has hardly taken the daggers ” before 
^ Lorraine) is bringing a furtive tear to the eyes of 
aU beholders (one tear is sufacient at Christmastide) hy his touching 
I pantomime in the presence of his three fair daughters. 

Then, too, Mr. Harry Payne has his chance, and makes the 
most of it. It was quite pleasant to see the Clown on Boxing-Night, 
and those who left the theatre mindful of trains that will not delay 
the hours fixed for their departure, must have determined (if they 
were wise peopl^ to come again to witness the remainder of the 
j^rformances. Then those who liked acrobats had the Leopold 
Iroupe, and a strong man who lifted up a horse (but did not have 
? the name of his charger, on the programme) to 
And it was also a pleasing refiection to remember 
that the entertainment was the result of solid hard work, combined 
mth ex^llent judgment and taste. Paterfamilias could say to 
Tonntr Hopeful home for the hoMays, “See here, my lad, the 
lessee of our National Theatre could never have caused us so much 
thorough enjoyment had he not worked with a will that you will do 
well to imitate wh^ you return to Dr. Swishtales’ Academy at the 
conolusiou of the Christmas vacation.” And so all can cry with 
enthusiasm:--** Ave, Augustus! Ave, Druriolanus I Ave, 
I m p e r ator ! Ave! Ave! — aud Nicholls.” 


3::^ NOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS.. Printed Matter ^ 
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UNTILED; OR, THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 

! Tres volontiers/’ repartit le demon. “ Vons aimez les talileaux changeans; je venx vons contenter.” 

Le DiahU Boitenx. 

** mn^st fleet ' ere ^]^ibus 

Long since has j 1 1 | . . 

‘‘London lies |]^ttered close. Law^ 

A distant cah-wheel Matters ; < 

The wastrel’s drunken cry, the waif’s low Must clean, and'sort and sum. Tnere’smuc, 
moan, to do ^ . 

Eeaoh not the ear of tired Philistia, prone. Behind those scenes set fair to puhnc view 
Dreaming of other matters.” By hucksters of position. 

The Shadow’s slow suhacid speech, I knew, “ The shop-assistant’s Sahhath has begun! 
Foreboded more than mirth. Downward we His sixteen hours long Saturday has run 








There ’s much 


drew, 

Silent, and aU un-noted, 


Its wearing course and weary 
The last light ’s out, and many an aching head 


O’er sleeping Shopdom. Sleeping ? Closer At last, at last, seeks in a lonely bed 


G-ay talk flows on, not in a rolling stream. 
But with the brooklet’s intermittent gleam 
And brisk irradiant rushes. 

Side-lights from all Society shift here 
Reflected in keen mot and jocund jeer, 

Wild jest, and waggish whimsey. 
Stagedom disrobed and Statecraft in undress, 
Stars of the Art-world, pillars of the Press, 
Sage solid, flaneur flimsy, 

All cross and counter here ; they lounge and 
sup: 

The fragrant smoke-cloud and the foaming 
cup 

Tickle their eager senses. 

What care these for the clock, whilst ^banter 
flows [roes 

And dainty ‘ ‘ snacks ” and toothsome herring- 
The distant cook dispenses ? 

“How different these,” my calm companion 
said, [for bed 

“ Prom the crowd yonder ! These yearn not 
As rest from leaden labour. 

The night may be far spent, the Sabbath 
dawns. 

But here no dull brain-palsied drowser yawns 
At his half -nodding neighbour, 

“With wit, and wealth, and wine, the hours 
^ of night 

In sombre Baboon may dispense delight. 

These revellers, slumber-sooming. 
Radiant and weU-arrayed, will stop, and stop. 
Till waiters drowse. But then, yon slaves of 
Shop 

Must meet a different morning.” 

[ {To he continued.) 


quest 

Might prove it one vast YaUey of Dnrest 
O’er which we mutely floated. 

“Post-midnight peace,” I said, “must fall 
like balm, 

After the long day’s turmoil, on this calm, 
Close-clustering, lamp-lit city.” 

“ Peace ? ” sighed the Shadow. “ She of the 
wMte dove 

Is not less partial in her gifts than Love, 

Or Wealth, or Worldly Pity. 

“See yon close-shuttered shop! Peace 
hroodeth there. 

You deem perchance ; but look within. A 
lair 

Of midnight smugglers, stirring 

At the sea’s signal, scarce seems more agog. 

And yet each toiler’s heart lies like a log, 
Sleep each tired eye is blurring. 


A dreamland dim and dreary. 

^ “In roseate visions shall racked souls rejoice 
Haunted hy echoes of that harrying voice ? 
t fall ;^ay, friend, uncounted numbers 

Of victims to commercial strain and stress, 
Seek nought more sweet than dull forgetful- 
ness 

)f the short night’s scant slumbers.” 

3 “ Too sombre Spirit, hath the opening year 

* Ho scenes of gayer lioi)e and gentler cheer ? 

^ Is all beneath night’s curtain 

reaoe promise glad ? 

A Are all the guests of midnight spectres sad, 
And suffering and uncertain ? ” 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

An UNSATisi'ACTORr Chbistmas Pbesbot. 
— ^We can well understand and sympathise 
with you in your disappointment on discover- 
ing that you had been deceived as to the 
amount of intelligence possessed hy the 
Learned Pig that '^ou had been induced 
to purchase as a Christmas present for your 
ittvalid Grandfather. It must have been very 
annoying, after having imagined that you had 
provided your aged r^tive with a nice long 
winter’s evening amusement resulting from 
the creature’s sflvertised powers of telling 
fortunes and spelling sentences with a pack 

I. 1, - J. 




So I addressed the Shadow. “ Friend,” he of ordinary playing cards, to receive a le^r 
smiled. [‘untiled.’ from the housekeeper bitterly complaining 

“’Twas ‘lurid London’ that you wished of its perforniance,, which seems merely to 
Most secret things are sinister. have consisted of eating all the tea-cake, bitmg 

Innocent mirth needs no Ithnriel spear a housemaid, gettmg between your Grand- 


A wMpt-up zeal marks every pallid face ; 
One voice anstere, sonorous, 


StiU, to your mood I ’ll minister, 


father’s legs and upsetting him in his arm- 
chair, and, finally, when pursned, trying to 
obtain refuge in the grand piano. You cannot 


hush Of Gold’s sole rival. Pleasure, te 

A seraph-choir in chorus. Makes little of the hounds of dark and day. policeme 

‘StridcEt Bardomo. stem; the harrying 


take the creature yourseii away at once, ir 
will he forthwith handed over to the fost 
policeman that passes. Yes, spite the pig’s 
reputed intellectual gifts, we would advise 


” sound -^-5 - As the old Horaes’ measure. yoV to close with the pork-butcher’s offer 

Lashes them like a flail the long hours round, “Look!” Such a hurst of laughter shook you mention, tlw c^ature has been 


TOl to strained nerves ’twere sweeter 
To silence it with one fierce passionate ^grip, 
Than into some bland Lotos Land to slip, 
And moon out life to metre. 


the room 

As might dispel a desert anchorite’s gloom. 

Flushed faces keeu and clever 
Contorted wildly ; such mirth-moving shape 


And moon out me to metre. Contorted wildly ; suon mirtn-moving snape max. yvur uuxux 

« -Rmn, «,rlv mom tiU midni,rht tkesc t,oor Was taken ky Aat gemal Hstrion’s jape to have oocasioned. 

slaves [craves As mobs are mute at never. 

Have ‘ served the public; ’ now, when nature A long soft-lighted room, the muffled heat Nobth Waixs, — ^The Sporting Cor- 

Rest from the strain and scurry On carpets soft of watchful waiters’ feet respondent of the Sunday Times tells us that 

Of Shopdom’s servitude, they still must wake In deft attendance gliding ; Colonel Nobth is “ having a new ball-room ” 

Borne weary hours, though hands with fever A table spread with toothsome morsels, fit —(he wouldn’t have an old one buRt. would 
shake For the pight-f east of genius, wealth and wit, But no matter)— “the walls of wMoh 

And nerves are racked with worry. . . _ - . -r>. 


A table spread with toothsome morsels, fit 
For the ifight-feast of genius, wealth and w 
•Of a skilled chef^s providing. 


out up, send your Grandfather some of the 
sausages. This may possibly appease the old 
gentleman, and serve to allay the irritation 
that your unfortunate Christmas gift appears 
to have oocasioned. 

The Nobth Waixs,— The Sporting Cor- 
respondent of the Sunday Times tells us that 
Colonel Nobth is “ having a new ball-room ” 


And nerves are racked with worry. <)f a skilled chef^s providing. are composed of onyx.” Of course, a Bil- 

“ Though the great streets are still, ihe Goodftnow^ip,5on>3.ea6oi(;cto,nghtpl^^ 

Gas flares within, anS*ere they sleep or sup 01 "bonnes fortunes! Here a quaint cynic rails, an a;^propriate memorial. Si m)(inum!»niuin 
Thfese serfs of Competition There an enthusiast guRies, quatns^ arcumspiee. 
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Mr, Punch, “What do totj think of that, Tom « ” 

Shade <tf Sayers. "Think 1" (Disgusted.) "Why, I think the soonee the P, 


Epw Jiulky Danes in the ring appears, 
ChuokiM lufl castor” in ’midst hns^ cheers. 
D^, i&M-oaJled “CJhampion” of his land, 
mo mrt tlm Meat EnsAiNTrs hand to 
©IioaDTis strove — in vain— 
-Btoopian’s onset to sustain. 

Stk^ Dabes was, and such he strode along:. 
And drew hoarse homage from the howlmg 
throng. 


His hrawny breast and bulky arms he 1 

, , SllOWSy f 

His lift6d £.sts a.roTiiid Ms Ho&d hs throws. I 
^nge caveats to the inadvertent nose. ) 

But Dabes, who, although a sinewy brute, 
Had not of late moreased his old repute. 
Looked^soaroe like one prepared for gain or 

And sooinful of the surreptitious “ cross ; ” 


P, R. *S PUT down, the better 1 ” 

J^ther the kind of cove who tackled fair 
Would think more of the “corner’' tbqn 
“the square.” 

it yesJ ” Satbeius here put in, 

Me meant to tie or wrangle^ not to win, 

I d liJce to — well^ all rights X will not sag : 

^ twain! t io at Farnhorough in my dayj^) 
Next stout Enmiixus for the strife prepares, 
Strips off his ulster, and Ms body bares, 
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Composed of mighty bone and brawn he stands. 

A six-foot straight, “ fine fellow of his hands.” 
EnteiIiTTS, Champion of the Anstral realm. 

Whose sight fat Dares seemed to oTerwhelm. 

{** Yak I ” cried Sayeeius, “ hrave Heenanus stood 
Well oyer me ; yes, and his grit was good* 

!But did I funk ike JBig ’ Tin from the fust f 
No, nor when nine times I had hit the dust / ”) 

They both attentive stand with eyes intent, 

Their arms well up, their bodies backward bent. 

One on his clamorous “ Comer” most relies; 

The other on his sinews and his size. 

Unequal in success, they ward, they strike, 

Their styles are difierent, but their aims alike. 

Big blows are dealt ; stout Dabes hops around, 

His pulpy sides the rattling thumps resound. 

(** He cuways was a fleshy ^un, yer hnow,^^ 

Said hrave Sateeius. “ But on yer go ! ”) 

Steady and straight Enteixus stands his ground, 
Although already rowdy rows abound. 






m 






And, like a cornered rat in a big pit, 

Keeps ofi, and doesn’t like the job a bit. 

(“ No, that I ^ll bet the hrave Sateeius said. 

“ Wish I^d been there to punch his hloomivC ’ed.'”) 

More on his feet than fists the cur relies, 

And on that crowded “ Corner” keeps his eyes. 

With straightening shots Entelltjs threats the foe, 1 
But Dares dodges the descending blow, I- 

And back into his Corner ’s prompt to go, j 

Where bludgeon, knuckleduster, knotted sticks, 

Eoul sickening blows and cruel coward kicks 
Are in his interest on Entbllxjs rained 
At every point that plucky boxer gained. 

(“ Oh .' ” groaned Sateeius. “ And this sort of thing 
Wos let go on, with gents around theBingP^) 

In vain Entelltjs gave sly Dares snufi ; 

Daees already felt he ’d had enough ; 

But twenty ruffians, thralls of bets and “booze,” 

Had sworn could he not win he should not lose. 

Dabes, you see, was “ Champion” of his land, 

And these were “ Trojans all ” you ’ll understand. 

(“ Champion he hlowedP^ Sayebius sa d. “ Wus luck. 
They wosnH Trojans. This is British pluck ! ”) 

Then from the Comer fiendish howls arise, 

And oaths and execrations rend the skies. 

Entellus stoutly to the fight returned. 

Kicked, punched and mauled, his eyes with fury burned, 
Disdain and conscious courage fired his breast, 

And with redoubled force his foe he pressed. 

Laid on with either hand like anything, 

And headlong drove his rival round the Bing ; 

Nor stops nor stays, nor rest, nor breath allows. 

Thereon the Comer raised redoubled rows, 

Yelled false alarms of “ Eescue !” heaved half-bricks, 
And murderous missiles and unmanly kicks 
Poured on Entellus, whilst fat Dabes slunk 
Between his bullies, like a shabby skunk, [Cullies 
growled Sayebius. Fancy Celbbs or 
Backing down under guard of blackguard bullies ! ”) 

But now the Bef., who saw the row increase. 

Declared a “ draw,” and bade the combat cease. 

(“ A draw f ” Sayebius shouted. ^^Wos he drunk f 
Or had he, like the rest, a fit of funk f ”) 

“ This^” PuNCBdus said, “ ended the precious game. 

In which all , save Entellus, sufiered shame. 

I Sayebius mme, I trust you take delight 
In this description of a Champion Fi^t ! ” 

“ A Fight Sayebius shouted. “ Oh, get out I 
It was a * oarney.’ If this ruffian rout 
Of cheats and ‘ bashers ’ now surround the Bing, 

You ’d better stop it as a shameful thing. 

In Jackson’s time, and even in my daj, 

It did want courage, and did mean fair play — 

Most times, at least. But don’t mix up this muck 
With tales of rough-and-tumble Britisn pluck. 

I ’d like to shake Entellus by the hand. 

And give that Dares— wot he ’d understand 
Better^ you bet, than being fair or “game,” 

Or trymg to keep up the Old Coirntry^s name ! 

But anyhow, if Boxings sunk so low 
As this, why, hang it, PuNcmus, let it go ! ” 

Said Bunch, as from the Elysian Fields he strode, 

“ If you ’re not right, Sayebius mine, I ’m blowed I ” 
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STUDIES IN REPARTEE. 

Algy { patrmisiTigly ). “ Ullo, Jim !— what — ^You play the Banjo ? You 
lucky Dog, you possess all the Accomplishments I lack I ” 

Jim { modestly '). ** Oh, nonsense ! Why, you 'be making me out a eegulab 
Crichton f ** 

WORK rOB THE HOLIDAYS. 

Dear Mb. Punch Yearns Bay {or thereabouts), 1890. 

Every fellow says you are fsuoh a good chap, and what every fellow 
says must be true. Now we want you to do us a good turn. We wish you 
would write down “ holiday tasks.” It is snoh a beastly shame that fellows 
home for “ the Yule-Tide Vacation” (as our Head Master calls it), should have 
to he stewing away at all sorts of beastly things. No— if we are to do anything 
in the working line, let us have a paper like the subjoined, which, at any rate, 
will test our mowledge of what we have been doing during the holidays. You 
will see I have added the answers in the maimer I think they should be given to 
secure full marks. Believe me, dear Mr. Bunch, 

Yours sincerely, Smith Minimus, 

1, Give a short account of your Christmas dinner, distinguishing between 
the sustenance for the body, and the food for the mind. 

Answer. Whole affair stunning. Turkey and mince- pies first-rate. Cham- 
pame might have been drier— but, tol lol ! Uncle Bob rather prosy, but bis 
gins capital fim. Tips satisfactory. 

i 2. What do you know of (1) the Pantomime at the Crystal Palace, (2) the 
World’s Fair at ^e Agricultural Hall, and (3) the Panorama of Waterloo at 
Ashley Place P . , . , . 

Answer. (1.) Aladdin is the subject of the Palace Pantominie, which m not 
half bad. Mr, Dauban, as usual, capital, and the dresses quite Drury Lane 
form. Scenery, too, (es]^oiaIly Willow-pattern Plate) up to the ma^, if not 
more so. (2.) World’s Fair, at Agricultural Hall, rather mixed. Excellent 


lasmoned maimer. (3.) Panorama of W aterioo, not only patnotio, out arustio. 
Begular good set-to between the Highlanders and French Cuirassiers. Skull m 
the Belies Department — pretty ornament for the Annual Banquet at the 
Surgeons’ TT a B . 

3, Given a traveller from Charing Cross to St. Clement’s Danes, describe the 
places of interest he would pass during the journey. 

Answer. I think tiie best way of fiooring this question is to say what I 
should do if I made the voyage. Take a cup of chocolate at Aerated Bread 
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Company, with, two penny wortli of butter and cake; then to the 
Lowther Arcade, to get some toys for the young ’uns. Next to 
Q-atti’s Eestaurant for Lunch. Being a good day for MatinieSy 
look in at Tebry’s] for Eirst Act of Lavender^ then to the 

Opera Comique for Second Act of Real Little Lord Fauntleroy : 
lastly, wind up with a bit of Owr Flat at the Strand. Dine quietly 
at the G-aiety before seeing the Bead Heart bX the Lyceum, which 
will produce an appetite, to be appeased only at Eule’s, where you 
can take a light supper— then to bed. 

4. Do you think that the Head Master of your school would derive 
any benefit from a closer association with the Metropolis P If you 
do, give your reason for such an opinion. 

Answer, I decidedly think old Swishtale would be better for a 
week (under supervision) in London. Might take him to the Empire, 
the Pav., and to see Ruy Blas^ or the Blase Roue, If it did him j 
no other good, it would afford him a topic for conversation at lesson 
time. 


Manager of the Eestaurant in this matter, 
he 


It is alleged that 


Lyiyi 


JUSTICE AT HIGH-PRESSURE. 

{Or what it has 'nearly come to in Judges* Charribers,) 

Scene— in Royal Courts divided hy railing into two ^arts. 
First part occupied by Chief Clerk seated in front of table 
covered with papers, Becond part filled with Soneitors’ Clerks 
f hustling one another in the endeavour to attract attention. List 
for the day's causes about six yards long, 

‘ - Chief Cler Jo {after three hours' hard work). 

Now, Gentlemen, one at a time. Smith versus 
Beown ! 

Six Solicitors' Representatives {speaking 
together), Won^t take a minute in— only an 
order to-^ — 

I Chief Clerk, One at a time, Gentlemen! 

I Who has the conduct of this matter ? 

First Solicitor's Representative, I have. 

r Sir. It’s an order to sell some freehold 
land. We have half a dozen valuations, and 
■j- we want you to decide the conditions of sale. 
CJiief Ulerkr Hand in the documents, and 
1 ^ matter be submitted to the convey- 

ancmg counsel for a draft. Adjourned for a week. Next, please ! 

J ones versus EobinsonI 

Second Solicitor's Representative {forcing his way to the front). 
inis suit has been gomg on for six years, and we have got to second 
lurtner comideration. By the recent statute. Sir, you now have to 
tax tne costs. 

theni in, and when I have looked 

Th^d Solicitor’s Representative. Settlement of certifioate. There 
J ^ ^® •i®^® seventeen present— 

SaSSSfhTSiSS’, Sii”® 

^Vramptly). Bather a hard case, 
^erert m ion Btesumably is entitled to the 

on £20,000 for six years, is in argent need of five pounds, 

OAfef C^k jjooking at summons). Are yon opposed P i 

^e^stmets me to say that he too considers it a haXcas^ i 

ordfi'i’KnWf I have no power, then, to make an ' 

^ ®^»®°’“®®> i* yoe. like, I will put it in the Judges’ list i 

Application refused. BnirKra: cersas Tinsel I uuges nsi;. i 

Touh^vetKpers'®'^'‘"®*'*‘“^“®‘ ®f Receiver, Sir. ] 

®®-®o>“mission at seven per cent. Peace 

■^’•^entative. Proceed with acootints. We I 
opjeot to Item 29— grave-stone to testator. Will said flint tlio ■. 

jeotedtoP^^** ^ other items are oh- 1 

ineWe* Kfi'af Xe ^ ^ 

are not quite ^ ^® « 

«ionths._WNLn r 

Righth SoKcitor’e Representative. We wish to snsp;Sd’'thi 3 


, Chief Clerk {who has glanced at the papers), I shall not deal 
5 myself with this matter, but put it in the Judges’ list. And now, 

‘ Gentlemen, as I have to attend his Lordship in his own Chambers, 

I am afraid the other matters must be adjourned to another occasion! 

\,Fxit into inner Apar tment hurriedly. 

Ninth Solicitor's Representative, And he has only got to number 
seventeen on the 11 *30 Est I Too bad ! 

Chorus of Solicitors' Representatives, Another morning wasted ! 
But it’s not his fault ; he works hard enough ! But, why don’t thev 
get enough men to do the business P 

{Fxeunt to appease their clients, who are impatiently waiting 
to hear the result of their various applications. Forcible 
language, and Curtain, 

CUE EOOKING-OPFICE. 

Eemington’s Annual is a Eemington which should go ofi well. 
This IS the repoH of it— fr^ the Baron— who says, get it, and read 
It. A Fleety Show, by W. H. Pol- o n ^ m 

Loac. Those who remember The Green /kA 

Lady and other Stories, will be de- ){' ir ; 

lighted with this. A very quaint idea, \ V iiPfflll? 

wMch would have borne further elabo- I ill ’ 

I came across a story, new to me. but j 

not new, I dare say, to many oi my \ [ W w \ I 

readers— I mean Cashel Byron's Pro- \ ^ I 

fession, by G. Beenaeb Shaw. To ' 

those who have yet the pleasure to come ./ > 

of reading this one-volume novel, I 

say, emphatically, get it. The notion is original. The stage- 
mechanism of the plot is antiquated; hut, for all that, it serves 
Its purpose. It is thoroughly interesting. Only one shilling, in the 
Novocastrian Series. Baeon De Book- Worms & Co 


EGBERT ON GOOD OLD KEISMUS. 

I Op course I don’t how jolly Old Erismns affeoks other peepel. 

• but I do kno how it afieoks me,_ and that is, that I alius feels pertickler 
por® ragged littel children, such as we sees in sum of our 
back-streets and sitch places, and eweryhoddy can therefore under- 
stand ™hout werry much trubble how werry pleased I was at what 
. append the other day, and howjoEyprowd I was at being alloud 
» to have my little share in it. ' ^ 

I offishyated the other ^y at a werry werry nice party of about 
. twenty, at one of our best Tawerns, and they was about as nice and 
hrite and jowial a set of Geots as I have had the honner of waiting 
on for sum time parst. They larfed and they chatted away as 1 likes 
TO see em, cos I nos from my long experience that them ’s the sort of 
Gents as is alius werry libberal to the pore Waiters. Well, one of 
the werry hritest and wittyest of ’em all, jest about tho time as the 
spemts IS the highest, wiz., about a bower after dinner, when the 
wine IS a having Its werry best effect, pulls a paper out of his pocket 
that was ruled over, and had a lot of names on it, and he says, 
says he, mth his werry britest smile, “We’ve all had a jolly nice 
aiuner, and plenty of good honnest fun, and I now want you all to 
jom me in a reel good lark ; ” and they all looks at him quite 
D you will every one of you give me a 
shilling, I will let you have a chance in my lottery, where they is 
aU prizes and no blanks, and the prizes will give as much plezzur 

just 

funny idear, and they past the; paper 
^o^^d, and ewery one on em sined his name and cashed up a shiUmg. 

garrantees,” I think he sed, “ that for ewery shilling you 
have given me no less than twenty-four pore little children shall 
wf a is i®st twenty of us, we shall 

have purwided a good dinner for no less than fore hunderd and 
hayty pore little hungry children I ” axiu 

I was that estonished at this wunderfull rewelashun that I was 

cried, Djavo . fl^t I soon pulled myself together, and, going ut> 
qui®tly b®hmd the kmd-arted Gent, I says, in a whisper, ^ Please^ 
Sm will you kindlvlet me be a subscriber’?” AndCdidfand i 
Sined my name, amid the cheers of the cumpny, 
i^^ii./®tired, as prowd as a Alderman. But what a fact for 
Hed Waiter to ponder hover! A dinner for a hapeSyl aS 
party had bin a eating cost, I dessay, qSte 
^ OTat to be, not being a werry 

s?“i® seven hunderd pore children’s 
dinners! I leaves to stronger beds than mine to calkerlate how ‘ 
children the hill for the hole twenty wood have paid for • 
Se^teT thousands; hut'^BROWH 

® * Egbert. 
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HER MAJESTY'S OPPOSITION.” 

Atjgi-xjstus Druriolantjs Imperatos, of course, represents “the 
Government,” and Messrs. H. J. Leslie and TTA-RitTfi (Charles of 
that ilk} are “ Her Majesty^s Opposition,” who are to be con- 
gratnlated on their Pantomime of 
Cinderella at Her Majesty’s Theatre. 
Having purchased the book,— which 
must be classed among the ‘ ‘ good books ’ ’ 
Ji / of the season, — I can say decidedly that 
‘‘ there is a considerable, though not a 

I material, difference between the Pan- 
|| tomime Cinderella “ as she is wrote ” by 
, |) ^ ll \ 'll / T^retty men ‘ ‘ Messrs. Richard 

' \ Henbt,” — ^ whose surnames, I am 

A informed, are synonymous with those 
^ of a great English theologian and a still 
/ , greater Englim astronomer,— and “the 
( * Pantomime Cinder ella^^ as she is now 

') * 'i performed at Her Majesty’s. “Cut and 

I'' '/ \!\ \ J run” must ever be the motto of the 

■/ ' Playright’s and the theatrical Manager’s 

— - _ '> what astonished me, before 
— r— I consulted the book, was the omission 

J^r W ■=- stage of the striking dramatic 

\ climax,— especially striking, because a 
^ \ clock is involved in it, — of Cinderella's 

) I' ' siK Could I believe my eyes, when, after 

/' 7 j,' [ I.' r\‘‘ ^ a magnificent baU-room scene, where 

T>« ^ .e n- J ,1 u-n 1 colouTS are groimed with consum- 

Portrait of Cinderella Palmer jj^ate rItiII and taste, I saw the handsome 
qn^mermt.” A Mmnie-ture. jjiss Eob^a, a Je of 

Miss Violet Camee9n, lead to her place in the centre of that gutter- 
ing throng the petite et pHillante Cinderella in her Court dress, 
wearing her little glass slippers (very Uttle slippers, and very Uttle 

t lass), and then, nothing hap]9enea, except that the next Scene 
eseended, and hid them from view. 

But, Heavens ! had the Clock in the Palace Yard stopped ? Had 
its works got out of order ? Had it followed the example of the 
Dock and Gasmen, and “struck,” by refusing to strike? Ah! 
“ Inventor and Producer,” Ah ! Mr. H. J. Leslie, “Ah 1 ” to every- 
one who had a hand in this sacrilege ; “Ah I ” on behalf of Messrs. 
Richard and Henry, who could not have yielded this point except 
under a strong protest, — ^please restore this. Wq would aU of us 
from eight years old (permitted hy home Ucence to go to theatres at 
night during Christmas holidays), and up to over fifty (compelled to 
go to look alter the others, and deUghted to do so)— we would all 
of us rather hear the clock strike twelve, see Cinderella in rags, 
running for hare life, see the Prince in despair at the flight of 
his partner, on whose jjxtraordinary Omipsion from the Shakspeare Ta- 
oard ms name was bleaux at Her Majesty’s, when they had the 
down tor sixteen materials at hand- 


better than this present scribe what changes are necessitated at the 
last moment J and after the hook is pubUshed. But an alteration which 
omits the pomt of the story is scarcely an improvement. It does not 
afceot me that the demon Scroo^ns was reduced comparatively to a 
dummy, for poor Mr. Shiel Babrt was sufiering from dreadful 
hoarseness, and could hardly speak, much less sing. There were 
originally too many plums in the pudding. The knock-about scene 
by two Armstrongs, in imitation of our old friends the Two Macs, ! 
very ingeniously introduced as Jeames the First and Jeames the 
Second^ Royal Footmen, is immensely funny. Cm^ 2 ^eZZa’ajddelling 
lullaby is pretty. All the music is bright and lively, and I fancy 
that though there are the names of four or five Composers to the bill, 






more valses and ga- 
lops, than witness a 
black-and-white 
dance, with fans, 
pretty in itself, and 
set to very pretty 
Solomonesgue music, 
but meaningless as 
regards plot. 

Here is the stage- 
direction — “ At the 
end of song ” — which 
should have been a 
National song, hy Mr, 
Clement Scott, hut 
wasn’t— in fact, there 
was no song at all, as 
well as I can remem- 
ber, though I rather 
think the crowd were 
always more or less 
singing a chorus, — 
“ clocK strikes." If 
it did, I didn’t hear 
it. If it did, why 




ll VA'.'iT 

“The Two Macs.” 


didn’t the characters behave as sich, and on Cinderella ’s saying 
what the authors have written, and which I am positive I didn’t hear, 

“ What shall I do ? the hour has struck at last ! 

I hope to goodness that that clock ’s too fast I” 

why didn’t they execute a “ Hurried Gallop" and why wasn’t the 
stage-direction, The Ball breaks up ," — the printer prefers 
“breakes up,” — “m tvild confusion" carried out? No oue knows 


J hat without a head ? ” and what ’s a Norohestra without a Ned ? 
[ Mr. Alfred Cellier is responsible for a charming minuet. 

, One more question— Where were “the Lyrics by Mr. Clement 
. Scott?” Is Mr. Leslie satisfied with one Lyric in Shaftesbury 
Avenue ? And is he^ keeping back Mr, Scott’s for his next Opera r 
[ Perhaps though, as Miss Violet Cameron now appears as the Prince, 

1 the lyrics are sweetly sung, which is an inducement to revisit 
, Cinderella chez elle. 

The Transformation Scene is very efiective. Will the Public ever 
; regain their taste for the short Pantomime, with one Big Show in it, 
and an hour’s Harlequinade. Jack in the Private Box. 

A JAPANESE BELLE. 

“This tiny Japanese ladjr, whom you left, as you thought, on the lid of 
the glove-box at home.” — Sir JEdwin Arnold, in jbaily Telegraph. 

Edwin Arnold, Knight and Poet, vividly descriptive man, 

I ’m in love, and you must know it, with your h^le in far Japan. 

Her kimono looks so telling with sleeve swaying in the wind, 

And the amber obi swelling into satin hows behmd. 

Though her charming little nose is, you confess, a trifle flat. 

When the lips are red as roses, who would stop to think of that? 

Suimy smiles so sweet and simple, scornful cynic soul might win, 
WMie a most bewitching dimple guards the fascinating chin. 

Teeth the purest pearl outshining, shell-pink nails, and she will wear 
Just one red camellia twining in her ebon wealth of hair. 

Jet looks grey beside her tresses blacker than the murk midnightj 
While the little hand that presses each coquettish curl shines white. 

She is quite an avis rara, but her lips for me were dumb, 

Though she murmured, Sayonara," and again should bid me come. 

If her fairy ears I frighten with tlie wild words of the West, 

Sorely love will come to lighten all the burden of my breast. 

I will learn her awful lingo, if hy any chance I can ; 

I’ll despoil the gay flamingo to provide her with a fan. 

, She will note my admiration, smiling in a sweet surprise, 
j And there can he conversation lovers learn ’twixt eyes and eyes. 

Come what will, methinks I ’ll chance it, and for pretty things to say, 
I will read up, during transit, all The Light of Asia. 

Since, Sir Edwin, dainty dreamer, thine the pen that bids me go, 

By the fastest train and steamer, straightway ofi to Tokio. 

THE LION’S DIARY. 

Bother being caged up in this wooden box along with a hoar-, 
hound. Why a hoar-hound ? Is he supposed to locS: after me ? I 
rather like that, if he is. “ Look after me ? " Why just with one 
touch of one of my forepaws I could smash him in half a minute 
like two-twos. And for the matter of that, that fellow with the 
whip, who imagines he keeps me in order, hy fixing Ms eye on me. 
Yes, and the horse too ; the whole three of them. But there’s that 
bit of meat at the end of the performance, so I suppose I may as well 
appear “ to come the docile highly trained beast,” and go through 
with the tomfoolery and collar it, “ Snarl ? ” JDo I ? Of course I 
do. It’s the one outlet I have for my feelings. Who wouldn’t 
snarl under the circumstances ? Fancy, me, the “ King of Beasts ” 
(it sounds like chafi), dropping ofi a platform, at a given signal, on 
to the back of an idiotic circus-horse, ‘stared at through a lot of bars 
by a house packed full of applauding fools! And we finish up by a 
scamper aU round together that seems vastly to amuse them! What 
a come-down for a Lion ! Learned pigs and educated bears are well 
enough, but they should know where to draw the line and stop at 
the “Monarch.” I keep pretty quiet at present became it pays, 
hut that snarl of mine may end in a roar. By Jove I if it does, the 
horse, boar-hound, and fellow with the wMp, had better look out for 
themselves, and that ’s all I have got to say about it at present. 



ETYMOLOGY. 

**How,do toxt do, my little Man? I*m your next-door Neighboue, you knowI’^ ‘‘What *s a Neigh bourV* 
“Well—Weigh means Nigh; that is, near, and “Oh, thank you, I know what bore means !'' 


THE DIVORCE SHOP; 

“A ITation of phopkeepers ! ” Well, that 
old jeer. 

May fall with small sting on an Englishman’s 

For ’tis Commerce that keeps the^ worS 

But this kind of Shop ?* By his baton and 
hunch, 

The thought of it sickens the spirit of JPunchy 
And sets his cheek angrily glowing. 

The PHl^ines, Puritans, Podsnaps, and Prigs 

Of Britain play up some preposterous rigs. 
And tax e’en cosmopolite charity. 

But here is a husinnss that ’s not to he home ; 

Its mead is the flail and the vial of scorn, 
aS'ot chaffing or Chifistmas hilarity. 

The Skunk not indigenous, Sirs, to our Isle ? 

The assertio^n might well bring a cynical smile 
To the Bps of a critical Yankee. 

The vermin is here ; he has set up a shop, 

And seems doing a prbsperous trade, which to 
stop 

Demands more than mere law’s hanky- 
panky. 

Poor Law ’s tangled up in long coils of Bed 
Tape, 

She’s the hutt for each Jeremy Diddler’s 
coarse jape, 

Every filthy Paul Pry’s ghoulish giggle. 

John Bull, my fine fellow, wake up, and 
determine 

T o sta mp out the lives of the venomous vermin 
Who round your home-hearth writhe and 
wriggle. 


’Ware Snakes! JSTo, Punch begs the ophi- 
dian’s pardon I 

The slimiest slug in the filthiest garden 
Is not so revolting as these are. 

These ultra-reptilian rascals, who spy 
Bound our homes, and, for pay, would, with 
treacherous eye, , 

Find flaws in the wife e’en of CiESAE, 

Find ? W ell, if unable to find they will make. 
No, the loathliest asp that e’er lurked in the 

To spring on the passer unwary, [brake 
Was not such an anguis in herhd as this is. 
Mean worm, which of all warning rattles and 
hisses 

Is so calculatingly chary. 

The Spy sets up Shop! And what has he 
for sale ? 

False evidence meant to weight Justice’s scale, 

Eavesdroppings, astute fabrications. 

The figments of vfie keyhole varlets, the fudge 
Of yenal vindictiveness. Faugh! the foul 
sludge 

Beeks rank as the swamp’s exhalations. 

Paul Pry, with a poison-fang, ready to bite 
In the pay of home-hate or political spite. 

Is a portent as mean as malignant. 

The viflaia is vemodn scarce worthy of steel. 
His head should lie crushed ’neath the mer- 
ciless heel 

Of honesty hotly indignant. 


NoTHiNaNEw. — “ Every Schoolboy ” knows 
that scent was familiar to the ]^mans, and 
what scent it was. Will he not at once quote 
the line, “ Tityretu patchouli rccubans^'* 


WINTEB AT BURLINGTON HOUSE. 

It is emphatically pleasant. From a Fine- 
Art point of view, it is “ the winter of our 
great content.” Only a few weeks ago we 
had an Exhibition of the Young Masters, 
and very- much-alive English Artists— to wit, 
the students of the Royal Academy — at Bur- 
lington House, and now Sir Fbedebick Leigh- 
ton has waved his wand, and has given us a 
transformation scene in the way of a collection 
of works by the Old Masters and Deceased 
Painters of the British School. And a very 
good show it is, and very grateful we feel 
to those who have for a time stripped their 
rooms in order that we may enjoy a sight of 
their treasures. Very restful to the eye and 
soothing to the spirit are these grand contri- 
butions by the Old Boys. They may say what 
they please about the progress of modern Art, 
but Mr, Punch is of opinion that many of 
these fine specimens of Ceome, Gainsborough, 
Jansen, Murillo, Mulbeady, &o., are bad 
to beat. How time slips away ! It only seems 
the other day that these Winter Exhibitions 
were started by the Royal Academy, and 
yet the present one is the twenty-first. 


Musical Notes. — When the Oratorio of 
Nineveh is performed again, with incidents in 
the life of Jonah^ one of the features will be 
a magnificent wail in a minor key. — There is 
to be a banquet given to musical Dr. Turpin. 
It was graceful on the part of the Archbishop 
of Canterbury to make this excellent musi- 
cian a Doctor— the name of Turpin being more 
closely associated with York than Canterbury. 
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THE DIVORCE SHOP. 


PIT.™ i.«T. “WAM A DIT0iU3E, SIEF CEEIiraLT, Sre.-OPET^V I ^ EVIBEHCP TOU 

mat reotire ready at the shortest possible notice . . 
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PUNCH,. OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


STATESMEN AT HOME. 

DCXLI. Eael Gkanville, K.G., at Walmee Castle. 






S you step out of the railway carriage 
4 that has brought you at leisurely 
(/ ^ ^ speed to Deal, you cannot help 

M thinking of another arrival that, 

j^bitants.^ ^ 

L I I ^ t)oth arrive at the same town !* 

As yoT^alk down Beach St^^ 

C^isSAE deseribS as being reached 
pa^gg^g ^0 Q]jfps of Dover. 
Here he landed, now many years ago, and your host who, eager for yo'^ coming, 
even now stands on the top of the great round tower that dominates his castle- 
home, can look upon the very spot on which the Conc^Lueror stepped ashore. 


Presently he takes you to see the marks of the intrenohment, plainly ^sible to 
this day. With heightened colour and dramatic gesture the belted Earl tells 
how, on the fourth night after the arrival of the Roman deet, that gre^ storm 
which ever comes to Britain's aid in such emergencies, arose, wrecking J . Cjesae s 
galleys, and driving them far up the shingly beach. 

“What ^s to be done now ? ” Cjssae’s quartermaster asked. 

“ Done ? ” said J. Cjesae in the colloquial Latin of the day. Why, haul 
the fleet up on to the beach.” . , , , _ 

So they brought the ships ashore ; CiESAE intrenched them within a camp, 
and remained there till the weather improved. Your host presses upon your 
acceptance a handful of soil from the tumuli, 

“C. 2 ESAe’s foot may have pressed it,” he says, as you, mth a perh^s 
exaggerated appearance of pleasurable interest, pocket the c^eiul 

to turn your pocket inside out as soon as you are beyond sight oi the castle on 
your homeward way. „ , ... 

As your hansom pulls up abruptly under the shadow of the anrient castle, you 
find your further progress stopped by a fosse, across which is haughtily 
a sixteenth-century drawbridge. Henet xm Ehs^hth, in a rare njoment ot 
leisure from domestic afiairs, built W aimer Castle for the defence of the coast. 
You are much struck with the architectural design, which resembles in some 
degree a mass of blancmange turned out of a mould. Four round lunettes oi 
stone, wearily worked by hands now cold, stand four-square to all the wmds 
that blow. In the middle is a great round tower, with a cistern on the ton, and 
underneath an arched cavern which you are pleased to Ijam is bomb-prooi. As 
you cross the drawbridge, you feel bound to admit that the prosi^ect i® 
mviting. It seems as if you were going to prison mstead of to ^^t, at np 
TyiflTinft residence, one of the most courtly and (peradventure) the T^ost hosmtable 
noblemen of his age. The severe stonework frowns upon you ; the portholes 
stare, and you almost wish that, regardless of expense, you had kept your 

hansom waiting. ■« . - j. xi j 

But all uneasiness vanishes as you cross the reverberating stone floor, and j 
pass into the apartments fronting the sea. You feel anil you had journeyed i 
mto a new world, a sunnier dime. Your host, with outstretched hand, welcomes I 


LL XUJLVJ. J.U TT CUJLIJ.VJL. UXtXV, , * 3 1.1 ^ . 

You protest that varieties of temi>erattire are of very inconsiderable concern 


to yon, and, throwing yonrself on the walnut couch by 
the recess window, daintily draped with orange-and- 
blue chintz, you gaze forth on the varied scene without. 
The stately ships go on to their haven under the hill ; 
the ever-cnangiug procession presses on, homeward or 
outward hound; and, beyond, the unbroken, treacherous 
barrier of the Goodwin Sands. 

“ It ’s strange you should choose that place,” your host 
says, in his soft, liquid tones; “that was the favourite 
comer of a former predecessor in the honourable ofdce I 
now hold. In the first year of this century, as you know, 
William Pitt was Lord Warden of the Cinque Ports, 
and, tradition says, used, when he came down here, to sit 
at that very window by the hour, gazing across the Downs 
towards the coast of France, where his great enemy was 
preparing for a descent on the British coast.” 

ifatnrmy pleased by this coincidence, you endeavour 
to make your eyes fiash as you look across the sea (you 
remember to have read somewhere that Pitt had “an 
eagle eye ; ” perha^ two, but only one is mentioned) ; 
try and tiiink what riTT looked like generally, and what 
he did with his arms, which you fiually decide to fold 
across your chest, though conscious that you more 
resemble Hapoleont crossing the Alps than the Great 
Commoner sitting at his drawing-room window in 
Walmer Castle, 

Your host is pardonably prond of his Arboretum, 
which he has set out on the roof where, in Tudor times, 
the cistern fiaunted the breeze. Here, bared to the 
winter sun, droops the long fronds of the Fucus spun-' 
giosus nodosus. Close by is a specimen of that rare 
plant the Fucus Dealensis pedicularis rubrifoUo. Here, 
too, is the Fhamnoides fructifera foliis satiris, rarely 
seen so far north. Here, coyly hang the narrow leaves 
of the Silene conoidea ; and here, slowly rocking in the 
S.S.W. wind, is the sand willow {Salix arenaria). You 
fancy that somewhere you have seen a finer Hippophae 
rhamnoides, but the Dianthus cariophyllus, with its 
pleasant smell of cloves, well deserved the look of appre- 
ciation which your host bends upon it. Here, too, are 
the Geranium maritinum, and the wallfiower- scented’ 
JSottonia palustris and even the humble Brassica oleracea, 

“I have gathered them all in this district myself,” 
your host says, opening the violet velvet smoking-jacket 
(for which he has exchanged the warlike garb he usually 
wears at Walmer) and casually displaying the belt that 

You would like to ask whether a belted Earl ever wears 
braces, but whilst you are thinking of how so delicate 
a question may be framed, Geanyille, Geoege, Leyeson'- 
Goweb, Earl Geanyille, Knight of the Garter and Lord 
Warden of the Cinque Ports, relates, with that never 
failing fiow of natural humour which so greatly endears 
him to Lord Salisbuet, the story of his chequered 
career, since he left Christchurch, Oxford, now more than 
half a century ago and became Attache to the Embassy 
at Paris. The narrative which is full of poiut, agreeably 
occupies the time up to half-past one, when the heating 
of a nuge drum annotmces luncheon. You make a feint 
of at once leaving, and Lord Gbanvixle, with that 
almost excessive politeness which ^stmguishes him, 
hesitates to oppose your apparent inclination. 

As you pass out, skirtmg the piece of old ordnance 
dragged from the sea in 1775, near the Goodwin Sands, 
by some fishermen who were sweeping for anchors m the 
Gull-stream, you reach the conclusion, that politeness 
may sometimes he carried too far, “Deale,” notes 
Leland, in his interesting “is half a myle 

fro the shore of the sea, a Finssheher village iii myles or 
more above Sandwich.” That is all very well for Deal ; 
but a gentleman of healthy habits, who left London at 
ten o’clock this morning would, as the afternoon advances, 
certainly not he so much as three miles above a sandwich 
i£ it were ofiered. , . , , 

Pleased with this gtuaint conceit, in which there is 
peradventure some little humour, y[ou drop in at a 
confectioner’s, and fortify yourself with a nineteenth- 
century bun, with which you trifie whilst the train 
tarries. 

A Spoeting CoBBESPONDEin?, who says “he isn’t in 
the know,” asks “what we think of Garter pr the 
Derby?” A word to the wise is sufficient. “Garter” 
rhymes to “Starter.” The Motto of the Garter is, 
Horn soit qui mal y pease, YTe have spoken. 




THE POOR CHILDREN'S PANTOMIME; OR SAVED BY A MAGISTRATE'S ORDER 
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THE MYSTIC LETTERS. 

Thsotigh the vast hall we stepped alone. 

Books, books were everywhere, 

In all the world he had not known 
A library so fair. 

Through piotnred windows sunshine fell 
On carven cedar old. 

On velvet hangings, shading well 
Fair bindings manifold. * 

Bight joyfuUy he wandered on, 

Xet marvelled much to see — 

Gold letters on each volume shone, 

D. "W, and_T. 

“ Some happy publisher,” he mused, 

“ Is designated thus — 

Perchance, who yet has not perused 
Ml/ homeless genius. 

“.That publisher if I could view, 

I 'd fall down at his feet, 

“ Rise,” he would cry, “ For need of you 
The whole is incomplete ! ” 

His heart stood still. What wondrous sight 
Struck him with joyful awe ? 

Inscribed in letters large and bright, 

*Twas his own name he saw. 

His own great works ! AU, aU were there, 
Each title that he knew, 

In vellum, in morocco rare 
Of deep sesthetic blue. 

The Sonnets that his youth engrossed, 

The Novel of his prime. 

The Epic that he loved the most, 

The Tragedy sublime. 

He took the Epic from the shelf, 
Engravings rare surveyed — 

The Artist seemed a higher self,' 

Who knew and who portrayed, 

“.Notices of the Press His eyes 
Grew dim as he descried 
“ True Genius we recognise ” — 

Ah, who was at his side ? 

He turned : but could it be, in truth, 

The Publisher, he scanned ? 

No austere presence, but a youth 
With poppies in his hand, 

Who smiled. Whereat the Author’s mien 
Grew slowly blank, as on 
The mystic letters he had seen 
A fatal meanmg shone. 

It seemed a melancholy wind 
Swept by him as he spoke. 

“D.W. andT. ‘Declmed 
With Thanks ! ’ ” he said, and woke. 
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PUZZLES EOR THE NEW YEAR. 

The \Emjperor of Germany. r-To make a 
couple of public speeches without making 
use ten times of the first personal pronoun. 

Mr, Stanley, — ^To escape an overwhelming 
and universal oyation on his return. 

The Czar.— To increase the Naval and 
Military Estimates of his country with one 
hand; and at the same time succeed in con- 
trolling so-caUed “ legitimate National aspi- 
rations ” with the other. 

The Sultan,— ^0 pay his way, and yet 
preserve a smiling countenance. . 

The Gas-Stohers' Union, — ^To learn the 
lesson taught them by the coturse of recent 
events, and grow wise in time, without 
making further mischievous efforts to alienate 
public sympa^y. 

Mr, !Barnum,—Tlo prove to the grumblers, 




TANGIBLE. 

Second Groom [waiting at Tea for the nonce, and homding thin Bread-and-hutteT^sotto^ voce), 

“ Clap two or three Bits together, Miss, then tou ’ll get a Biib . 

wko tmte to the Papers to complain of the “ Booking^” arrangements in comection with 
“The Greatest Show on Earth,” that the management is perfect, and epnld not be better. 

The Umperor of Brazil.— To make ends meet on an income of nothing 

jTAe (Joveut Garden lAon, — To find that his <piite sedate, leisureljr, and altogether proper 

performance is watched every night in breathless s-Mpense by an excited anchenoe. 

Mr. Augustus Harris.— To think alre^y how he can manage to make hm next year a 
Christmas Pantomime outdo even his, — this season’s, — l^est triumphant eflort. ^ 

Mr. Gladstone.— 'Rem to fit the items of his new Ba^oal progrMnme mcely in wim 
his Home-Rule Scheme, with a view to making some sort of stir with both in the approach- 

inar Parliamentary Session. , , ixj: 

The Recently Unrolled Mummy,— To discover how he came to be so long neglected m a 
hack room in Gower Street, and to find ont, now that th^ey have pomoed on him, who the 
dickens he was when “ np and doing ” in Wd Egypt tlnrty centuries pack. 

The Authorities at the TTar Office.— Ro^ to satisfy an mq^tive public that 18,000 
troopers can be comfortably and efficiently monnted on the 12^000 hOTses, the total number 
provided for them for that purpose by those who are responsible for them supply. 

The London Omnibus Horse.— Rom to get supplied with a proper shoe, tlmt enable 
biTn to keep on his legs with eanal facilRy on gr^te, Macadam, wod,- ot asphall^ 

The First Lord of the Admiralty, — ^How to satisfy the country, from his mace in Parna- 
fiient. that the Department” is turning ont big guns in py number, and that, when they 
are turned ont, he ’ll pledge his word that they won’ t burst— unreasonably. 

“ Killaxoe Dam Gone.”— Tinder this heading, boldly displayed, the Scottish Leader 
annpnnces that the inundation of the Shannon has caused 
I nw drainage works at Eillaloe. The way of pnttmg it is xindoT^teiRy terse I 

; It sets forth in three words the consternation that feU upon KiUaloe when the Sha^n 
; rose, and the ruthless ruin that whelmed the town when the waters 
» time it is not quite the language we would have expected from an able res^nttble 
journal which has bearded the Scotsman in its dem and skown that, after all, it is possible 
, to establish a prosperous Liberal newspaper in the Lowlands. 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 
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MR. PUNCHES MORAL MUSIC-HALL DRAMAS. 

No. III.— THE MAH-TEAP. 

This Drama, wMeh, like our last, has keen suggested by a poem 
of the Misses Tayioes’, "will be found most striking and impressive 
in representation upon the Music-haU stage. The dramatist has 
ventured to depart somewhat from the letter, though not the spirit, 
of the original text, in his desire to enforce the moral to the fullest 
possible extent. Our present piece is intended to teach the great 
lesson that an inevitable Hemesis attends apple-stealing in this 
world, and that Doom cannot be disarmed by the intercession of the 
evil-doer’s friends, however well-meaning. 

THE MAH-TEAP! 

A Thrilling Moral Mnsical Sensation Sketoh in One Scene, 
Dkamatis Peeson-^. 

William {a Good !Boy), . Mr. Harry Hiohoils. \ kindly 

Thomas {a Bad Boy) . Mr. Herbert Campbell, j s ^^ vicesT ^ 
Benjamin {neither one thing nor the other) . Mr. Samuel Super. 
The Monster Man-trap .... Mr. Oeorge Conquest. 

Scene — An elaborate set, representing, on extreme left, a portion of 

MP the high road, and wail divid- 
^ ing it^ from an orchard; 

realistic apple- and pear-trees 
laden with fruit. Time,al<mt 
' i. four d clock on a hot after- 
’ noon, Enter William and 
Thomas, hand-in-hand, along 
} ' road; they ignore the dividing 
^ ( wall, and advance to front of 


m' 
¥ ' 




.n I 


' t — William and Thomas, 

^\r i j/ Wm, I ’m a reg’lar model boy, 

Y ■ ' t 'I ^ please mlike ho' 

f' : i ■ 'M % ; It ’s Thomas who ’s the bad 

i‘ t ^ O • soodi ! 

"Si r 'K ^ , . Thos* Yes, I delight in naugh- 

5' tiimss for naughtiness’s 

, -''jj vte ‘ And I wouldn’t he like 

' 'W’lLLiAM if I could I 

— Wni, Ever since I could 

Mil .illil 1 Fl'fl'-f lTT~rfr TiiP~^~^- ^ "■ ■ toddle, my conduct ’ s been 

[.r,,.. , 1 , 1 : ' - model, 

There ’s, oh, such a difference between me and him ! 

Thos, While still in the cradle, I orders obeyed illj 

And now I ’ve grown into a awful young limb ! 

Together, Yes, now grown into a awful young Hmh. 

I ’ve made up my mind not to imitate him ! 

[Here they dance. 

Second Verse, 

Wm» If someone hits him in the eye, he always hits them back ! 
When I am struck, my Ma I merely tell ! 

On passing fat pigs in a lane, he ’ll give ’em each a whack I 
Thos, {impenitently). And jolly fun it is to hear ’em yeU ! ^Chorus. 

Third Verse, 

Wm» He ’s always cribbing coppers— which he spends on lollipops. 
Thos, (A share of which you ’ve never yet refused !) 

Wm, A stone he’ll shy at frogs and toads, and anything that hops! 
Thos, (While you look on, and seem to be amused !) [ Chorus, 

Fourth Verse, 

Wm, As soon as school is over, Thomas goes a hunting sauirr’ls 
Or butterflies he ’U capture in his hat I * 

:^os. You play at Kissing in the Eing with aU the little girls I 
Wm, {demurely). Well, Thomas, I can see no harm in that ! 

\^Choru8, 

Fifth Verse, 

Wm, Al^ Thomas, if you don’t reform, you’ll come to some bad end » 
Tl^s, OK William, put your head inside a bag ! 

Wm, Ho, Thomas, that I cannot — till you promise to amend ’ 

Thos,‘ . Why, William, what a ohap you are to nag I 

iChorus and dance, ^ Thomas returns to road, and regards the 
a pple -trees longingly over top of waU, 

Thos, Hi, Wultam, look . . . what apples ! there— don’t you see ? 
And piears— my eyfe I just ainH they looking juiby I 


W7n, Hay, Thomas, since you’re bent upon a sin, 

I will walk on, and visit Benjamin ! 

IFxit William (l. 2. e.), while Thomas proceeds to scale the wall 
and climb the boughs of the nearest pear-tree. Melodramatic 
Music, The Monster man-trap stealthily emerges from long 
grass below, and fixes a baleful eye on the unconscious Thomas. 
Thos, I ’U fill my pockets, and on pears I ’ll feast I 
I [aS'ccs 3Ian-trap, and staggers, I 

Oh, lor— whatever is that hugly beast ! j 

Hi, help, here I call him off ! . . . 

The Monster, ’Tis vain to holler — | 

My borders are — all trespassers to swoller ! 

You just come down — ’m waiting ’ere to ketch you. 
{Indignantly,) You donH expect I ’m coming up to fetch you ! 

Thos, {politely,) Oh, not if it would inconvenience you. Sir ! 

{In agonised aside,) I feel my grip grow every moment looser ! 

\_The Monster, in a slow, uncouth manner, proceeds to scy'a^iMe 
up the tree. 

Oh, here ’s a go ! The norrid thing can climb / 

Too late I do repent me of my crime ! 

[Terrijic sensation chase^! The Monster Man-trap leaps from hough 
to bough with horrible agility, and eventually secures his prey, 
and leaps with it to the gi'ound, 

Thomas {in the Monster* s jaws), I ’m sure you seem a kind, good- 
natured creature — 

You will not harm me ? 

Monster, ^ Ho — I ’U. only eat yer ! 

[Thomas slowly vanishes down its cavernous jaws ; faint yells are 
heard at^ intervals — then nothing but a dull champing sound ; 
after which, dead silence. The Monster syniles, with an air of 
repletion. 

Re-enter William, / rom r., icith Benjamin. 

Benjamin, I ’m very ^lad you came — ^but where is Thomas ? 

Wm. {severely), Tom is a wicked hoy, and better from us, 

Eor on the road he stopped to scale a wall ! . . . 

__ _ . ISees Man- trap, and starts, 

_ ^,_What’s!{Aa25.^ 

BehJ, It will not hurt good boys at all — 

It ’s only Father’s Man-trap— why so pale ? 

Wm, The self-same tree ! . . the wall that Tom would scale ! 

Where ’s Thomas now f Ah, Tom, the wilful pride of you! 

. \JThe Man-trap affects an elaborate unconsciousness, 

Benj, {with sudden^ enlightenment). Man-trap, I do believe poor 
Tom ’s inside of you I 

That sort of smile ’s exceedingly suspicious. 

Trr * 1 - nr {.Ykc Mun-trap cndcavouvs to Mdc iu the gruss, 

Wm, Ah, Monster, give him back — ’tis true he’s vicious, 

And had no business to go making free with you I 
But think, so had a hoy will disagree with you 1 
[W^ILLIAM and Benjamin kneel in attitudes <f entreaty on either 
side of the Man-trap, which shoies sig^is of increasmg 
K emotion as the song proceeds, 

Benjamin {sings), I William {sings), \ 


Man-trap, hitter our distress is 
That you have unkindly penned 
In your innermost recesses 
One who used to be our 


William {sings). 

In his downward course arrest 
him ! 

(He may take a virtuous tack) ; 


friend ! 


our Pause awhile, ere you digest him. 
Make an effort — ^bring him back I 


\,The Man-trap is convulsed by a violent heave; William 
Benjamin bend forward in an agony of expectation, until a 
small shoe and the leg of Thomas’s pantaloons are finally 
emitted from the Monster* s jaws, 

Benj, {exultantly). See, William, now he’s coming . . , here’s 
his shoe for you ! 

The Man-trap {with an accent of genuine regref), I’m sorry— but 
that’s all that I can ao for you ! 

Wm, {raising the shoe and the leg of pantaloons, and holding them 
sorrowfully at length). He ’s met the fate which 
moralists aU promise is 

The end of such depraved careers as Thoimas’s ! 

take warning by it &e-time ! 

{More brightly). But now to wash our hands — ’tis nearly tea-time! 
yFxsumt William and Benjajmtin, to wash their hands, as 
Curtain falls, N,B, This finale is more truly artistic, and 
in accordance with modern dramatic ideas, than the conven-< 
tidnal '^picture,^^ 

Montagu !”— Our common-sense Magistrate, 
Mr. Montagu Wi ll ia m s, heavily filned a steam-rolling demon, which 
com^ in our streets as anything but a boon and a blessing to men 
and horses. A propos oi this “ worthy beak,” when are his"‘ Eemi- 
niseences ” to ap]^ear ? The book is bound,— no, not yet, or it wopld 
have befen published, — ^but, when it is ready, it is teund to be 
amusing. 
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AMONG THE AMATEURS. 



Ko. III.— REALISATION'. 

ScEiTB — Theatre Hot/al, Blanhhury^ on the first night oj . ^ 

ance of the well-known Comedy^ of “Heads or Tails?” hy the 
“ Thespian Peramhulators,^^ Time^ 7*50 p.m. A “ hrilUant and 
fashionable assemblage ” is gradually filling the house* In the 
Stalls are many distinguished Amateurs of both Sexes^ including 
Lady SuPBiroisr, who has brought her husband and Mxb* Q-ag- 
MOEE (Lady Sukbiton^s particular friend)* The rest of the 
Stalls are occupied by the immediate friends and relations of 
the Actors* A jew professional Critics are to be seen* They are 
addressed with much politeness by the Amateurs in front of the 
JELouse^ and '‘^played to*^ with feverish anxiety by the Amateurs 
on the Stage* The Orchestra is composed of excellent Amateur 
Musicians* The Curtain has not yet risen* 

Lady Surbiton {to Mrs. Gagmobe). My dear, it^sa wonder we 
ever got here. Chables of course forgot the date, and told me only 

yesterday he^d invited some men to 
stay for a shoot. He had to listen to 
reason, though, and so we spent aU 
yesterday sending telegrams to put 
them off. I ’ve been at every perform- 
ance of The Thespians for years, and 
it wouldn’t do to begin missing them 
now, would it ? 

Mrs* Gagmore. Certainly not, dear, 
it would have been quite a calamity. 
There’s the Duchess of Middlesex 
I nodding to you. 

I Lady S* So it is.^ {Smiles sweetly at 
qj the Duchess, who is sitting three rows 
off.) I call it scandalous of her to come 
- •/Sh) when both her twins have 

Ij/M got the measles. Did 1 tell you I lent 
^ Mr. Spinks my pet parrot, Penelope, 
for this performance r 

Mrs* G. No, dear. I didn’t know they ever played it with a 
parrot. 

Lady S* Well, they don’t usually, but Mr. Spinks told me that, 
after studying the piece very very carefully, he had come to the con- 
clusion that there ought to be a parrot in Lady^Shorthorn^ s drawing- 
room, and he begged me to lend him mine. T’ortunately it scarcely 
ever talks. Oh, there’s Mr. Penpold! How old he’s getting to 
look. He never seems to have a good word to say for anyone in his 
critiques. They’re very late in beginning. I hope nothing has 
happened to Penelope. Ah I at last. 

The Orchestra strikes up* After a few minutes the Curtain rises on 
“ the Drawwg-room at Bullivant Court* ^ Sc* 1, Act 1. Hakby 
Hall, livery as John the Footman, is reclining on a sofa, 
reading a magazine* Penelope, in her, cage, is a conspicuous 
object on the O.P. side* 

John {yawning)* “Nothink in the Fortnightly, as per usual. 
Heigh-ho ! This is slow work. Who ’s that ? ” 

Fnter Belinda, the Nursery-maid, The usual amatory scene 
follows* They both disappear, as Tippington Spinks enters 
made up as “ Colonel Dbbenham,” with a saffron coT^lexion, a 
grey moustache, a red tie and an iron-grey wig. Me shivers* 
A great deal of preliminary applause. He bows with dignity, 
conscious of his fame, and proceeds* 

Col* Debenham, “TJgh! how horribly cold this is, I shall have 
to speak seriously to Shobthobn about the state of his fires.” 

Penelope the Parrot {suddenly and with terrible distinctness), 
“Old fool!” [_A titter from the irreverent, pays no heed 

to the interruption* 

Lady Surbiton* How awful! I declare I haven’t heard Penelope 
speak for six months. I hope to heaven she won’t do it again. 

Mrs. Gagmore* I thought it sounded so natural. 

Lord S* So it did, that’s why it was so out of place. He’s 
getting on all right now, though. 

Col* Debenham {concluding a peppery soliloquy)* “And as for 
Lady Shoethorn and that spiteful cat of a sister of hers, all I can 
say of Tom Debenham is 

Penelope {loudly), “ Old fool ! ” 

[ Whistles up and down the scale* Much laughter , Spinks 

that violent measures are necessary if the piece is not to be 
utterly ruined* He perceives Jabp standing at the wings 
made up as Binns the Butler, A happy thought fiashes on 
him* Me nods meaningly at Jabp, 

Col* Debenham {improvising gag)* “Oh, confound that bird! I 
must have it removed. I ’ll ring for the butler,” 

\_Iiing8* Enter Jabp as Binns. 

Binns* “ ’Er Ladyship’s compliments, Colonel Debenham, and she 
would like ” 


Spinks {in a whisper of concentrated fury to Jabp). Not yet; take 
that infernal parrot away, quick ! 

Jarp (Joses his head ; still the Butler is strong within him). “’Er 
Ladyship is served!” 

Spinks {aloud)* “Oh, nonsense— nonsense, man! You’re an 
idiot. Here, take this bird, and kill it ! ” 

[Seizes cage, thrusts it into the flustered Jabp’s arms, and 
pushes him off, the Parrot, horribly frightened, yelling. 
Old fool 

Lady Surbiton* How dare he speak of Penelope in that way ? 
Hill her ! If Mr. Jabp so much as lays a finger upon her — ^ 

Lord S* She ’ll bite him. Oh, you may make your mind quite 
easy about that parrot. She ’s bitten every finger of mine to the bone, 
and I ’m certain she ’s quite equal to defending herself against Jabp. 
ThelAct proceeds without any further^ hitch, until Belinda^ wheels 
on her double perambulator containing two red-headed infants, 
one of whom is terrified into tears and calls for “ Father in a 
shrill voice* After this everything, however, goes well, and the 
Curtain falls amidst thunders of applause. 

Behind the Cubtatn. 

Spinks, Yes, GtrspoBT, I believe you did it. ^ You were^ closeted 
with that parrot for au hour yesterday. I believe you deliberately 
taught it to say that, in order to crab my part.^ What ’s more, I ’m 
certain of it, for I distinctly recognised your voice in the parrot’s. 

Gushby* jPooh ! nonsense ! If I had taught it to say anything, it 
would have been something worse than that, you may he sure,^ 

Spinks. You always were kind. As for Jabp, he was in the 
plot. Otherwise do you think any man could have made such a fool 
of himself ? 

In Ebont op the Cttbtain. 

Lady Surbiton, That’s what I’ve always said. There’s so much 
esprit de corps and good feeling amongst Amateurs — ^none of that 
wretched jealousy "and bickering which ruins professionals. 

Mrs, Gagmore* It is delightful to listen to them, certainly. They 
all look and act like perfect gentlemen. All Mri/ Jabp’s Butlers 
splendid. You can see at a glance that they have only been with 
good families. 

Behind the Cttbtain. 

Hon* B* Boldero* I fancy we shall have good noiices to-morrow 
in the Morning Moonbeam* I saw Penpold laughing immensely. 

Spinks {down on his hick)* Did you ? {Plucking up a lit.) Well, 
it “ went ” capitally. It was only that blessed parrot. 

[Goes off intending to buy several copies of next morning's 
Moonbeam*" 

In Ebont op the Curtain. 

Mr, Penfold {to his neighbour, a brother journalist): Are you 
going to write anything about this? I have got to do a short 
notice for the Morning Moonbeam* It’s no use abusing these 
fellows. That’s been tried. I’ll give them a little butter this 
time, and see whether that won’t stop them. How would it do to 
say something like this ? — “We advise the Thespians to keep clear 
as much as they can of professionalism. Of course, tradition demands 
that the ladies’ parts should be played by professionals, but the 
inteoduction of a professional parrot and a professional baby in the 
Eirst Act was a mistake, which might have ruined the performance.” 
[His Friend nods approval* Exeunt severally Imagine tableau 
next day. Delight of Amateurs on reading the notice of 
their performance in the “ Moonbeam." 


HOLIDAY CATECHISM. 


Mr* P* Now little Master Jack Hobnbe, from yoin: corner in 
Drury Lane what plums do you pick out of Ike Pantomime ? 

Master J* H. The Hansom Cab and King Habby (Nicholls) re- 
turning home confronted by the dueen, then the Gbippiths Cow, 
the Giant’s Dinner and his Servants, and the Dame Leno’s wonderful 
Fowl. 

Mr. P* What else ? ^ , 

Master J* H* Lots of things, but at the Circus at Covent Garden, 
the Shetland Ponies lovely. They come first, so you must be early. 

Mr. P, Did you see anything else that pleased you? 

Master J* H* I should think so. Such a game ! MUe. Gou-Gott 
quite shocked my little sister Polly, by her strange conduct. But 
when it turned out that he was a man, how we laughed ! It was 
funny. 

Mr. P. And I suppose you stayed for the Lion? 

Master J* H* You may he sure we did! Polly was a little 
frightened at first; but when we found that the Royal Dane Boar- 
hound and the Horse didn’t mind him a bit, why we didn’t mind 
either. Isn’t it wonderful? Oh, you ought to go and see them. 
They are prime ! 

Babnttm’s Motto. — “ Tout dfait La Shows." 


vox. xcvnT. 
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MUZZLED AND PUZZLED; OR, “LOVE ME, LOVE MY DOG.» 

{A Carol of Kentish Conservatism. Some loay after Goldsmith,) 

ll 




^o'v 












all, of County Kent, 
Give ear unto my song, 

And spare your puerile intent 
To do your Tarty wrong, 

* # # * 

There was a mighty Minister, 

To power appointed late ; 

A Yirtuons and valiant Yir, 

A Pillar of the State. 

If one who doth fat oxen drive 
Should in himself be fat, 

This Mimster seemed bound to thrive 
As to his post most pat. 


A more bucolic personage 
Bucolics never sang ; 

A he took that post and wage, 
All round his praises rang. 

O’er Agriculture to preside, 

Chaplin was surely born ; 

He tee his honours with the pride 
Of Chanticleer at morn. 

In Kent there were some Tories found. 
For Tories still there be ; 

In fact, the species doth abound 
In spite of w . O. 

C:^PLiN and they at iBrst were friends, 
But when a feud began 


^ — -I- ^ ^ 

They— whom a little thing offends — 
Bounded on that good man. 

The motto of these Men of Kent 
Was, “Love me, love my Dog ; ” 

And soon with angry discontent 
The County was agog. 

For CHAPLiN—it was like his cheek, 
Cockiest of Ministers !— 

Q,uite supererogant, did seek 
To muzzle Kentish Curs ! 

Around to all the counties near 
An angry protest ran ; 

To touch a Kentish dog, ’tis clear, 
Touches a Kentish Man. 





Jantjart 18, 1890.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


Fanatic lovers of the honnd 
Scorn. hygienic laws, 

And though their dogs should snap all round 
Ton mnst not bind their jaws. 

Restraint a^eared both sore and sad 
To every Kentish eye, 

And, whilst they swore the Man was mad, 
They swore the Dogs wonld die. 

Nay, more, there came this fearsome threat 
From true-blne Tory throats : 

“ With mnzzles if onr dogs yon fret. 

You shall not have our votes I ” 

0 patriots trne I Rads grin with glee ! 

The pnzzle Chaplin fogs ; 

’Tis plain that Party loyalty 
Is going to the dogs ! 

Kent’s choice ’twixt Party seems, and pup, 
The qnestion stirs the town. 

Whether the Tories will give np, 

Or Chaplin will climb down ! 


SLAPS POE SLIPPERS. 

Sia, — I am at a loss to nnderstand what is the meaning 
of aU this fntne discussion as to the respective merits 
of the various kinds of road pavement. There cannot 
be a moment’s doubt, as to which is, far and away, the 
cheapest, the safest, and — ^in a word — ^the— best. With- 
out any hesitation, I maintain that it is the Asphalts, 
And I do not speak without experience. For many 
years I have picked mine up from the box-seat of a 
hearse, which I think my most virulent opponents will 
admit, from the ticklish character of its cattle, accus- 
tomed as they are to a stiff, formal and lugubrious 
method of progression, affords a test that must be 
regarded as supreme ^)y all candid and unprejudiced 
inooirers into the matter under dispute. 

In the wettest weather I have never had so much as a 
slip on the asphalte, whereas the moment I have got on 
to the wood, when it has been comparatively dry^ I have 
frequently had the horses down as many as seven or eight 
times in half a mile, and on one occasion, that I can recall, 

.Li- _ _ J J* J. Xl- J.1 Tir 
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horses more securely on their feet, I had better then and 
there “ hand over the corpse, and let it finish its journey 
to the Cemetery on the top of the first mourning-coach.” 
Fortunately, we came shortly to a bit of aspnalte, on 

( which I was able to bowl 
A merrily along, and make up 
^ for lost time; and, as at 
J'% li length we reached the Ceme- 

m three- 

lOK ' =^, quarters after the appointed 

Chief Mourner, 
whatever may have been his 
disposition to make oom- 
plaints, had the good taste 
to keep them to himself. 
Stni, the incident was annoying, and I attribute its 
occurrence simply and solely to that pest of aU sure 
and stately-footea hacks— Wood Pavement, 

B^ond holding three thousand Preference Shares in 
the European aim Inter-oceanic Asphalte Paving Com- 
pany, and having signed a contract to supply them for 
seventeen years with the best Pine Pitch on favourable 
terms, I have not the slightest interest to subserve in 
writing this letter, which I think any quite impartial 
critic will aRow, curtly, but honestly, expresses the 
unprejudiced opinion of An Unbiassed Judgment. 

Sir.— I am a private gentleman, who keeps a carriage, 
or ratner, a four-horse coach, in which I am continually 
driving about all over London at full speed. We dash 
at such a rate over those portions of the Metropolis that 
are blessed with a wood pavement that my coachman is 
frequently summoned for furious driving, but we have 
never yet had a horse down. No sooner, however, do we 
get to the asphalte than aU this is changed. Leaders 
and wheelers alike are instantly on their backs, and I 
have now made it a rule, the moment we come to a street 
paved with this dangerous and detestable composition, to 


STUDIES IN REPARTEE. 

Reavyside [Author of Ppaminondas^* and other unread Epics), Bv the bye, 
HOW MUCH DO TOXT WEIGH, BiNKS ? ” 

Little Binks, '‘Fourteen Stone 1” 

Eeavyside, “Dear me 1 You don’t look vert Big, to weigh all that!” 

Little Binks, '' ' Efaminondas^ doesn’t look very Big — but it’s precious 
Heavy I ” 

put my horses inside the coach, and, with the assistance of a policeman or 
two, drag tiie vehicle to the other end n^self. Only yesterday, I think it 
was, on Ihe north side of Leicester Square, I counted as many as nineteen ugly 
falls in as many minutes, necessitating, in nearly every case, the despatch of 
the creature on the spot by a shot from a revolver. The fact is, the laying of 
asphalte anywhere should be made criminal in a Yestry. I write impartially 
on this subject, as, beyond being a sleeping partner in a large firm of Wooden 
Road-Paving Contractors, I have no sort of interest to serve, one way or the 
other, Bnt it must he obvious, from the account I have given of my own 
personal experience above, that in addressiug you on the subject, I am actuated 
by no motives that are not consistent with and fitting to the signature of 

An Unprejudiced Observed, 

Sir, — am in no way interested in the present pavement controversy, but 
I would direct public attention to the real source of aR the mischief, and that 
is the ineffective shoeing of the unhappy horses, who are compelled to struggle 
with the difficulties created for them by a parcel of Paving Authorities. What 
we want is a general order issued by the Board of Trade obliging all horse- 
owners to provide those they possess with a couple of pairs of The Patent 
India-ruhher frog and flannel-soled PEorse- Shoes, warranted to support the 
most stumbling beast on any pavement whatever. I said I was in no way 
interested in the present controversy, and as I am merely the Inventor of the 
shoe above referred to,^ it mnst be obvious, that in rnakiug this communication 
to you, I am only fulfRing the commonest duties of An Ordinary Spectator. 

Sir, — Will not youj or someone, step in and deal with the matter compre- 
hensively, without paying regard to vested interests ? Surely, if the right people 
would only put their heads together, they must hit on some method of bettering 
the present wretched condition of those much lU-used but i^atient and long- 
suffering creatures, among whom the first to subscribe himself is 

The Ordinary London Omnibus Horse. 

Another Title eor the Gutdb to tbdb Exhibition at the New 
Q-allery. — “ New Edition of the Tudor^s Assistant^ 

To be Created a Knight Hospitaller. — ^M r, Peter Reid. 
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Another Version of “ La Toss-ca.” The Cow in the Druiy Lane Pantoniime. 


THE JUBILEE OE THE PENNY POST. 

** On Jan. 10, 1840, the Penny Post became an accomplished faot.’^ — Times, 

Attend, all ye who like to hear a noble Briton’s praise ! 

I tell of valiant deeds one wrought in the Century’s early days ; 
When all the legions of Red Tape against him bore in vain, 

Man of stout will, brave Rowland Hill, of true heroic strain. 

It was about the gloomy close of Eighteen Thirty Nine, 

Melbodbnb and Peel began to melt, the P.O. “ sticks ” to piue, 

For vainly the Official ranks and the Obstructive host 
Had formed and squared ’gainst Rowland Hill’s plan of the Penny 
Still poor men paid their Ninepenoes for sending one thin sheet [Post. 
From Bethnal Green to Birmingham by service far from fleet ; 

Still she who ’d post a billet doux to Dublin from Thames shore. 

For loving word and trope absurd must stump up One-and-four ; 
Still frequent “ friendly lines” were barred to all save Wealth and 
Or Parliamentary “pots” who held the privilege of “Frank ; ” [Rank, 
Still people stooped to dubious dodge and curious device 
To send their letters yet evade the most preposterous lorice ; 

StiU. to despatch to London Town a business “ line or two 
Would cost a* Connemara peasant half his weekly “ screw ; ” 

Stni mothers, longing much for news, must let their letter lie 
Unread at country post-offices, the postage being too high 
For their lean purses, unprepared. And Trade was hampered then, 
And Love was checked, and barriers raised—by cost — *twixt men 
and men. 

Then up and spake brave Rowland Hill in accents clear and warm, 
“ This misery can he mended ! Read my Tost Office Reform I ” 

St. Stephens heard, and “Red Tape” read, and both cried out 
The fellow is a lunatic ; his plan will never do ! ” [“Pooh I Pooh! 
All this was fifty years ago. And now, —well, are there any 
Who do not bless brave Rowland Hill and his ubiquitous Penny ? 
One head, if ’tis a thinking one, is very often better 
Than two, or twenty millions I That^s just why we get our letter 
From Aberdeen, or Melbourne, from Alaska or Japan, 

So cheaply, quickly, certainly— thanks to one stout-soul’d Man. 

; Fifty years since ! In Eighteen Forty, he, the lunatic, 

: Carried his point. Wiseacres winced ; Obstruction “ out its stick.” 
He won the day, stout Rowland Hill, and then they made bim 
n universal benefit unmarred by bane gives right [Knight. 

To titles, which are often won by baseness or a fluke, 

The founder of the Penny Post deserved to be a Duke. 

But then he ^s something better — a fixed memory, a firm fame ; 

For long as the World “drops a line,” it cannot drop his name. 

’Tis something like a Jubilee, this tenth of Janua-re« / 

Tunch brims a bumper to its hero, cheers hiiin three times three. 

For if there was a pioneer in Civilisation’s host, 

It was the cheery-hearted chap who schemed the PenOT Post. 

A j when the croakmg cravens, who are down on all Reform, 

And shont their ancient shibboleth, and raise their tea-pot storm, 


Whene’er there ’s talk of Betterment in any branch of State, 

And vent their venom on the Wise, their greed upon the Great, 
Punch says to his true countrymen, “Peace, peace, good friends — 
he StiU! 

Reform does not speU Ruin, lads. Remember Rowland Hill 1 1 ! ” 


A CURIOUS CURE. 

Deae Mk. Punch, January 13, 1890. 

So much attention is now bestowed upon the prevailing 
epidemic that I wUl not apologise for troubling yon with a letter 
detailing a case that has recently come under my own notice. My 
eldest son, Aitousttts, returned home from the educational establish- 
ment admirably conducted by my eminent and reverend friend, 
Dr. SwisHTALE, apparently in exceUent health and spirits, shortly be- 
fore Christmas Day. On the 4th (just a week before the date fixed for his 
return to the educational establishment to which I have referred) he 
showed symptoms of infinenza. He complained of low spirits, seemed 
inclined to quarrel with (and thrash) his younger brothers, and flatly 
declined to accompany me to an inspection of the treasures contaiued 
in the Natural Historical Museum at South Kensington. I immediately 
prescribed for him a diet of bread and water, and an enforced retire- 
ment to bed. He spent the remainder of the day in loudly-expressed 
expostulation and lamentation. On the Sunday (after a consultation 
with his niother) I decided to adopt a home treatment of kindness, 
which I trusted would prevent the necessity of calling in oux family 
doctor, I give the remainder of the case in diary form. 

Monday , — ^AtrousTurs very poorly. Complains of pains in his head, 
arms, legs, hack, nose, and right little finger. Says he has no. appe- 
tite, but, urged by his mother, manages to eat for brealrfast two 
sausages and a couple of eggs, duite unable to get up ; but shortly 
before two o’clock, on learning that I proposed visiting the Morning 
Performance at Her Majesty’s Theatre, expresses his desire to accom- 
pany; me. He seemed to enjoy Cinderella thoronghly, in spite of 
ids ailments ; but, at the conclusion of the performance, became so 
very languid, that we found it desirable to take a Hansom home, 

Tuesday , — Augustus prostrate. Pain in the right little finger 
unconsciously shifted to the left little finger. He says he had night- 
mare continuously, but “had not slept a wink,” Breakfast, of 
course, in bed. No appetite for anything save muffins, herrings, 
and marmalade on buttered toast. Unable to move until one o’clock, 
when he thought (at the suggestion of his mother) that a visit to the 
Crystal Palace might probably do him good. The excursion was a 
happy thought, as certainly he seemed quite himself at Sydenham. 
After a hearty dinner from soup and the joint, he once more seemed 
languid, and had to be carried home by rail and cab. 

Wednesday , — ^Augustus still very nnweU, Seems much troubled 
at a' dream he has had, iu which he apparently died through going 
back to school. Still complains of insomnia. JSays he did not close 
his eyes all night. Wished to “punch the head” (to adopt his own 
phraseology) of his younger brother for saying, that he had heard 
him snoring. However, recovered towards the evening sufficiently 
to accompany the rest of the family to the Circus at Covent G-arden, 
In the theatre appeared more himself, but ill immediately afterwards. 

Thursday , — Augustus (according to his own account) alarmingly 
ill. Found .by his bedside a medical dictionary (taken from the 
shelves of my library) which he says, he had been reading. He 
thinks, that he has all the worst symptoms of delirium tremens. 
This is strange, as his habitual drink is ginger-beer. He complains 
of pains in Ms ears, eyes, knees, elbows, and big toes on both feet, 
duite unable to get up before five o’clock, when he was fortunately, 
sufficiently recovered to accompany his younger brothers to a juvenile 
party and Christmas tree. According to Sammy (my second son) 
Augustus danced every dance, and served as an assistant to an ama- 
teur conjuror. But this last statement I give with some reserve, as it 
does not correspond with the report furnished by Augustus himself. 

Friday , — Augustus at his worst. In the morning he alarmed his 
mother by a passionate burst of weeping. He seems to think that, 
if . he goes back to school to-morrow, he will die immediately. 
FeeHng that this was an unhealthy state of mind, I took him to the 
Zoological Gardens in the afternoon, and must confess that, while 
there, he appeared to experience a keen delight in feeding the bears 
with fragments of newspaper, concealed in stale buns. But at night 
his melancholia returned, and he was scarcely able to eat .Ms dinner. 

Saturday , — ^Received a letter from my eminent and reverend 
friend, iDr. Swishtale, informing me that, in consequence of the 
prevalence of Muenza, it had been thought advisable to extend the 
Christmas vacation for a fortnight or .threel weeks. On conveying 
tMs intelligence to my eldest son, he seemed to rapidly recover, and 
has (I am nappy to sa^) been well ever since. 

Trusting that the Mstory of this singular case may afiord some 
hints and comfort to parents with children affiicted (as was my dear 
Augustus) with a disease so eccentric in its ramifications as 
influenza, I remain, dear Mr, Punchy 

Yours most tru]^, Simon Simple w ideawake. 
Malinger Villa^ Blarney Road^ S, W, 
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VOCES POPULI. 

THE CADI OP THE OHEBSTONE. 

Scene — A thoroughfare near Syde Parh, Shortly before Scene 
opens, an Elderly Gentleman has suddenly stopped the cah in 
which he has been driving, and, without offering to pay the fare, 
has got out and shuffled off with a handbag^ The Cabman has 
descended from his seat and overtaken the old gentleman, who 
IS now perceived to be lamentably intoxicated. The usual crowd 
springs up^ from nowhere, and follows the dispute with keen and 
delighted interest 

Cabman^ Look ’ere, yon ain’t goin’ not mthont payin’ me, yon 
know— where ’s my two shillings ? 






A Cab-array. 

The Elderly Gentleman {smiling sweetly, and balancing himself 
on his heels against some railings), I’m shnre I dnnno. 

Cabman, Well, look, can’t yer ? don’t keep me ’ere all day — feel 
in yer pockets, come ! 

[,The Old Gentleman makes an abortive effort to find a pocket 
about him somewhere, and then relapses into abstraction. 

Crowd, Let ’im take ’is time, he pay yer right enough, if yon 
let the man alone. 

A Woman, Ah, pore gentleman, the best of ns is took like that 
sometimes ! \Murmurs of sympathy. 

Cabman, I don’t want no more than what ’s my own. ’E ’s rode 
in my keb, and I want my fare out of ’im— an’ I mean ^aving it, too! 

[JHere the Old Gentleman, who seems bored by the discussion, 
abruptly serpentines off again and is immediately over- 
taken and surrounded. 

The E. G, Wha’ d ’ye mean ? ’fonnded/perrinence I Lemme ’lone 
. . . ’portant bishniss ! 

Cabman, Pay me my fare,— or I ’U haye your bag I 

^Seizes bag; the Elderly Gentleman resisting feebly, and always 
smiling. 

Crowd, Why can’t yer paj the man his fare and have done with 
it ? There, he ’s feeling in his pockets— he ’s going to pay yer now I 

. {^Elderly Gentleman dives vaguely^ in a pocket, and eventually 
produces a threepenny bit, which he tenders magnificently. 

Cabman, Thruppence ain’t no good to me— two shillings is what 
I want out o’ you—s. florin — ’j ’ear me ? ! 


The E, G, {after another dive fishes up three halfpence), Thash 
all yon ’re ’titled to— go ’way, go ’way I 
C^'owd {soothingly to Cabman), ’E ’ll make it up in time — don’t 


^urry ’im. 

Cabman, D’ ye think I kin stand ’ere cooling my ’eels, while he ’s 
payin’ me a ’apn’y every ’arf ’our ? I ’ve got my living to earn 
same as you ’ave ! 

Crowd, Ah, he ’s right there I {Persuasively to Elderly Gentle- 
man,) ’Ere, Ole Gnv’nor, fork out hke a man ! 

[^The Old Guv^nor shakes his head at them with a knowing expression. 

Cabman, Well, 1 shan’t let go o’ this ’ere bag till I am paid — 
that’s ail I [JBTere a Policeman arrives on scene. 

Policeman, Now, then, what ’s all this ? Move along ’ere, all of 
yon— don’t go blocking up the thoroughfare like this I {Scathingly,) 
What are yer all lookird at ? {The Crowd, feeling this rebuke, move 
away some three paces, and then linger undecidedly,) ’Ere, Cabman, 
yon ’ve no right to lay ’old on that gentleman’s bag— yow know that 
as well as I do I 

Cabman {somewhat mollified by this tribute to his legal knowledge, 
releases bag). Well, he ain’t got no right to ride in my keb, and do a 
gny, mthont paying nothink, ’as he r 

Policeman, All I tell you is— you’ve no right’to detain his bag. 

Cabman, Let ’im pay me my legal fare, then— two shillings it is 
’e owes me, I don’t want to hinterfere with ’un, if he ’ll my me. 

Pol, {with a magnificent impartality, to the E, G,), Wnat have 
yon got to say to that f 

The E, G, {with a dignified wave of the hand), Shay? Why, tha’ 
1 ’m shimj^ly— a ger^m’n. 

Pol, {his impartiality gradually merging into ' official disgust). 
Well, aU 1 can say to you is, if you are one, don’t aWse it . • . 
Where are you going to ? 

The E, G, {brimming over with happy laughter), I dnnno I 


Pol, {deciding to work on his fears). Don’t you ? Well, I do, | 
then. I know where you ’re goin’ to— ah, and where you’ll he, too, j 
afore you’re much older- the station-’us \'-{with a slight lapse into 
jocularity, in concession to his audience) — “ f or one ni^ht honly ” — 
that ’s your direction, unless yon look out. ( With virtuous indig- 
nation,) ’Ere are yon— calling yourself a gentleman, and old enough 
to know better — ^riding in this man’s keb, and trying to bilk him out 
of his money. Why, yon ought to be ashamed o’ yonrseK I 
A Funny Onlooker, Now, Policeman, why do yon interfere? 
Why can’t yon leave them to settle it between them ? 

Pol, {fuming on him with awful dignity), I don’t want no sugges- 
tions from you. Sir. I know my dooty, ana them as tries to obstrnck 
me ’ll get no good by it. I ’m not ’ere to take one man ’s part more 
than another. 

Cabman, Well, ain’t yon goin’ to do something now yon are 
here ? What ’s the good of a Copper if he won’t ’3.p a man to git 
his rights, eh? [Murmurs of sympathy from Crowd, 

Pol, Now, yon mind 2 /owrself — that ’s what yow’d better do, or 
you ’ll be gitting into trouble next ! I ’ve told yon I can’t interfere 
one way or the other ; and — {generally, to Crowd) — yon must pass 
along ’ere, please, or I shall ’ave to make yer. 

Crowd {jo Eld, G,), Q-ive the man his money, can’t yer? 
Pay ’im I 

Cabman, Come, look sharp I Just yon pay me I 
The E, G, How c’n I pay, man? P’fectiy ’shnrdi Go to 
bleeshes I [Bolts again, and is once more overtaken by the indignant 
Cabman, 

Pol, {following up). Now, then, Cabman, don’t go hustling him I 
[ Crowffs sympathy veers round to the E, G, again. 
Cabman, ’ Go’s ’nstlin’ ? I ain’t laid a finger on ’im. {Magnani- 
mously,) I ’ve no wish to ’inder ’im from going wherever he likes, 
so long as he pays me fust ! 

Pol, Ton ’ve no right to touch the man, nor yet his bag ; so be 
careful, that ’s all I tell yon I 

The E, G, {with maudlin enthusiasm), Pleeshman ’s perfelly ri* ! 
Pleeshman always knowsh besht I [ Tries to pat Policeman on back, 
Pol, {his disgust reaching a climax), ’Ere, don’t yon go pawin’ me 
about— for I won’t ^ave it I If I^m right, it ’s more than what you 
are, anyhow ! Now be off with yon, wherever it is yon ’re going to ! 

Cabman {desperate). But look ’ere — can’t yon take Ms name and 
address? 

Pol, {rising to the occasion). Ah! that’s what I was waitin’ for I 
Now yon ’ve ast me— now I kin act ! {Pulls out a pocket-book full 
of dirty memoranda, and a stumpy pencil.) Now then, Sir, your 
name, ii you please ? 

The E. G. {sleepily), Shtnpid thing a-do, but qxii’ forgot . . . 
Come out ’ithont mi’ name, ’shmomin’ I 
Pol, {sternly). That won’t do with Me, yon know. What’s your 
name ? Out with it ! 

The E, G, {evidently making a wild shot at it). Eeegushon. 

[Smiles, as if he feels sure the Policeman will be pleased with a 
name like that,) 

Pol, John? Geoege? Ja3o;s ?— or what ? 

The E, G. You eau purr ’em all down t’ me — ^it don’ marrer ! 

Pol, {briskly). Where do yon live, Mr, Feeguson ? 

The E, G, {mechanically). Shirty-one, Lnshington Street, 
Gargleshbnry Park, 

Pol, {writing it down, and giving leaf to Cabman), There, will that 
do for yon ? 

Cabman, That’s all I want. {To the E, G.) Yon ’ll ’ear from 
me later on. 

The E, G, {affectionately), Alwaysh pleash’d shee yon, any 
time . , . Pleeshman too . . . Shorry can’t shtop— mos’ ’portant 
bishnish ! 

Pol, Which way do yon want to go ? 

The E, G, Earlsh Court. 

Pol, Then get there, if yon ’re capable of it. And now, yon boys, 
clear the road, will yon ? 

[The Elderly Gentleman, smiling in the full conviction of having 
extricated himself from a difficult situation with consurnmate 
tact and diplomacy, goes off unsteadily in the direction of 
Piccadilly, accompanied by a suite of small boys who have 
kindly resolved to see him through any further adventures 
that may await his progress. The Cabman remains to 
discuss the affair at great length on the curbstone. The 
Policeman paces slowly on, conscious that he has worthily 
maintained the dignity of his office, 

A CoEEESPONDENT, d propos of the prevailing epidemic, writes, — 
Sir, there must have been an ei>ideniic of influenza at Cambridge 
about tbir^-three years ago, as in a travesty of Faust, produced 
at [the A, D. C. about that time, occurs a parody of the song 
Frienza^ feom La ^aviata, commencing ^Influenza is about, So 
I ’n stay no longer out.’ History repeats itself occasionally. — am, 
Yours, An Ineluenziaji Peesonage, Trin, Coll. Cam.” 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY- 

. Miss Amy, *‘And do yott admiee Miss Teavees, Me. Goslik?” 

Mr, G, “Yes — ^awf’lyI She 's so unlike all othee Giels, don^toheeknow 1 !** 


PLAIN ENGLISH! 

JouN Bull loquitur : — 

“English as she is spoke,” my little friend, 
Is not precisely wkat your pundits deem it. 
Let me fyive you a lesson ! This must end. 

That flag, however lightly you esteem it, 
Has not so long waved folds fair, broad, and 
ample 

To all earth’s winds for you at last to trample. 

Ho ! What the mischief is your little game ? 
Monkeyish tricks help neither power nor 
dignity. 

A little country heir of much fair fame, , 

I ’d Like to treat with patience and benignity ; 
But memories of Camoens and De Gama 
Should save you from the clown’s part in 
earth’s drama. . 

Clowning it is to caper in this style. 


You Ve tested it in ciroumstantial manner, 
Down before Sotjlt and Junot you’d have 
gone 

But for that very, flag, and Wellington. 

Old friends? Of course we are. Old rivals too, 
In commerce and adventure the world over. 
From John the Great’s time to the present, 
you 

In iJhica have been a daring rover ; 

The Hover’s free”! Ah I that’s good 
lyric brag— 

He is not free to trample on my flag I 

Yasco de Gama and Cabral, no donbt. 

Held an exceedingly free hand aforetime. 


Cooks of the walk were those adventurers 
stout, [your time. 

But then their time was different from 
In what you call your “ civilising labours,” 
You’ll have to think a little of your 
neighbours, 

“ Prancing proconsuls” often stir up strife, 
Which to abate diplomacy must strain. 
Your Pinto seems to mean war to the knife — 
He ’s too much given to the ’Ercles vein. 

I ’m sure I do not want to hurt your feelings, 
I simply say I can’t stand Seepa’s dealings. 

Plain English this, my little Portuguee, 

And Barros Gomes will tell you I mean it. 
Eight ? Pigmy versus Titan ? Eiddlededee ! 
My meaning— without menaces, you’ll 
glean it— [“nag,” 

Is this — I would not hector, no, nor 
Only, my hA—youHl just come off that 
Flag ! 

LONDON EOR THE LONDONERS; 

Or, How to Flease Everylody, 

Railway Compartment, Brown and 
J ones discovered reading Newspapers, 
Brown {putting down Ms journal). Not 
much news, Sir.^ 

Jones {following the example , Quite so. 
Sir— not much. 

Brown, ^ Perhaps, Sir, the most interesting 
item is this talk about London Improvement. 

Jones, So I think, Sir. But what do we 
want with this plan for widening the Strand, 
and making a road to Holbom ? It seems to 
me, Sir, that the suburbs are being neglected. 


Brown, I agree with yon. Sir. Now, if 
they would develop the North of London, it 
would be more to the purpose. If they 
would run a road direct from Charing Cross 
to, say, Zanzibar Terrace, Upper Kensal 
Green, West, it would really be of service 
to the public. 

Jones, Very likely, Sir — very likely. Eor 
my part, it seems to me that Chiswick also 
requires a helping hand. The construction of 
a broad boulevard running from Charing 
Cross in a straight line to, say, Upham Park 
Road, would tend to show that the County 
Council justly appreciated its own responsi- 
bilities. And I say this, knowing the neces- 
sities of Chiswick, for in that neighbourhood 
I happen to reside. 

Brown, And I, too. Sir, am equally cogni- 
sant of the requirements of Upper Kensal 
Green West. As a matter of fact. Sir, I 
happen to have a comfortable house in 
Zanzibar Terrace. 

Jones, And I, Sir, a delightful villa in 
Upham Park Road. 

\_W'histle, Train enters tunnel, and further 
conversation is drowned hy the rattle of 
the carriages, 

A MCusical AxLtxcipation. 

Feed Cowen’s Viking 
Sure to be striking. 

Think there is lu<ft: in 
Barton McGuckin. 
— 

Unsought Honour. — ^After his last Birth- 
day, Mr. Gladstone was unanimously elected 
a Member of “the Eighty Club.” 




PLAIN ENGLISH! 

John Btjii,, -‘LOOK HERE, MY LITTLE ERIEND, I DON’T VANT TO HURT YOUR LITTLE FEELINGS,— 

BUT, COMU OFF THAT FZAO U >>’ 



Januaet 18 , 1890 .] 


PUNOH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVAEL 



OLD COLDS DOR NEW. 

{A Fairy Tale of Anglo-Fussian Origin.) 

Once upon a time there was a feeble little Ailment called “ Cold-in- 
the-head/’ which was treated in the most contemptuous fashion hy its 
relations. The nearest of its kith and kin— Meades and Scarlatina — 
absolutely laughed when its name was mentioned, and scarcely 
recognised it as a connection. So Cold-in-the-head had rather a had 
time of it generally. 

One day the feeble little Ailment was wandering aimlessly about 
in search of a resting-place, when it came upon an enormous^estah- 
lishment thronged with thousands of worSing-men. When the 
employes are described as “ working-men,^' it is not, however, (g[uite 
accurate, for at that moment they were not working. 

“Why are you idler'" sneezed out little Cold-in-the-head iua 
tone of compassion. 

“Because," replied one of the employ es^^ rather gruflly, “there is 
nothing to do. If you want further information, you had better! 
inquire at that office." 

And the man pointed to a door bearing the legend, “ Editor’s : 
Room." The poor little Ailment entered the apartment, and found a 
Q-entleman seated in front of a desk covered with papers. The Gentle- 
man was staring before him, and the ink in bis pen had dried up. 

“What do you want ? " asked the Gentleman. “And why don’t 
you shut the door behind you ? 

“I should cease to exist without draughts,” explained the poor 
little Ailment, “and please don’t speak roughly to me, as I want to 
help you." 

“You help mel" exclaimed the Editor— for the Gentleman was 
an Editor. “ How can you do that ? " 

“ I think I can give you a subject." 

“ You are very welcome if you can do that,” was the reply, “ as 
in this dead season of the year ideas are as scarce as coals; nay 
scarcer. But surely, didn’t you do something for the Press ages 
ago?" 

“ That was in the ‘ forties ; ’ but I am quite different now.” 

Then the little Ailment related to the Editor stories of Russia, and 
the East, and all sorts of wonderful things. 


“Well," murmured the Editor, after some consideration, “I think 
you may be useful, after all, if we are helped by the Doctors." 

^ * Iff * iff. 

“What a fuss they are making about this new rival of ours!" 
said Measles, angrily. 

‘ * Too absurd I " commented Scarlatina, in a tone of annoyance. 

Then there was a grand procession. Eirst came Correspondents, 
then Interviewed Physicians, then the General Public. It was a 
sight that had never been seen before. In the midst of the excite- 
ment an Ailment appeared. 

“ Why, bless me I " cried Measles. * ‘ Only fancy I ’’ 

^ “ Can I believe my eyes ? " shouted Scarlatina. “ Why, it ’s poor 
little Cold-in-the-head, that no one used to care a jot about six 
months ago ! ” 

“Silence!” said the Ailment, with great dignity. “You must 
learn to treat me with the respect due to my exalted station. And 
please don’t call me ‘ Cold-in-the-head,’ for I am known as * The 
Russian Influenza ! ”’ 

Then the Ailment turned towards Mr. FtmcTi^ who (as was his 
wont) was smiling, and bade him do homage. 

“Hot a bit of it," exclaimed the Sage of Eleet Street, raising a 
glass of Ammoniated Tincture of Quinine to his lips, and quaffing 
merrily a teaspoonful. “I defy you! You are puffed up with 
conceit, my poor little Illness, and when, in a few weeks’ time, we 
have another sensation to talk and think about, you will sink back 
into your native obscurity,” 

And Mr. Punch (as the event will prove) was— as he always is— 
entirely right 1 

At the Poete St. Maeten. — If there were ever any question as 
to the genius of Saea Beenhaedt, she has now settled it by appear- 
ing as Jeanne J Arc ^ and showing us what she is Maid of. By the 
way, as of course she wears golden or auburn hair, Jeanne d' Arc 
must appear as Jeanne Light. Irreverent scofiers may say this is 
historicdly correct, as from their point of view Joan was rather 
light-headed. Of course, Joan is coming over to London. Why not to 
Mr. Haee’s Theatre, and finish the evening with a prime Garrick 
Stake. 
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“all ALIVE!” 

Chcesemo'nger. “ What is it, my Dear ? ” 

LiUle Girl. Oh, Mother ’s sent back this piece o’ Cheese, 'oaijsb Father 
rp^iN omf ^ ^ Fishin’, he can dig ’em 

A COMING BIG BOEB. 

Being a probable Extract from Ihe "City Intelligence” for 1900. 

Tot half-yearly meeting to discuss the Report just issued hy the Chairman 
and. Directors of tte Amalgamated International Anglo-French Submarine 
Channel Tunnel Railway Company was held in the Company’s Fortress Boaid- 
room, yesterday aRemoon, and, owing to the present critical Continental outlook, 
as might have been expected, succeeded in securing the attendance of an 
unusually Ipge number of shareholders. 

The Chairman, who on rising was received; with prdonged hooting and a 
?. I’y tlie assembled audience, of 

Ac s a jolly had follow / having, at length, though frequently inter- 
rupted, obtained something like a hearing, was understood to say, that he had 
ii^ie to oiler in the shape of oomment on the Heport submitted to thft meeting. 

[ hroans.\ The causes of its ^satisfactory nature were patent to all. Owing to 
their having been compelled, in what he now fully recognised was a slavish and 
mistaken obedience to a ]popular clamour {a Votce^ “ You^re right! three 
years ago, m the height of a sudden scare about invasion— (“ Oh! oh )— to 
let the water in and hood the Tunnel — (groans ) — they had been occupied ever 
since in pumpmg it out again, and though now he was glad to announce that 
/ 7 ^ emptied out, and that the traffic would be resumed 

still the operation had cost them three millions of money, 
i^at they had to get from the market in the shape of Seventeen per Cent. Tirst 
Preference Debentures— (“ Oh! ohP ^) — on which, however, he trusted that a 
I favourable season s receipts might enable them possibly to pay a next half- 


owAiAcwyiAig. V yft ' . on, ; ' ) jDuii u xney wisnea xo secure even this 
inodest remuneration for their money, they must make up their minds, especially 
at the present moment, when there was a daily, — he might almost say, an 
^urly, expectation of the withdrawalfof their Ambassador from Paris, that 
there ^ust be no more craven yielding to delusive inmulses of an idiotic 
patriotaem— cAeersJ, — in a word, no more talk about closing the Tunnel on 
the p^ry plea of national security.” (Prolonged cheering!) He was glad to 
hear those cheers. It was an endorsement of the standpoint that he and his 
Directors meant to take in the present crisis, wliich was, in effect, to remind 
themselv^ that th^ were shareholders of the Anglo-French Submanne Channel 
funnel Railway Company first — and Englishmen afterwards — (thunders of 


applause^ and loud and prolonged cheering ) ; — and that, 
^ c^ed upon to shed their life’s blood, it would be solely 
in defence lOf that great engineering work, the true 
monument of peace, in which their aspirations, their 
hopes, and, above all, their capital, had been so fearlessly 
embarked ^d largely invested. (Renewed enthusiasm.) 

A Shareh^der here rose, and said, that if there really 
was, as the CJmmnan^seemed to imply, a probability that 
war with our mendly neighbours might break out at any 
mm^e, would it not be advisable, in the interests of 
the Company, to come to some amicable and therefore 
satisfactory commercial arrangement for the transit of 
troops through the Tunnel, whioh, no doubt, it would be 
their object to secure. (Laughter.) There might 
possibly be some stupid attempt of our own Government 
forces to seue ^pon and even damage, with a view to 
rendering the Tpinel useless, the works commanffing 
this end of it. Should not a Yolunteer Corps of Share- 
holders be at once organised— (“ Hear! hear! ”)— for the 
purpose of keeping them until the French Military 
Authorities came over in sufficient force to enable them 
to seize and securely hold them against all comers ? He 
trusted he was not wanting in a well-balanced and 
legitimate patriotism— (“iVo/ wo/”)-but like their 
respected Chairman, he felt that there was a higher 
claim, a louder call than that addressed to an Englishman 
by his country, and that was the deep, grim, stem and 
stimng appeal made to the Seventeen per Cent. Deben- 
j Ills Company. (Roars of laughter!) 
Considerable uproar here arose over the ejection from 
the meeting of a protesting Shareholder, who injudi- 
P Amendment to the Report to the 
eflect that. In the face of grave R'ational danger, the 
Company ought to be prepared, even if it involved 
serious financial loss, to close their Tunnel, if such a 
step should he regarded as necessary to the security of 
me country by the military advisers of the Government.” 
ihis proposition was howled down, and the Chairman 
was again about to address the now somewhat quieted 
meetog, when a copy of an evening paper, announcing 
the ^clwation of war, and the simultaneous seizure of 
j Tunnel that morning by two 

hundred French troops, who had crossed from Boulogne 
oy yesterday’s evening Mail-boat, and had passed the 
\ night at Folkestone in disguise, was handed up on to 
c the platform. 

The Chairman (after reading out the various items 
oj intelligence to the Audience^ who listened to them 
with hreathless excitement). Well, Gentlemen, in the 
face of this not entirely unsuspected news— (laughter)— 
our co^se is, I think, pretty clear. We must at once 
dispatch a deputation to make the best terms we can 
with the French General in command, for the transit of 
the one or two, or even three hundred thousand troops 
they propose to bring over. (Cheers!) Even if we get 
yjjly aa excursion fare out of them, it will be something. 

( Hear, hear! ^^) And, at least, we shall be able to 
congratnlate ourselves on this occasion with a sterling 
and heartfelt satisfaction that, whether the country go 
to me dogs or not — (roars of laughter ) — the property of 
the Company will, at any rate, he preserved. (Rnthusiastic 
applause.) The Chairman, who continued his address 
amid mingled cheers and laughter in the same strain, 
haying submitted the names to form the proposed depu- 
tation to the meeting, the^ Shareholders dispersed, 
apparently in the highest^ spirits, singing a parody of 
the great national ditty, m which the line, * * Rriions 
ever, ever, ^er will he /cwaves,” with an accompaniment 
loiffi guffaws of laughter, struck the listening ear, as 
they betook themselves to their respective homes. 

THE IRISH aUESTIOM m BORD STREET. 

Yeet calmly and pleasantly is this matter settled at 
Messrs. Dowdeswell’s Galleries. Mr. 0. Rickatson 
takes us a mi^ty pleasant tour through Wicklow, 
Wexford, and Waterford. He gives us nis views on 
the Land Q^uestion (Shnre there are ‘Sixty-two of them, 
bedad!) in Water-colours, and very bright, breezy, 
and delightful they are. If they will have Home Rule, 
if they persist in having Ireland for the Irish, we have no 
desire to pick a quarrel with this accomplished aquareU 
liste (Ha I ha I) for showing us the beauties of the “ dis- 
trissful countnry ; ” and if we are not allowed to have the 
real thing, we shall find the peaceful possession of 
Mr. Eickatson’s delightful pictures no mean substitute. 
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drink the unfamiliar chamijagne. All the more need, then, that 
there shonld be a Voice which, like that of the Muezzin from the 
Eastern minaret, shall summon the Faithful to the duties imposed 
by their belief. We go into this waste land to possess it. It is 
capable of being made to flourish as of old under the stimulating 
radiance of a great ideal, and the diligent and intelligent culture of 
one who, hke Ourselves, has the capacity for direction. 

Who will help Us ? There is not a street in London, nor a village 
in the country, which is not capable of producing, even at short 
notice, and under slight pressure, a man or a woman who will spend 
two hours a week, every week in the year, in more or less irksome 
voluntary exertion in order to sell the Pilferer, To such we say, 
“If, by canvassing, or otherwise, you secure, say, six subscribers, 
i^e Pilferer shall be sent to you as long as the six continue their sub- 
scriptions.” In this case, the subscriptions should be paid in advance. 

Are there any among the readers of the Pilferer craving for 
counsel, for sympathy, and for the consolation of pouring out their 
soul’s grief at so much a quart, so to speak ? If so, may we ask them 
to communicate with Us f Their cases, as they submit them, will be 
placed before such competent and skilful advisers as We are able to 
gather round Us from the best men and women in the Volapuk- 
speaking world. Their confidences will be printed free of cost, and, 
touched up with the literary art that shaped many a spicy series, 
are likely to produce copy at once tasty and cheap. We have a heap 
of^ letters and post-cards from eminent persons to whom we sub- 
m^ted -^e design lightly sketched above. They may be known as 

Some Letters of Marque to the Editor of the Uderary Privateer P 

Me. Gl-dst-itb. 

De^ Mr. PiLFEEEE, — The idea you suggest appears to me highly 
useful, as well as ingenious in relation to all who are able to appre- 
ciate it. Personally I am outside this circle, and so will save my 
sixpence a month. I hope you enjoyed your ^bus tour along the 
Commercial Koad ? Yours faithfully, W. E. Gn-nsT-NE. 

Me. B-lf-e. 

1, Carlton Gardens^ TF., Dec, 12, ^89. 

_ I thibe your scheme ought to prove useful. But isn’t there some 
diflaeulty with the original proprietors of the goods ? If I ['can help 
any way, by putting anyone in prison, pray count upon me. 
Obstruction must be put down in any form in which it presents itself. 

Yours faithfully, A. J. B-lf-e. 

EaEL of C-E3Sr-EV-N. 

Theee is, [no doubt, a large amount of valuable matter which 
appears from time to time in the Magazines, but which,* being 
buried under a mass of unimportant writing, is overlooked. I have 
found this in reference to my own contributions, which have 
occasionally been passed over by the public, who have preferred to 
read the other contents. 

Loel C-l-e-dge. 


Mr. Toole, before partaking of Mr. J. L. Toole after all the farewell ‘ Some Letters of Marque to the Editor of the Literary Privateer P 
all the farewell luncheons, [din- lunches, &c., &o. P. & 0. Co. Hr -na 

ners, and suppers, previous to his won’t make any reduction on taking a -p, nr -o vxL-nST-BTB. 

departure for Australia. quantity. JJE^ Mr. ^irlLFEEEE,^ — The idea you suggest appears to me highl 

^ useful, as Well as ingenious in relation to all who are able to appre 

Tuc DM ccTDirD ciate it. Personally I am outside this circle, and so will save m; 

int r'M-rtKt.K. sixpence a month. I hope you enjoyed your ’bus tour along th 

To ALL VoLAPXJK-sPEAKiNG FoLK. Commercial Koad ? Yours faithfully, W. E. Gl-lst-ne. 

Theeb exists at this moment no institution which even aspires to Me, B-lf-e. 

be to the Yolapuk-speaking world what We were whilst still We 1 Carlton Gardpn<i R W Cipn 

Street, and locked after things gene- I thibb: your scheme ought to prove useful*. But isn’t there som 
governmg minds are never numerous, difficulty with the original proprietors of the goods ? If I ['can hell 
J^t "^6 have one, and We have determined to expand it over a new you in any wav. bv nuttinfir anvone in nrison nrav count nnon mia 

We, being, after aU, human, were Obstruction must be put down in any form in which it presents itself 
confronted hy the d^cffity of finding a title. Several suggested them- Yours faithfully, A^J B-lf-e 

selves to a Mind not laokmgm scope. A few may be mentioned. There _ ^ a. j. lf E. 

yfBE me Filibuster ; ^eSummumBone-^em; MacheaWs Miscellany ; . Eael of C-eft-ev-n. 

^ Monthly Marauder; the Pviscerator ; the Literary Leech; the Theee is, [no doubt, a large amount of valuable matter whicl 

Monthly Misappropriator ; ^!h.e Sixpenny Scoop, Each has its par- appears from time to time iu the Magazines, but which,* beim 

ticulay attraction and appropriateness. But, having submitted the buried under a mass of unimportant writing, is overlooked. I hav 
selection of titles for the consideration of some of the foremost men found this in reference to my own contributions, which hav 
of letters, lawyers, soldiers, scientists, and divines of our time, with occasionally been passed over by the public, who have preferred t 
a request for an expression of their opinion, we decided upon the read the other contents, 
title which appears at the head of .these few preliminary remarks, Loel C-l-e-lge. 

We are the Pilferer, price sixpence,' published monthly; a reduction At one time of my life I wrote far too many articles to have mud 

- 11 ^’ , , , T . opinion of the ability retired to produce them, or their value t 

4 : oe a colourless refiecrion of public opinion anyone when produced. What I did write was much better than the 

tor th^ime being. It wiU cert^y not be a Party organ, and that general run of articles. Now I do not write, there is nothing in the 
tor suBioient reason.^ JN either Pptyhas at this moment anydis- Magazines. If you can get it out for nothing, and 1 sell it for 
tinctyebo^ of doctrine, any weU-eonceived system of faith, which sixpence, you wDl do well, 
would jus^ Us m labelling Our new monthly with a Party badge. Loel W-ls-l-y 

Moreover than which, ^ We have some reason to believe that neither Panaer^s House Qr^emnik V 

because, havmg a very clear, intelligible belief in Onrselves, We are ^ ^ interest. W-is-l-y. 

able to survey the straggles of contending parties'from the 'stand- - . r i j> -nr- 

pomt of subhme egotism. Wo are the man who can inter oret the t m . -Hc^ngjord, Freshwater, Isle of rP\ght, 

best thought of his day in such a manner as to render it accessible Pilferer, and 

to the general intelligence of Our age. We are the true Pronhet of ^ ttirust his corporeal presence 

Onrtime, and We hope to make a^ modest profit oS^ of “^ew area-steps, 

venture. Hence, Our first starting point will he a deeu and ^ave ^een incontinently oast forth by the domestics. Lord 

almost awestruck regard for the destinies of the Yolapuk-sp^king it impossible to discover any appreciable difierence 

race. The American Bepublic we especially take under omc wing and the one whereby Mr, PtlJ-erer impertinently, 

Opnce of the Magazine in the United States 50 cents.), whilst we work the medium of the unsuspecting penny post, forces himself 

for the Empire, seek to strengthen it, to d^relop iHiid, S T^ponW T-ETKTS-N’s notice, and impudently begs him to assist him 
necessary, to extend it. We heheve in Ourselves, in England and ^ gratuitous advertisemeut for a commercial undertaking. 

4 ? mad. We do not “hear them dancing in Me, Chaeley Bates. 

staged’ the^ci'nctrV still ^ed the Middle of Next Week, Mix Alley, Mo, 0, 

Cll the worffi strliSi^^ our mssion, which is to Deae Pal, --E xcuse this address, but sometimes it’s wellnot to 

modestUvffig ourselves ew evidence, and earn a go into too many perticklers. I have yours giving me an account of 

How is this fn 'K a ?> Ti-rr 4 ! i. . joi^ new lay. As far as I can make out, there ’s a lot of tradesmen 

the activitv of fhe rVnirnTi 'hS "^ho energises m London who, at considerable give ont of swag, get swell fellers to 

and tlie pro- -write artidea for them. Then Pou plunge in, roinp arotind, fill yow 
peoule’s Lockets^ yIriWa ? from other pockets with the pick of the lot, and go and sell it on your own hook. 

Rall/ptt^ainX llmt’agood. B^ what I like beat ia the putting Jn of 

Lew hM nWlLnL Young D^e- and anrphoe. the taking of the good hook in the right hand, the 

KOmE.-EeJected Co^uaioari^^^^ whether MS., Printed Matter, Brawinga, or Picturea of any deacription, will 

thera ^Tbe no MWtion accompanied by a Stamped and Addreaaed ^velopo, Cover, or -VSTrapL. X5 thia rale 
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UNTILED; OR, THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 

** XrSs volontiers,’* repartit le demon* “ Vous aimez les tableau3: changeans : je veux vous contenter.’’ 

Xe J)iabh BoMeiix, 

XYIL . 

I “‘The Humours of the * 

Town!* Archaic phrase, ' 

Breattii^ of Pummel and 

Of curly h^s and gaiters ! ‘ i/' ■ !■ I 

‘Humuurs^* seem ]^rer now, Ur"'' ;| ' » 

In this^strange w^ld’ of g^t yp^\ ^ 

So I. The Shadow smiled, !' 

“There *sfood for mirth ^ ■ ■ ' SW . r;\ Ww\?^ 

In every nook of the sun- i) ■' |,i'|!';'|'^ 1 JfiH W[ '®. ■'■'■ii'iK'. ‘ 

circling earth [trodden, lilliriiiifi tl i 1\ 1 i*’l9ro!fllBk‘ «/) ■! .■'i\ 

That humau fdbt hath Vwii^; r|''..Vi'„\' 'Imt'yJ 

Man, the great mime, must (Si£f-rjaW/ff/!i* \. ii4 ,l'.^ !" I’iX' 

move the Momus vein, gjaH 'S Ti ■ ■'/' jy l?g liUl ■' ." \ l.;j;i '/fJi'V j ii' jli-f ‘Z' 

Whether he foUow fashion ' ' : \ ' /i ' 

In ermine or m hodden. 


Why men in well-dressed ! *i^\ ' \ \ ^ 

gnititad.. .wd '^.s-y.y .if I I i \ \\^\\ 

Abundant are and various. ^ 

Strongest, perhaps, the vague desire to meet ; I Big puddm^r with a few peculiar “ plums. * 




' ''y \ ' 


No flniTrifll as Man so quick to greet, Everyone kicks, but everybody comes 

So aimlessly gregarious. Don*t quite know how he does it I * 

“In Council, Caucus, Causerie, there’s an “ So Snagos, the slangy cynic. See him there 


Which many know and some might even 
name ; 

But see yon motley muster, 


Like shades in ’Eblis wandering up and down! The shaggy swart Silenus, with a voice 


Types there of every ‘ Show Class ’ in the Much like a hurdy-gurdy. 

BlbowTd glide and cluster.” “ Youseelumewywliere, though none kno 

I see long rooms, en sutte^ with lofty walls, Every hand meets his grip, though every c 
And portieres sombre as Egyptian palls ; Furtively hints abhorrence. 

I hear the ceaseless scufla.e Society *s a gridiron ; fools to please, 

Of many trim- shod feet • the thin sweet sound Wise men must sometimes lie as ill at ease 
Of stricken strings which faintly echoes round As might a new St. Lawrence.” 
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Of stricfcen strings which faintly echoes round 
Those drapeiied vistas mufBle, 

Susurrus of a hundred voices blent 
In the bland buzz of cultured chat ; intent 
Set faces mutely watching 
From cushioned corner or from curtainednook; 
Hands that about old ears attentive crook, 
The latest scandal catching. 

Cold rock-hewn countenances, shaven clean. 
Hard lips, and eyes alert with strength and 
spleen ; 

Visages vain and vapid, 


A buzz, a bustle I How the crowd makes way, 
And parts in lines as on some pageant day ! 

*Tis the Great Man, none other, ' 

“ Bland, beaming, bowing quick to left and 
right; [night 

One hour he *11 deign to give from his brief 
To flattery, fuss and pother. 

“ Though the whole mob does homage, more 
than half 

Behmd their hands indulge m sorrel chaff, 
And venomous invective. 


All wreathed with the conventional bland And he, the hard-faced Cleon with his ring 


. Of minor satellites ? Could glances sting 

That covers weary scorn or watchful guile, JXis were not ineffective I 

Shift here m sequence rapid. u ia yon comer, huddled chin to 

‘ ‘ Why is this well-dressed mob thus mustered knees, 

here ? ** Like some old Hon sore and ill at ease 

I asked my mide. ‘ ‘ On every face a sneer Left foodless in the jungle, 

“ Curls— when it is not smirking. ^ Sits Grumpbe, growling oaths beneath his 
Scorn of each other seems the one sole thing breath 

In which they sympathise, the asp whose sting At Cleon, who— to him— sums party-death 
Midst flowery talk is lurking.** A^nd diplomatic bungle. 

“ Friend, mutual mockery, masked as mutual “ * Beshrew him for a ! ’ ** “ Grttbiper 

praise, speech is strong ; 

Is a great social bond in these strange days. Flanders and screeds^ of old satiric song 
Rochepoucauld here might gather Blend in his vigorous diction. 

Material for new maxims keen and cold. Around, in lounging groups or knots apart, 
They meet, these convives, if the truth be told, Are lesser lights of thought, small stars of ar 
For boredom and bland blather. And petty chiefs of fiction. 

“‘Boyston’s Reception,— ah ! yes; beastly “Hosts of the nameless, fameless, ‘Sma 
bore ! Unknown : ’ 

But must drop in for haK an hour, no more. Men who can form a ‘ corner,* float a loan, 
The usual cram,— one knows it. . Wire-pull a local Caucus, 


‘ Grxt&iper’s 


Flanders and screeds of old satiric song 
Blend in his vigorous diction. 

Around, in lounging groups or knots apart. 
Are lesser lights of thought, small stars of art, 
And petty chiefs of fiction, 

“Hosts of the nameless, fameless, ‘Small 
Unknown : ’ 

Men who can form a ^ corner,* float a loan, 
Wire-pidl a local Caucus, 


But cannot paint poor pictures, write bad 
plays, 

Or on a platform wildly flame or praise 
In rolling tones or raucous. 

“ These lounge and hover, sip champagne and 
whiff 

Mild cigarettes ; these too, in secret sniff 
At ‘ the whole queer caboodle.’ 

TFhy do they meet ? How shall I say, good 
fnend? 

Modem symposiasts seem a curious blend 
Of porciipme and poodle, 

“In these Saturnian days Amphitryon ^reads 
His meshes wide, and counts not brains but 
heads 

The Tadpoles and the Tapers 
Are scorned by the few Titans ; true ; but 
aims j 

Differ ; to some *tis much to see their names 
Stnmg in the morning papers. 

“ So Private Views are popular, and men 
Meet just to prompt the social scribe’s smart 
Taste too austerely winnows [pen. 
Town’s superflux of chajf from its scant wheat : 
Our host prefers to mix, in his Great Meet, 

The Tritons and the minnows ! ** 

“With mutual scorn I” I cried. “Has 
Fashion power 

Thus to unhumanise the ‘ Social Hour,* 

Theme of old poets* vaunting ? 
Gregarious spites and egotisms harsh !— 
Foregathering of frog-swarms in a marsh 
Yields music as enchanting.” 

(To he continued^ 


With pouching shirt-front and disordered 
hair. 

Talking to Cramp the sturdy, 
Irreverent R. A. And he,— that *s Joyce, 


Much Hke a hurdy-gurdy. 

“You see him everywhere, though none knows 
why ; 

Every hand meets his grip, though every eye 
Furtively hints abhorrence. 

Society’s a gridiron; fools to please, 


HOLIDAY CATECHISM. 

Mr, Punch, Well, Master Jack Horner, 
where have you been this time ? 

Master J, H. Polly and I visited Madame 
Tussaud’s,— they have got Mr. Sala there, look- 
ing so amiable ! W e were pleased to see biin I 
And Polly afterwards would take me into the 
Chamber of Horrors ! But I paid her out by 

f tting her to try a boat on “Ye Ocean 
ave,** as they call it, at Hengler’s ! 

Mr, P. Done anything else ? 

Master J, H, To be sure. Looked in at 
“Niagara,” where they have got a Forest 
of Christmas trees. Capital I Popped into 
“Waterloo,” opposite. Smashed skull in a 
trophy of arms amongst the reHcs— lovely ! 
The picture, too, not half bad. Then im- 
proved our minds at the Tudor Exhibition. 

Mr, P, And where else have you been? 
Master J, PL, To the Crystal Palace, where 
they have got Cinderella tms year. It *s first- 
rate ! 

“ Vanity Un-Falr,”— A week ago a cari- 
cature of one of the most popular and plea- j 
sant-looking of oflS.cials— a scholar and a i 
gentleman — Mr. Edwaru Pigott — the i 
Examiner of Plays, was pubHshed in Vanity \ 
Fair, Unrecognisable as a portrait, the 
picture was painfully hideous. Why it 
should have been allowed to appear is a 
mystery, as Mr. Pigott is a man that either 
is, or should be, without an enemy. There is 
only one thing to be done— our contemporary 
(following a recent precedent preserved in 
its own columns) should publish an apology. 

“Speed the Parting.”— The last four 
weeks of Barntjm at Olympia are announced, i 
If this is a fact, won’t there arise a chorus of 
general jubilation from Theatrical Managers? 
Rather ! i 

“Ana.” — Obiter dicta anent the Parnell | 
Commission will be published in one supple- | 
mentary volume, entitled, Osheana, 
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THE DITTY OP THE DAGGER, 


_ [A TOtex on Fashion says, “The latest fad is the -wearing of large daggers 
itt the hair, which renders a lady quite dangerous to her neighbours.”] 


Ka.te and Maeghebt were wounded as if they ’d been to the wars, 
Hilda, too and Oloa. owe her very aggravating scars* 


Eth^ma hath a dagger ; Ieving gave it ; calmly there, 
As the fashion is, she sticks it in her coronal of hair. 


It looks very Hke ^e dagger »bont which Macbeth told such fibs. 
That cold steel which tioHed Duncan undemeatii his royal ribs. 


Ben and Ted have both been prodded, and unhappy Lionello, 
Looks as if he ’d been engaging in a terrible duello* 

If the fashion thus^ continues of stilettos worn like this, 

Men must case their heads in helmets, or ne’er go near girls, I wis. 


Whomsoever she approaches, that three-cornered dagger prods. 
And a hecatomb or corpses follows when her head she no£i. 


Hathless, were I Ethelinda’s mother, I would say, “ Beware ! 

If you must keep such a dagger, leave it upstairs— with your hair.” 


Ethblustda fiercely would repel the base insinuation. 

But the hint might save her neighbours any further laceration. 
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SET DOWN EOR TEIAL. 

Deae Ms. PtwcH:, 

Dueing the Winter Yaeation, 
now at an end, I have been visiting 
some of the theatres with a view to 
edncating my eldest son. Hearing 
that in A MarCs Shadow at the Hay- 
market there was a representation- of 
^ the Assize Chamber, Palais de Jus- 
tice, Paris,” I took Hoethbxttt (the 
name I have given to my boy, in re- 
cognition of the kin dness that is habitu- 
ally shown to the Junior Bar by 
two of the most conrteons Judges of 
modern times) to that temple of the 
Drama, and was delighted at the 
dignity and legal acuteness displayed 
by Mr. Kemble as the President of the , 
Court. On referring to the pro gramme, 
I found that the part of the Usher was 
played by Mr. Bobb Haewood, and 
I trust that learned Gentleman (I 
cannot help feeling that from his 
Christian name, Mr. Haewood must 
be connected with the law) will for- 
give me if I make a few suggestions. 
It has been my good fortune to be pre- 
sent in a Prench Court, and I can 
assure Mr. Bobb, that the Usher is an 
infinitely more important personage 
than he represents him to be. I am 
not a dramatist, but I can readily 
understand that it might interfere i 
with the interest of the play, and 
perhaps, unduly damage the import- 
ance properly attributable to the 
utterances of the Lessee of the theatre, 
were Mr. Bobb to give increased pro- 
minence to his role while Mr, Beee- 
BOHM Teee is present in the character 
of JLucien Laroque. But this is un- 
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necessary, as Mr. Kemble about the 
middle of the sitting very properly 
adjourns the Court persumably for 
Incheon. It is then, that the Usher 
should emerge from Ids comparative 
obscurity, and, so to speak, make his 
mark. ^ 1 jot down a rough idea of my 
notion in dramatic form for the con- 
sideration of the adapter of the piece, 
Mr. Bobeet BircELAifAEr. 

SCEITE — The Aisize Chamber {Palais 
of Justice^ Paris), Mr. Kemble has 
just retired with his colleagues to 
luncheon, Mr. Beeebohm Tree, as 
Laroque^ has been removed in the 
custody of an old officer, in a 
uniform produced by Messrs. 
Hatham, from a sTtetch by 
^Kael.” {Vide Programme,) Mr. 
Pere'ANDEZ is seen seated beneath 
the dock. Advocates fraternise with 
a Young Abbe, who has evidently a 
taste for sensational murder cases. 

Usher {to Crowd), How then, Gen- 
tlemen, although the Court has re- 
tired, you must keep order. {A 
murmur.) What, my authority de- 
fied I Gendarmes, do your duty! 
The Gendarmes suppress Crowd,) 
M. PAbb§, a word with you. {The 
Abbe approaches Usher respect- 
fully,) I am told by the Hurse of 
Mademoiselle Sxjzani^e that Madame 
Laeoqtje is dying. Can you kindly 
let me see the Doctor who has the 
case in hand ? 

^ Abbe {glad of something to 
soy). Certainly, Monsieur. The 
Doctor is one of my intimate friends, 
and will be proud of an introduction. 
l^Petires, in search of the Medical 
Man, 



WHAT OUR ARTIST HAS TO PuT UP WITH. 


<■ Oaw' ^ PIOTTOES. The Hohse is etol oe them 1 ” 
GeOOBB TO OIYB EM AWAY -yriTH A POUHD QE TEA, OK SOMETHINO ? 


ShS).- reappeared as Me ou,n 

SHd FiiBHAHHEE Over yonder, 

Usher. With pleasure; but {smiling) what a quaint noise! {Approaching Mr. Peekandiz^* 
Monsieur aUow me to ofi^ you my snuff-box-it is heartfiy at yonv seSf ^r. S^^DEi 

Mend, tie tins packet, which I fancy i^rom 
Vn ^ Peenaedez Smilingly bows and eats a sandwich,) I am 

w^at^do yoo wSt ^th in another disguise,) WeU, Monsieur, and 

opp^tunity of showing his well-known versatility), I 

Doctor who is attendmg Madame Laeoqtje ! She is very ill ! Believe me. Usher {Makes a 

STetl^V^^L'IdsoT”' appropriate gesticulation, finishing with these words), ssiAM he 

mher{whohasbeenw^ sad! Ah! Monsieur, you have a hand of sHver 

Mr, Tree {in the other duguise). And a heart of gold ! XPxit 

affected me strangely! But, I mnst 
^ssemhle ! Let not ^e follow heartless crowd see my emotion ! I must laugh and joke, although 
my heart may he breaking ! {Suddenly,) I will tell a good story to Mr. P'eeis’aiidiz who, I notice is 
deeply coiweraed at the news contamed in the letter he has just received from his wife — that 
of her own miserable past! ^ {Approaching the Counsel for thTh^nce,) 
my old and valued friend, let me cheer you up with au amusing anecdote. You must know 
T ^ ^ mai^asseated before the kitchen-fire watching a leg of mutton ! His 

dog was seated near him ! Mr, Fernandez {in an undertone— as himself). Go irav^ 

Lsher {ignoring the mi^rmiton). The dog seized the mutton, and the man cast the stool after 

finding four legs had stolen one leg, threw after him tluee 
^ legs— the man— four legs, the dog— one leg, the mutton— 

and t^ee^legs, ^e stool ! A quamt conceit ! A quaint — ^ha I ha ! ha ! — a quaint conceit indeed ! 

Mr, Fernandez {as before, but more so). Go away ! [Mr. Kemble here returns, and the Usher 
resumes his ordinary manr^. Scene concluded according to Mr. Bxtchaeae’s version. 
Wishing you the compliments of the season (in which Hoetbbtjtt joins), 

x> 1 , n Punch, Yours truly, A Brieeless, Jtoioe. 

Pump-handle Court, Temple, 20th Jan,, 1890, 

THE OLD, OLD STOBY. 

" It is reported from Gibraltar, that the 110-ton guns of the Penbow, have developed deftots similar to those 
recently deyeloped in the ViotoriaJ*^— Naval Intelligence, 

So when by foes defied 
At length in action tried [shot. 

'Tis found that they won’t fire a single shot, shot. 


Tbceee was a hoodwinked Man 
-rr buying his big guns, 

very often by the nose was deftly led, led, led. 
Por when he fired them first 
They did everything hut burst. 
Though guaranteed by Whitehall’s Haval head, 
head, head ! 



That some party 

hot, hot I 


hot, 
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I ’Stonishing liow the whole art of war has been transformed since then, eh ? 
Now— to me — if he was conscious of heing singular in this respect) — to me, 

all this is most interesting. Coming as I do, 6esh from Froure 

His Companion {a Flippant Person)* Don’t speak so loud. If they know 
you’ve come in here fresh^ you’ll get turned out ! 

Patronising Persons {inspecting magnificent suit of russet and gilt armour)* 

I ’Pon my word, no idea they turned out such good work in those times— very 
, creditable to them, really. 


Beeoke the Portsaits, 




. ' ~U' u 






; How Jean Fkan(;ois Millet would have treatbo ' 

j THE iNFLUEN iSA. | 

' VOCES POPULI. I 

AT THE TUDOE EXBIBITION. 

In the Central Hall. 

The usual Jocose Arry {who has come here with 
for no v&ry olvious reason^ as they neither of 
know or care about any history but their own), 
Well, I s’pose as we are ’ere, we’d better go in a buster 
for a book o’the words, eh? (To Commissionnaire,) What 
Are yer dom’ them c’rect guides at, ole man ? A. shillin’ ? 

/ ’Ere, ’ Ahriet, we ’ll make it out for ourselves. 

A Young Man {who has dropped in for five minutes— 

gust to say he^s been^ dorCt you know’^), ’Jove — my 
Aunt f Nip out before she spots me . , , Stop, though, 
suppose she has spotted me ? Never can tell with gig- 
lamps , . , better not risk it, 

. TTi [.Tsf^ spotted^’ tohile hesitating, 

. Hts Aunt, I didn’t xecogmseyoutill just this moment, 
Jera, my boy. I was just wishing I had someone to 
read out all the extracts in the Catalogue for me : now we 
can go round together. 

fJoHN afiects a dutiful delight at this suggestion, 
and wonders mentally if he can get away in time 
to go to afternoon tea with those pretty Chesterton 
Girls, 

An Uncle {who has taken Master Tommy out for the 
^ternoo7i). This is the way to make your English 


; The Uncle, Now, Tommy, you rememhei what became of Katherine of 
! Aragon, I’m sure? No, no— tut— tut— sAe wasn’t executed! I’m afraid 
I you’re getting rather rusty with these long holidays. Remind me to speak to 
I your mother about setting yon a chapter or so of history to read every day 
j when we get home, will you ? 

I Tommy {to himself). It is hard lines on a chap having a Sneak for an Uncle I 
1 Catch me swotting to please him ! 

i 'Arry, There’s old ’Enery the Eighth, you see— that’s ’im right 
} enough • him as ’ad all those wives, and cut every one of their ’eds off ! 

’ ^Arriet {admiinngly). Ah, I knew we shouldn’t want a Catalogue. 

I The Inf, P, Wonderfully Holbein’s caught the character of the man — the 
— er— curious compound of obstinacy, violence, and good-humour, sensuality, 
and — ^and so on. No mistaking a Holbein — you can tell him at once by the 
extraordinary finish of all the accessories. Now look at that gii'dle— isn’t that 
Holbmn all over ? 

Flippant P, Not quite all over, old fellow. Catalogue says it’s painted 
by Paris Bordone. 

The Int, P, Possibly — but it’s Holbein’s inanner^ and, looking at these 
portraits, you see at once how right Froude’s estimate was of the King, 

F, P, Does Froude say how he got that nasty one on the side of his nose ? 

A Visitor, Looks overfed, don’t he ? 

Second V, {sympathetically). Oh, he did himself very well ; you can see that. 
The Aunt, Wait a bit, John— don’t read so fast. I haven’t made out the 
middle background yet. And where ’s the figure of St. Michael rising above 
me gilt tent, lined with fiem^s-de-lis on a blue ground? Would this be 
Guisnes, or Ardres, now? Oh, Arbres on the right— so that^s Ardres — 
yes, yes ; and now tell me what it says about the two gold fountains, and that 
dragon up in the sky. 

1 [John calculates thaty at this ratCy he has a very poor chance of getting 
i aioay before the Galleiy closes. 

Persons, ’Um I Holbein again, ''you see — very curious 
their ideas of painting in those days. Ah, well, Art has made great progress 
since then— like everything else ! 

Miss Fisher, So that ’s the beautiful CiuEEN Mary ! I wonder if it is really 
true that people have got better-looking since those days ? 

rr ^ {.Glances appealingly at Phlegmatic FiancC*, 

Her Phlegmatic FiancL I wonder. 

, Miss F, You hardly ever see such small hands now, do you? With those 
I lovely long fingers, too I 
j The Phi, F, No, never, 

I Miss F, Perhaps people in some other century will wonder how anybody 
I ever saw anything to admire in us ? 

The Phi, F. Shouldn’t be surprised, 

rrtr v [Miss F . doss wish secretly that Charles had more conversation. 
The Aunt, John, just find out who No. 222 is. 

I John, {sulkily). Sir Georub Penruddockb, Knight. 

His AuM {with\ enthusiasrrC}, Of course — Aotd? interesting this is, isn’t it ? — 
seeing aU these celebrated persons exactly as they were in life ! Now read who 
he wasy John, please. 

YAe Int, Person, Froude tells a curious incident about 

T. I tell you what it is, old chap, if you read so much history, 
you’llendby ^ 

The Int, P, {pausing before the Shakspeare portraits,) **He was not for an 
age, hut for aU time.” 

^ why they ’ve painted none of them alike. 

A Perpn wuh a talent for Comparison, Mart, come here a moment. Do 
BmzABETH, Lady Hoby ’’—did you ever see such a likeness ? 
Mary, Well, dear, I don’t quite 

The Person with &c. It’s her living image! Do you mean to say you really 
don’t recognise it ?— Why, Cooky of course I 

^ («po?oye^ica^?y^but I ’ve never seen her dressed to go outy you know. 
The Uncle. “ No. 13, Sir Rowland Hill, Lord Mayor, died 1561 — 

V (flnxious to escape the threatened chapters if possible), I know 

about himy Uncle, he invented postage stamps I 


I ; tT ’’"'J jLLi.a,ii.c yuur JCiUS^ilsn 

! History real to you, my boy ! 

[Tojo^, who had cherished hopes of Covent Garden 
Circi^y privately thinks that English History is 
a sufficiently unpleasant reality as it isy and con-- 
eeives a bitter prejudice against the entire Tudor 
Period on the spot, 

^ The Inumgent Person, Ha ! armour of the period, 
ypu see I {Feels bound to make an intelligent remark.) \ 


about himy Uncle, he invented postage stamps I 

Over the Cases. 

First Pati'onising P. A Tooth of ftueen Katherine Parr.’" 
very quaint. 

Second P, P, {tolerantly). And not at all a had tooth, either. 


Dear me ! 


T if of yer lend 

pot ats for Me I he d tell the Royal ’atters ; “ filnd me a tile as won’t attract 
people s notice, or you won’t want a tile yerselvesin another minute I ” An’ yon 
may take yer oath they served him pretty sharp, too I 
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^Arriet {giggling)^ It ’s a pity they didn’t ask you to write their 
Catalogue for ’em. 

The AunU John, you’re not really looJcingdA> that needlework — 
it’s Q,tteen Elizabeth’s own work, John. Only look how wonder- 
fully fine the stitches are. Ah, she was a truly great woman ! I could 
hours over this case alone. What, closing are they, already f 
We must have another day at this together, Jo:i^ — just you and I. 

John, Yes, Aunt. And now — {thinks there is Just time to call on 
the Chestertons, if he goes soori) — can I get you a cab, or put you 
into a ’bus, or anything P 

Sis Aunt, ITot just yet ; you must take me 'somewhere where I 
c^ get a bun and a cup of tea first, and then we can go over the 
Catalogue together, and mark all the things we missed^ you know. 

[John resigns himself to the inevitable rather than offend his 
wealthy relative ; the Intelligent Person comes out^ saying 
he has had an intellectual treat^^^ and intends to rmi 
through Erohde again ” that evening, ’Aery and ’Aeeibt 
depart to the Ocean Wave]^ at Henglbr’s. Gallery 
gradually clears as Scene closes in. 


FOR THE SAKE OF THE EMPIRE. 

SrercE the Shah spent a pleasant evening in the Theatre of 
Varieties Horth of Leicester Square (and if it comes to that, long 



before) the Empire has been a notable place of entertainment. At the i 
present moment there is an exceptionally strong programme. Two i 
ballets, holAi extremely good. The first, The Pains Exhibitions^' 
pleasingly recalls the glories and expenses of last year so inseparably 
connected with the Cairo street dancing and the Tour Eiffel. The 
second, *‘^A Dream of Wealths^ is interesting amongst other matters 
for proving conclusively that the Demon of Avarice (conscientiously 
impersonated by Signor LtjioiAlbeetiesi), is a singularly gentle- 
manly creature, and not nearly so black as he would conventionally 
be painted. The story of the divertissement by Madame Eatti 
Lannee, if rather obscure, is still thoroughly enjoyable. It would 
seem that a miser with a comic but sound-hearted clerk, after an 
altercation with some well-fed representatives of “ the most distriss- 
fnl ” tenantry that ever yet were seen, makes the acq^uaintance of 
an apparition,” and dreams that he is the tenant of his own jewel- 
casket. In his sleep he is present at a ballet replete with silver and 
gold and precious stones, to say nothing of shapely limbs and pretty 
faces, and makes great friends with Qie ** apparition,” who shows 
him much graceful courtesy, with the assistance of one of her 
acquaintances, that singularly gentlemanly creature, the Demon of 
Avarice. That all ends happily goes without saying. 

But perhaps the feature of the Empire Theatre of Varieties (a title 
justified by the programme—a document, by the way, for which [a 
uniform charge of two pence should be made, instead of “anything 
you please. Sir,” subsequently translatable into at least sixpence) is 
the realisation, by Miss Amy Roselle, of The Woman and the Daw^ 
written by Mr. Clement Scott. The accomplished actress, in 
a simple black dress, in front of a scene suggestive of (say) an 
unused ball-room in the Vatican, holds her audience in her grasp. 
In spite of the smoke of the stalls, the levity of the lounge, and the 
general incongruity of her surroundings. Miss Roselle scores nightly 
a distinct success. Lastly, MUe. Vanoni, returning to the scene of 
her former triumphs, once again delights aU. beholders by the spright- 
liness of her singing and dancing. Ho reason to fear the disruption 
of the Empire at present. 


KICKED ! 

{By the Foot oj Clara Groo^nUy,) 

Chapter I. 

I HAD come back from India. I was in Southampton. Only a 
few months before I had been teaching whist to the natives on the 
banks of the Ganges, and I had made 
my fortune out of the Indian rubber. 

I wonder if they remember the great 
Sahih who always had seven trumps 
and^ only one other suit. Tailoring is 
in its infancy over there, and the 
natives frequently had no suit at all. 

I had not placed my money in the 
.Ganges banks, because they are noto- 
riously unsafe. I had brought it with 
me to Southai^ton. I was rich, but 
solitary. Yet I was a dashing young 
fellow, especially in my printed conver- 
sation. v^en it rained, I said * * dee.” 

Jnst smack your lips over the delightful 
wickedness of it, and then proceed. 

There was nothing to do. I couldn’t 
go to Ryde, although the waiter assured 
me it was a pleasant trip. Neither did 
I care to go for a walk. The situation 
was at a dead-lock, and I said so. 

“ Well,” said the waiter, “there’s the quay.” 

So I went to the quay. I heard a sweet young voice remark, 
“ What a shocking bad hat ! ” I fell in love with her at once. 
She was vdth a governess— obviously French — ^who remonstrated. 

“ ’Ush ! Naughty ! Signor will overhear you, Mees Smith, Then 
I give you spanks.” 

“ Well, he shouldn’t wear such a bad hat. Mademoiselle.” 

I was just turning roxmd to introduce myself, when I saw that 
they had both stepped on to the steamer. I followed them. The 
French Governess seemed to be in doubt about the boat. 

“ Autelope of the western horizon,” she said, to a surly onlooker, 
“ I will give you three piastres and a French halfpenny if you have 
ze goodness to tell me if this is ze Ryde steamer.” 

“How the dickens am I to know whether it ’s the right steamer or 
not, when I don’t know where you ’re going to ? ” asked the man. 

I knocked him down at once, and as he rose to return the compli- 
ment my hat fell off. Miss Smith caught it ou the tip of her toe as 
it was falling, sent it twenty feet into the air, caught it again in her 
large beautiful hands, and pressed it firmly down over my eyes. 

In the wilds of Assam one gets unused to the grand freedom and 
cultured geniality of English ladies. I hardly knew what to do, but 
I extricated myself slowly from the folds of the hat, chucked her 
under the chin, and remarxed, ^^Moup-ld/ ” The French Governess 
had retired to the cabin to be ill, and we were rapidly steaming from 
the qnay. 

“ Don’t! ” said Miss Smith, looking very shy and pretty. 

“Certainly not,” I replied. “ Of course you will have some tea 
with me ? ” 

“Oh, my ! ” she murmured, iu her sweet, refined voice, “Well, 
I must first go and look after poor Mile. Donnerwetter,” 

While she was below, I secured two umbrellas from the stoker, 
and improvised a sort of tent with this'' and a hack number of the 
Times, I also procured a few delicacies such as young girls love — a 
pot of French mustard, two bottles of ginger-beer, some shrimps, 
and several large buns. I spread them all out in a row. It seemed 
to make them look more luscious, somehow. We were very warm 
and cosy, seated over the boiler of the engine. Was I iu love? 
Pshaw I Decidedly not, and yet— well, she looked very pretty as she 
sat there, chattering freely about herself, and lightly dusting with 
her handkerchief one of the shrimps which was a trifle soiled. I 
gathered from her conversation that she was very rich, that she had 
no parents, and would lose all her money if something happened. 

“And is that something— er— marriage ? ” I ventured to ask. 

“ Gar’n ! ” she replied, in her pretty school-girl slang. “ What ars 
yer getting at ? ” 

“ Suppose the boiler blew up, what then ? ” 

“ Ah ! ” she replied, sadly ; “ Mademoiselle will blow me up if she 
finds us out. Listen ! she ’s calling.” 

“ Then it’s all right, because if she calls now she ’U find us in.” 

At this moment the steamer reached its destinatioD, and I was com- 
pelled to leave Miss Smith. However, I followed her and the 
Governess until they entered the gates of Plumfields, a large school 
for young ladies. Why should I go hack to Southampton ? I think 
I wiU remain at Ryde, {To be concluded in Fowr Chapters,) 


The Prince “Starring” at Poole.— His Royal Highness was 
just as successful last week at Poole in Dorsetshire (everyone who 
was there will indorse it) as he was at Pyramids in Egypt. 




‘COUNTING THE CHICKS!” 

ME Paetlet broods in reverie beatific 
Over as nice a “ sitting* ” 
golden eggs as ever fowl prolific 
Tended, nntired, nnfiitting. 
ind eggs and of- good stock, there is no 
donbt of them, . 

What will come out of, them ? 

at question interests nor Paetlet only ; 

No ; while the speckled beauty - 
s in quiescent state, content though lonely, 
The poultry-yard* s prime duty 
.ling her soul, how many minds are watching 
That hopeful hatching ! 

orthy Exchequer Hen ! Layer and sitter 
Of really first-rate quality.' 
ough rival fowls are enviously bitter, 

That doth not bate heir joUity. 
r duties Caottet Boj^bec *s game to tackle, 
Without much cackle. 

.d then, what luck! A “run’* unpre- 
cedented, ‘ ' . ' ^ 

^ Or almost so; and fodder . . 
ith which the Laureate’s Bird had been 
contented : 

Fortune has freaks far odder 
an e’en y)oet*s whimsies, any day, 

Her rivals say, 

e muet, they swear, have “ raked in golden 
barley,” 

Like the great Fleet Street “ Cock.” 
eir jealous jeremiads, sour and snarly, 
Paetlet’s prim feelings shock, 
juck ! Not at all ; but the reward emphatic 
Of skill \allatie,” 


“ Of course *tis obvious that the Tory rooster 
> Has ‘ crammed a plumper crop ’ 

Than Grand Old Chanticleer, that barn-yard 
boaster, 

Whose cro wings now must stop, [equal. 
He thought his ‘ Surplus ’ none would nearly 
Behold the sequel ? 

‘ ‘ Not quite as many eggs ? No, but far finer, 
.^d not one will be addled. 

He, in Ms day, was a Distinguished Shiner, 
But then the yard he saddled 
With cross-bred cocktail chicks, unprofitable 
For nest or table.” 

So Paetlet, in her own complacent musings ; 

And as for the outsiders, 

Reckoning up their probable gains and losiogs, 
Some fain would be deriders 
Of her, her fortune, and the brood forthcoming, 
WMch she seems summing. 

“Don’t count your chickens ere they’re 
hatched ! ’’ they snigger.* » • [rious ) 

(Old si^ws are , always dear to the censo- 
“ We ’ve seen small cnickens out of eggs 
. - much bigger. - 

You Tory hens are always so vain- 
glorious, [Chorus— 

TFe’d see— before we join tMs' Farm-yard 
The birds before us. 

“ ‘ Free Education]’ Chick ? ‘ Free Breakfast- 
table’? 

Or else ‘ Income-Tax Penny’ ? 

Humph I AIL good breeds ! We cannot say 
we ’re able 

To cackle against any. [gladly, 

Were they but in our nest, we’d hatch ’em 
But doubt ^ou sadly ! ” 


Meanwhile complacent Paetlet sits and 
broods, 

Blandly anticipative. 

As for the Public, well, of all the moods 
They clearly love the dative ; 

And, so the brood be good, won’t greatly 
bother 

As to who ’s mother ! 


Shall Women Smoke P 

I SEE, by an advertisement, that a cork tip 
ut to a cigarette prevents tongue irritation. 

have no objection to my wife’s smoking, if 
she will use these cigarettes. Her “ tongue 
irritation ” is something too trying to 

Yours truly, Socbates. 

P.S.— Might call these cigarettes the “ Xan- 
cork-tipp6 Cigarettes.” 


Steeet Music.— If the sole musical solace 
of the children of the back slums be the 
Italian organ-grinder, let him remain there ; 
but don’t let him emerge thence to worry 
and drive to distraction authors, composers, 
musicians, artists, and invalids. It was 
mainly the organ- grinding nuisance that 
killed John Leech. 


“Holy Trinity Church,” said the JPall 
Mall Gazette recently, “contains many 
notable memorials of past times.” Among 
others, appears to be the head of the Earl of 
SuEEOLK, who was beheaded in 1554. This 
though a memorial of times past, can hardly 
be pronounced a reHo of pastimes, except by 
those to whom beheading was good sport. 











One Man can take a Hoksb to Watbe, but Ten can’t make him Jump. 


THE SOUNDS OE THE STREETS. 

Me. Punch’s Special Nuisance Commissioner continued yesterday 
aiternoon this adjo^ed inquiry, which, haying now arrived at the 
stage of ^ahng with ‘street-music,” at present attracting so much 
public notice, invested the proceedings with an unusual amount of 
interest. 

The Commssioner, on taking his seat, said that, since they last 
met, he had been rather puzzling himself with the distinction that 
might he drawn between a “particular” and a “general” or a 

pretty general nuisance, ana he had come to the conclusion that 
he much doubted whether this latter kind had any definite existence, 
as there were always to be found disagreeable people, themselves the 
most intmerable nuisances, ready to support and encourage anything 
that might prove a source of annoyance or even distraction to their 
more rational neighbours. It was by these growling and can- 
tankerous philanthropists that German “ Bands of Three,” or even 
damaged bagpipes, were invited by halfpence to make hideous noises 
m quiet back-streets. He merely offered these remarks for what 
they were worth, in passing, and he would now proceed to listen to 
such fresh evidence as might be forthcoming. 

A Nervous Inyalid (who was led in tottering, and immediately i 
suwlied Tnth a ch^r, into which he sank in an exhausted condition) ' 
said, in a feeble voice, that his present shattered state he attributed 
soMyto the pver-ceasmg strain to which his nerves had been 
subjeCTed by the continuous Babel of street-noises that invaded the 
suburban quarter in which he had been induced to take up his 
residence in the belief that he was ensuring himself a quiet and snug 
retreat. {SemaUon,) From the moment when he was roused from 
his slumbers in the early morning by Sweeps who came to attend to 
somebody else’s chimneys— (crees of “ Shame ! ”)— to a late hour, fre- 
quently close on eleven at night, when a loud-lunged urchin bawled 
out a false alarm of a local murder in the “latest edition,” his whole 
life was one.continual contest with organs, with or without monkeys or 
babies, shouting fern- vendors, brassbands, broken- winded concertinas, 
Italian brigands, choruses of familv beggars, tearing milk-carts 
itmerant twihght ballad-smgers, and other disturbers of the public 
peace. \Groam^ ^d the result, from the series of shocks his system 
had now been continually sustaining for several years, was the con- 
dition to which the Commissioner could see he had been reduced, 
which he could only characterise as that of one who, once blithe, 
gay, happy, and active, was now a complete physical and mental 
meek, TO whom, if he could see, no prospect of coming relief, the 
gloom of life appeared to stretch away as a vast wilderness, with a 


prospect of such overwhelming^ depression, that he could only con- 
fj°-de his e\ddence with the significant but heartrending warning 
that he coidd face it no longer I The Witness here fairly broke down, 
and, bursting into a hysterical fit of weeping, had to be led from 
the room by a bevy of sympathising friends, 

^ The Commissionee {much moved). Dear me ! this is very distress- 
mg I Can the Police be of no use ? (A Voice, ^^Not the slightest / ”) 
Indeed I ^ ! toat ’s very awkward. However, we had better pro- 
ceedmth^e evidence. Is there anyone to be heard on the other side ? 

A Big Drum of the Salvation Army hereupon said he had some- 
thing to say. 

The Commissionee. By'all means. We are all attention. 

The Big Drum said he had been frequently charged with creating 
a ^sturbance. This charge he utterly repudiated. Of course, if such 
tnfles as destroying the tranquillity of an English Sunday, disturb- 
ing the ^peaceful worship of other denominations, creating a street 
obstraction or two, frightening an occasional omnibus horse into a fit 
of kicking, and perhaps leading up to some local excitement cul- 
mmatmg in a possible riot, be regarded as “disturbing the public 
peace ” then, of course, the Salvationists must plead gmlty. As to 
makmg a noise,” their mission was to “make a noise,” and he 
flattered himself that the “ Big Drum ” was not behind-hand, at all 
events, m that business. As far as “making a noise ” was con- 
cerned, aU processions accompanied by bands aimed at this. The 
j Salvation Army was only in the same boat with the rest. ( Oh ! oh !) 

The CoiODCSSiONEE. Just so. And for that reason a short Act 
should be passed licensing only such processions as have a national, 
emc, or State character as their raison d'etre. That, I think, would 
effectively dispose of the big drum nuisance. [Cheers.) 

A Flute-player, who from his habit of playing, in the dim twilight, 
Scotch airs without sharps or fiats, but with sudden turns and trills, 
had become the terror of several quiet suburban squares, was here 
about to be heard in his own defence, when the] proceedings were in- 
terrupted by strams of a German Band that had taken up its station 
m the street outside, and commenced an imperfect rehearsal of an 
ongmal yalse composed by the Conductor. 

An V— ^ .* j T 


I On tke Commissioner having given orders that it should he stopped 
iorth\nth, ^d it being intimated to him that, in the absence of any 
policemm, it declined to move off or cease playing under eighteen- 
pence, he thereupon expressed himself strongly on the present 
unsatisfactory condition of the existing law, and, explaining at 
me top of his voice, that it would be no use continxiing his remarks 
through a noise in which he could not possibly make himself heard, 
hastily amourned the meeting. And thus the business of the day 
came suddenly to an unexpected and abrupt conclusion* 
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A TEEY SILLY SONG. 

{By a Syndicate of Singers.) 

In the gay play-house mingle 
The gallant and the fair ; 

The married and the single, 

And wit and wealth, are there ; 
And shirt-front spreads in acres, 
And collar fathoms high ; 
Dressmakers and nnmakers 
In choice confections vie. 

A sight to soften rockses ! 

Yet low my spirit falls, 

For she is in the boxes, 

And J am in the stalls. 

The music’s lively measure, 

The curtain’s plushy fold, 

I hear untouched with pleasure, 
TJnsolaced I behold. 

And rank and fashion vainly 
My wandering eyes survey, 
Though Mrs, B. and Lady C. 

Look well in green and grey. 
The watchful leader knocks his 
Desk, as the prompter calls. 
And she is in the boxes, 

And I am in the stalls. 


How duUy moves the drama 
To one whose heart is dumb. 

In listless panorama 
The actors go and come. 

The couple just before me 
Keep bobbing to and fro. 

It doesn’t even bore me 
To see them doing so. 

The lover closely looks his 
Emotions one and all. 

When she is in the boxes, 

And he has got a stall. 

But sudden “brilliance reaches 
The playwright’s mouthing 
shams. 

And the long-winded speeches 
Grow brisk as epigrams. 
Myheart, in sudden clover, 
with smiles adorns my face, 
For, when the Act is over, 

I need not keep my place. 

I ’ll chase my fears, like foxes. 
When next the curtain falls — 

I ’ll then be in the boxes, 

Though now I ’m in the stalls. 


DIARY OF A JOLLY PARTY. 

Monday » — W e are a party of twelve 
at breakfast. A merry party. W ith 
children we make fifteen. Some one 
reads out about Russian Infiuenza, 
We laugh. In the daytime, we ride, 
lounge^ shoot. Dinner. Somebody 
is indisposed and doesn’t appear. 
Also a child has caught cold. But 
Russian Infiuenza !— absurd ! 

Tuesday . — We are a party of ten 
this morning at breaSast. Only 
three children appear. One, a boy who 
hears his holidays have been ex- 
tended over the fortnight, is very 
happy. Ho Russian Influenza here. 
Our hostess does not think it neces- 
sary to send for the Doctor, who lives 
three miles off, as the two children 
have only a slight cold, and the two 
guests don’t happen to be quite well, 
that ’s all. Headache slightly, both. 
At dinner our host, who won’t oelieve 
in Russian Infiuenza, says that he’s 
afraid he has rheumatism coming 
on. Hot grog, we all agree, is the best 
remedy. Remedy accordingly, with 
pipes. Two of the ladies retire early, 

not feeling quite the thing,” and at 



“treatment.” 

Doctor. “Ho, Sir; it is nearly obsolete in practice. We don’t Bleed now as they used 
TO DO formerly.” AtrahUious Patient. “Ah ? 1 — not with the Lancet, you mean I ” 


eleven our host says he thinks he ’ll turn in. We bid him good-night, hope lie ’ll be better, and then 
sit down and discuss news. Odd that people and children should be taken ill, but no one will for a 
moment admit the possibility of Infiuenza fouching us. 

Wednesday, Seven at breakfast. Ho host. Ho children down for breakfast ; but all apparently 
“down” with cold, or — something. Hostess comes in, apologises for being late, but much bothered 
about children, specially the boy who has got extra fortnight. He ’s got “ something ” now berides 
extra fortnight. “ Something,’’ but not Infiuenza. Very feverish in the night ; so were the two 
ladies ; so was the host. The nostess, who is great in medicines, specially new ones, has cupboards 
full of bottles of Eno and Pyrrhetic Saline (or some such name— 1 ’m not sure that it isn’t “Pyro- 
technic Saline”) and her latest fad is Salt Regal. “ Children like it,” she says, “ because it turns 
pink, and is pretty to look at.” If some of her single remedies, including foreign waters with strange 
names on them, don’t succeed, she will send for Doctor. We begin to think of returning to town. 
Also begin to wonder if all this can possibly be the Epidemic. 

Thursday. — ^Dinner, rather dull. The Butler is feeble. Crossing the parquet he is down with 
a dish. In another hour he is down with — shall we begin to say— Infiuenza ? I thought Infiuenza 
was sneezing and coughing and tiie most violent of colds. Yet I hear very little of that in the 
house. I shall pack up and leave to-morrow morning. Sharp pain in back as I stoop over^ port- 
manteau. Feel queer in head. Pains aU down my legs. Within an hour pains everywhere. 
Remember at school when one boy obstructed another’s view, the latter, would ask him to “ get out 
of the light, as your father wasn’t a glazier, and I can’t see through you.” Think my father must 
have been a glazier as I am so full of “ panes.” How bad my head must be to make tlus jest. 

-FnWay.— Don’t know how many at breakfast. ^ I ’m not. Doctor summoned, visits me. “ I sup- 
pose,” I say, by way of instructing him in the view that I want him to take, “I suppose I’ve got a 
slight chill, and this afternoon I shall be able to wrap up and get to town ? ” “ Oh, dear, no^” replies 

Doctor. “You’ll take Ammoniated Ouinine at once.’’ “You don’t mean to say that it’s ” 

“Infiuenza ?” he asks. I nod. Yes, that is exactly what it is, they have all got it in the house, 
he tells me, and no one will be able to leave for -the next ten days I ! How pleasant for our hosts ! I 
I did not believe in Influenza. I do now. Its French name is La Grippe, Je suis grippS, This 
means more than a weak name like “ Influenza.” 


CALLS FOR THE PUBLIC PROSECUTOR? 

Hot for the first time, and not for the last, Mr, Punch asks, where is The Public Prosecutor ? 
Why is it that the observations of Mr. Justice Butt and Sir Henry Hawkins are disregarded? 
Very much “ f or the pubHo benefit” was the sentence of one year’s imprisonment passed on the 
journalist who, without one tittle of trustworthy evidence, attempted to blast the character of ,an 
innocent man. But is it not still more for the public benefit that professional perjurers, suborners 
of witnesses, and fabricators of false evidence— the suborners first and foremost— should be 
publicly proceeded against, and treated with the utmost rigour of the law ? Winser, the cabman, 
who gave his false evidence so gaily in the Thlrkettle Case, has been had up, and sentenced. 
Having dealt with Winser, it is only a short step from Winser to Slough — ^but perhaps such a 
slbngh of muck, that it wants the pluck of a Hercules in the Augsean stable to commence operations, 
and a deus ex-machind — ^that is, the Public Prosecutor from the Treasury— to see that the 
proceedings are not abortive. Oh, where, and Oh, where is The Public Prosecutor ? 
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STATESMEN AT HOME. 

DCXLII. The Marquis of Salisbury, K.G., at Hatfield House. 





K';fui\Niss' 


RBIYING at the Great Horth- 
ern Station at King^s Cross, 
and desirous of testing the 
culture of the clerk at the 
Booking-office, you ask for a 
first-class return for Hetfelle. 
The clerk mechanically puts 
out his hand towards the 
receptacle for tickets, drops 
it, stares at you, and says 
Hetfelle is not on their line. 
You insist that it must be, 
being clearly set forth in 
Domesday £oo7c. The clerk 
shows a disposition to speak 
alliteratively but disrespect- 
fully of Domesday^ and, as 
the crowd presses at your 
heels, you yield to modern 
prejudice, and take your 
ticket for Hatfield. Still, you have the satisfaction of knowing that it was 
Hetfelle when the Abbey of Ely held it by favour of King Edgar. 

when Ely was made a bishopric, the Bishops lived at Hetfelle^ which 
presently came to be known as Bishops Hatfield, and a sumptuous palace 
was built, that housed in turn a son of Edward the Third, and the son and 
heir of Henry the Eighth. The latter Prince coming to the throne, under 
the title of Edward the Sixth, he gave Hatfield to his sister, the Princess 
Elizabeth. When, in due time, you arrive at Hatfield, your host takes 3rou 
out, leading you by the stately avenue to show you the oak under which 
Elizabeth was sitting, reading Greek, when news came to her that Mart was 
dead, and Elizabeth reigned in her stead. 

** Da reine est morte ; Vive la reine ! ” you opportunely remark. 

** Guite so,” says the Markiss, evidently struck by your readiness of rejoinder. 

You approach Hatfield House by the gateway near the Church, and enter 
an oblong^ court bounded by the west wing of the Bishop’s Palace, now a stately 
wreck, with horses stabled in the Hall where one time Bishops and Princes sat 
at meat. You feel inclined to linger here, and moralise -upon the theme. But 
you perceive your noble host awaiting you on the broad steps of the magni- 
ficent Jacobean mansion, a picture worthy to be set in such a framework. It 
is like a portrait of one of the earlier Cecils stepped out of the frame in 
the Long Gallery. The stately figure is attired in white doublet, teunks, and 
hose, embroidered with pearls. On the purple surcoat, lined with red, gold 
buttons gleam. The white rufic is fastened at wrist and throat with gold but- 
tons : the black cap is solely adorned with a knot of pearls ; a golden cord hangs 
from the neck ; the right hand rests upon the head of a large dog, that has, 
perhaps, a rather stufied look ; whilst the left negligently lounges on the hip 
above the ready sword. 

Is it Thomas, Earl of Exeter ? Or is it his half-brother, Robert, Earl of 
Salisbury, joint ancestor of the two great branches of the Cecil family ? Or 
is it, perchance, Robert, Earl of Salisbury, or James Cecil, first Marriss ? 

A familiar voice breaks the charm, and discloses the secret. 

“Welcome to Hatfield, Toby, dear boy; but don’t suppose that everyday 
I am got up in this style. It is only in honour of your visit, and as soon as 
you are gone, I doff my doublet and hose, put on an old coat, and go down into 
where I have a little tinkering to do with one of the electric 


wires whichnas gone wong, and threatens to burn up the premises. So glad 
to see you. Always think these informal conferences between individual mem- 
bers of the two Houses are not only personally agreeable, but may be fraught 
with the greatest benefit to the State, which we both serve. Wait tUlyou see 
my dog move.” 

!]^e noble Marriss, stooping down a little stiffly (owing to the tightness of 
the hose), toned a clock-key. After a few rotations, the dog, being set in the 
nght direction, moved out of the way, 

“Yes,” said the Marriss, pleased at my enthusiasm, “that is rather a 


triumph, I think. It is common enough to Tseelfan 
automatic dog move its two fore-paws ; but, observe, 
all the paws here work in natural sequence. Took me 
six months to bring this to perfection, working at it 
at the time when you would read in the newspapers of 
my conspiring with Hartington to keep out Gladstone, 
or negociating with Bismarck to pull the chestnuts 
out of the &e for him in Africa.” 

Your host leads you to King James’s Room, a fine 
apartment, which stands to-day in exactly the state in 
\^ch the King left it when he got up to breakfast. 
But the place is a little stuffy, and you do not care 
for the particular state of fadedness yet reached by 
the Turkey carpet. Walldng beside vour host, with 
one eye on the sword, which seems determined to get 
be Ween somebody’s legs, you pace the Marble Hall, 
cricking your neck with gaziug upon the heads of the 
Caesars that look down on you from panels in the coved 
ceiling. Up you go by the grand staircase with its 
massive carved baluster with unclothed Highlanders 
playing the bagpipes and lions bearing her^dic shields ; 
into the Long Gallery, with its coats of mail, its antique 
japanned cabinets, its cradle in which Elizabeth 
squealed, its massive fireplaces, its rare panelling ; into 
the Armoury, where you try on several suits of armour 
and handle relics of the Great Armada oast ashore in the 
spacious times of Elizabeth ; on to the Library with its 
rare collection of papers, including Lord Burleigh’s 
in which you are privileged to read in the original 
manuscript the well-lmown poem which tells how ; 

“ Here he lives in state and bounty. 

Lord of Burleigh, fair and free, 

Hot a lord in all the county 
Is so great a lord as he.’’ 

On to the Summer Dining-room through the Winter 
Dining-room, into the Drawing-room, and thence into 
the Chapel where you admire the painted window of 
Flemish work, representing in compartments various 
scriptural subjects. 

You have been so interested in the journey, that 
there has been no time for Robert Arthur Talbot 
GASCOiGNE-CEcrL, P.C., K.G., Third Marquis of Salis- 
bury, Fellow of All Souls College, Oxford, Secretary of 
State for Foreign Affairs, and Prime Minister of England, 
to tell you the story of his life. This you the less regret, 
as the Marriss is manifestly growing increasingly un- 
comfortable in his doublet and hose. So he conducts you 
to the hall, and bids you a friendly farewell. As you 
walk down the Avenue— “The Way to London,” as 
Cecils dead and buried used to call it— you ton to 
take one last look at the noble pile, Italian renaissance 
in character, of two orders, the lower Doric, the upper 
Ionic, with a highly- enriched Elizabethan central gate- 
tower, and stepped gables. 


TOMMIUS ETONENSIS LOQUITUR. 

Yultne Gubernator rursus spoliare Hiemales 
Holidies ? Durum debet habere jecur ! 

Hunc iterum versus— pej or Fortuna — Latinos 
(Deque meo capite) concoquere ille jubet. 

Fecit idem quondam ; nunc et — cogitatio leota ! — 
Stratagema veteri vendere eum potero. 

Materiso sors ulla, puto, descendit e6cum ; 

Hamque Latina illi “ mqrtua lingua ” manet. 

De quo nunc scribam ? — Yidi spectacula Barni, 

Et res, considero, non ita prava fuit. 

Bed quia Neronem atque Romam introducere oiiortet ? 

Est socio prorsus sat dare ccerulea ! 

Tunc vidi Dominum Silvse Coventis ad Hortum, 

Et Circum Hengleri, Pantomimosque simul. 

Ad scholam redeo — lamentqr dicere — mox nunc ; 

Hotio nuda manet bestialissima mi I 
0 utinam tactum possem capere Infiuenzse I 
Cuncta habeo morbi symptoma, dico patri. 

“ Undique mortalitas addo — “ excessiva videtur. 

In valli est Tamesis particulars malus ! ” 

“ Russigenus morbus ! Frigus commune cerebri ; ” 
Ille ait arridens. “ Hoc Russ in urbe vocas ? ” 

“ Sedpuerosper me fortasse infectio tanget ; 

Oh, nonne in cera Busbius (arguo) erit 1 ” 

Jingo ! Gubernator respondit— ‘ Shammere cessa ! 

Aut aliquid de quo vere dolere dabo I ” 

Hei mihi ! Deposuisse pedem nunc iEe videtur. 

Sunt lineee durse !— Terminat HoHdies. 


NOTICE.-— Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictnres of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there w ill be no exception. 



Fbbeitaey 1, 1890.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 






UNTILED; OB, THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 

“Tr^s volontiers,’’ repartit le demon. “ Yous aimez les tableaux cbangeans : je veux vous contenter.*' 
XVIIL ie BialU Boitmx, 

DabW the dame, ^e^^title ^ j. 

Both nick-names fail in neatness. ^ 

“ The ‘ acu tetigisti^ tribute rare, W !l]| |||f .■ ' ' 

Xot is e^ned, in Fleet Stoet or 

mt, ^ ^e Yictmrian drawing- , 

That Btrnck so coldly on the iSten- ^ ^ 

Soft was Ms^peeen, as muffled ' “ 

By some chill atmosphere surcharged with 1 What is her wand ? Is ’t wit. or wealth, or 


snow, 

In nnemphatio accents, level, low, 

Unhasting and nnrnffled. 

“Mrs. M.a;cENAS, then, no Horace finds 
In all her muster of superior minds, 

Her host of instant heroes ? 

That’s hard!” I said. “She does not 
greatly care,” j 


What IS her wand.? Is ’t wit, or wealth, or 
hoth?” [lith, 

“Listen ! That ’s Mdmps the mimic, nothing 
Rolling out Tamper’s verses ! 

“Tamper looks on and smiles with veiled 
delight. 

Boredom’s best friends are fellows who recite. 

Hone like, not many listen. 

But all must make believe to stand about 


My guide rejoined. “Behold her seated And watch a man gesticulate and shout, 

there ! Wifli oTmo fLo-f j 


there! 

Her court ’s as fulUas Nero’s. 

“ Seneca stands beside her. He ’s a prim. 
Sententious sage. If she is bored by him, 
The lady doth not show it. 

But there ’s a furtive glancing of her eye 
Toward the entry. There comes M art M‘Ka 


With eyes that glare and g^ten. 

“ ’Tis hard indeed to hold in high esteem 
The man who mouths out Uugene Arani^s 
Dream 

In guttural tones and raucous. 

All these have heard a hundred times before 
Young T ox, the vain and ventriloquial bore 


Toward the entry. There comes Marx M‘Kat, Young Tox, the vain and ventriloquial bore 
The Socialistic Poet. They ’d fain despatch to Orcus. 

“ His ly ric theories mean utter smash ‘ ‘ So h^ve they listened many and many a time 

To all his hostess cares for. Crude and rash, To little Jinks, the jerky comic mime, 

But musically ‘precious.’ And his facetious chatter. 

His passionate philippics against Wealth But ill would fare Town’s guest if he refused 
Mammon’s own daughters read, ’lis said, by For the five hundredth time to be ‘ amused’ 
stealth. By gush, or cockney patter. 

'• ’ “ EoHiCT’s Piso were a pleasant chum 

All that makes life worth living to the Compared with slangy laureates of the slum. 


throng 

Of worshippers who mob this Son of Song, 
Money, Monopoly, Merriment, 

He bans and blazes at in ‘ Dires ’ dread ; 

But then they know his Muse is merely Red 
In metrical experiment. 

“Well-dressed and well-to-do, the fiaming 
Bard 

Finds life ui theory only harsh and hard. 

His chevelure looks shaggy. 

But his black broad-cloth ’s glossy and well- 
brushed. 

And he ’d feel wretched if his tie were crushed, 
His trousers'slightly baggy. 

“ Harl M^x in metre or Lassallb in verse, 
The vampire-horde of Capital he ’ll curse. 
And praite the Proletariat ; 

But having thus delivered his bard-soul. 

He finds it, practically, nice to loll 
With Dives in ms chariot. 

“ Lyrical Communism will not fright 
Those ‘Molochs of the Mart’ this Son of Light 
Keeps his poetic eye on. 

‘ Who takes a Singer au grand eerieux f ’ 

Mrs. MiEcpENAS asks. So he ’s on view, 

Her Season’s latest lion. 

“ But not alone,” I said. “ If aU this host 
Are right authentic Leos, she must boast 
As potent charm as Circe’s. 


Hist ! There ’s a tenor twitter, 

A tremulous twangle of the minor strings, 
’Tis Sbraphxn, sleek Amateur, who sings, 

‘ Q-lide where the moonbeams glitter 1 ’ 
“ ‘ To puling girls that listen and adore 
Your love-lorn chants and woful wailings 
pour I ’ 

Sang Horace to BtERMoaENES. 
Seraphin;s a Tigellius, and his style 
Would bring the bland Tenusian’s scornful 
smile 

The scowl of sour Diogenes, 

‘ ‘ ’Twere ‘ breaking butterflies u^on the wheel ’ 
To let such fribbles feel the critic steel 
With scalpel-like severity ? 

Granted! But wiR no pangs the victims 
urge [scourge 

To abate that plague of bores, which is the 
Of social insincerity ? 

“ Wisdom is here, and Wit, Talent and Taste : 
The latest wanderer from the Tropic Waste, 
Sun-bronzed and care-lined, saunters 
In cheery chat with mild-faced Mirabel, 
Who with Romance’s wildest weirdest spell 
Has witched your Mudie-haunters. 

“ Colossal Batabb, heati^sahreur. whose 
blade 

A dozen desert spearmen faced and stayed, 
Stoops his hign-shoulder’d stature 


: To hear the twitteiing tones of Tiny Tim, 
j A midget, but the soul of whit and whim, 
i The genius of good-nature. 

I “Boy- faced, but virile, vigorous, and a peer, 
' Lord Mossmore talks with Tiolet de Tbre, 
The latest light of Fiction ; 

J Sfeadily-rising statesman, season’s star I 
j Calmly he hears, though Caste’s keen 
I instincts jar, 

' Her strained self-conscious diction. 

i “ Melbrum, the modish medico^ laughs low 
; At ruddy Rasper’s keenly- whispered mot — 
Rasper, a soul all strictures. 

Holds the great world a field for sketchy 
chafi. 

Many love not the man, but how they laugh 
At his swift, scathing pictures ! 

“ Wits of all grades, and Talents of all sorts. 
With rival beauties holding separate courts. 
Find here parade, employment. 

And yet, and yet, they all look cross, or 
tired; 

Your cultured city haanot yet acquired 
The art of true enjoyment. 

“ Strange ! London’s poor findj pleasure far 
too dear, 

But here, with wealth, and wit, and charm, 
and cheer. 

An should go so delightfully. 

Time gay as in the Golden Age should fleet, 
But the most brilliant stars in Babylon meet, 
And— bore each other frightfully.” 

{To he oontimied,) 


IN THE NAME OF CHARITY- 
GO TO PRISON! 

Last week Mr» Punch asked, “ Oh, where, 
and oh where, is The Public Prosecutor ? ” 
and he has received an answer. It appears 
that the offlcial has been recently engaged 
(his letter is dated the 30th of November) 
in suppressing an “illegal scheme” to aid 
the funds of the North-West London Hos- 
pital. It appears that, with a view to in- 
creasing the revenue oi that most deserving 
charity, ' it was arranged to treat some 
presents that had been made to the Institu- - 
tion as “ prizes,” to be given to those who 
sent donations to the hospital. There was 
to be a “drawing,” which was to be duly 
advertised in the daily papers. But this 
could not be tolerated. Sir A. K. Stephen- 
son, Solicitor to Her Majes’^’s Treasury, 
after denouncing the scheme in the terms 
above set forth, informed the Secretary of 
the Hospital, “that all persons concerned 
I therein subjected themselves to the penalties 
imposed by the Acts passed for the suppres- 
sion of illegal lotteries.” Well, the law is the 
law, and it would never do for Jfr. Punch to 
dispute the point with so learned a gentleman j 
as Sir A. K. Stephenson— the more espe- I 
daily as Sir A. K. S, has just been patented 
a Q,.C.— but if the Pubfic Prosecutor can 
stop “illegal schemes” for benefiting the 
sick, why can he not also deal with the pro- 
fessional perjurers, suborners of witnesses, 
and fabricators of false evidence ? Jfr. Punch 
pauses for a reply, but is disinclined to pause 
much longer ! 

Our Turn Now.— An excited para^aph 
in the morning papers announces that^‘ two 
Doctors of Tienna have succeeded in discover- 
iag the Influenza hacillus after a series of 
experiments in the Chemical and Physiologi- 
cal Laboratory of the University.” This is 
capital. Hitherto the Influenza hacillus has 
discovered m. Now the tables are turned, 
and the question is. What shall we do with | 
our prize ? A little transaction in boiling lead I 
might not be bad to begin with. ! 


VOL, xcvm. 




AN OLD FABLE. 

J-rog. ‘<IM^ TO BE AS Bia AS TOF, 0KB Day, axd SwJa.tow rov op.' Bust nr I don't I ” 


A “FISH OUT OF WATER” AT GREENWICH. 

In a not Tery •wise speech delivered while presidine at the n-ne-nino' 




P®^8,nce accurately enougli), was “ urized 
7 . novelette is more popular than 2%e 

although both brochures are equally works of 1 

Xttrod^^ce^^ 


coimaermg that amongst the authors 
F it have been Wilkie Colliits, Hugh Conway 

Buchanan, Grant Allen, Walter Besatstt’ 
a 1 and others equally well known to fame He con * 

by remarking, - that if men df aU pSs werXbe shake^ 
would be very little difference between 

sufficieSly long to ^m- 
plete the transformation^butlt would be rather a brutil experimT^ I 
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A PAGE EEOM A DIARY. 

{Purely Imaginary,') 

First Week, — let me see what I have to do. I will 
leave out of consideration my extra-parliamentary utter- 
ances — ^they will take care or themselves. Shan’t forget 
them. But other matters. W ell, I have to turn the works 
of my dear old friend Ale Tennyson into Greek— of course, 
omitting certain highly injudicious lines of a reactionary 
character. Then I must read throu|:h the last edition of 
the Fncyclopcedia Britannica, No skipping, but go through 
every article ^ thoroughly and conscientiously. Then, of 
course, there is Grand Day at Gray’s Inn. Must not forget 
that. Should like, above all things, to be present. Now let 
me see that I have got the date all right. Yes, I remember. 
Grand Day, Hilary Term. Palls on a Thursday. Ishan’tforget. 

Second Week, — ^Translation of Tennyson into Greek going 
on famously. Not had time to cut down any toees, so busy 
have I been. Got as far as “Poghom” in Fncyclopcedia 
Britannica, New edition a very good one. Glad I made up 
my mind to read it. Let me see, anything else ? Why, to be 
sure, Grand Day at Gray’s Inn ! Bather out off my hand 
or even my head, than forget that I Treasurer particularly 
nice man. So are all the Benchers. So are all “^e Bar- 
risters and the Students, Excellent fellows, all of them — 
yes, excellent. So must not forget Grand Day at Gray’s 
Inn. To be sure. Palls on a Thursday. 

Third Week, — A, T, progressing nicely. Little difficulty 
about the translation of the Northern Farmer, Bather 
awkward to give the proper weight of a country dialect in 
Greek. However, it reads very well, indeed ! Think my 
dear old friend Ale will be pleased with it ; he should be, 
as it has given me a good deal of trouble. However, all’s 
well that ends well, F, B, also satisfactory. Got into the 

“D’s.” Article upon the “Docks,” scarcely exhaustive 
enough to please me, so have been reading some other books j 
upon the same subject. Forgotten nothing ? No, because I 
remember I have to dine at Gray’s Inn. Yes, to be sure— 
23rd of January. Grand Day. Hilary Term. Falls on a 
Thursday, Would not forget it to save my election ! Look- 
ing forward to the port. Excellent port at Gray’s Inn, I am 
told. Well, well, I shall be there I I don’t believe much in 
artificial memory, but to assist my recollection, I have tied 
knots in all my pocket-handkerchiefs. Wouldn’t forget 
the fixture for a kmgdom. Falls on a Thursday. 

Fourth Week, — ^Finished Greek translation of Tennyson’s 
Poems. Very pleased with the result. Must send a copy 
to dear old Alp, Perhaps it might suggest to him that it 
would be a graceful compliment in return to translate all my 
speeches into Latin verse. Dear old friend I There is not 
another man to whom I would entrust such a task with equal 
heartiness. He would do it so well. Must look up my earlier 
orations. If Alp does any of it, he should do it all, I do 
not believe in half measures. Nearly finished the F, B, 
Article upon “Music” very interesting, “Pigs” not so 
good; however * ‘ Wheel-barrows ” excellent and exhaustive. 
Bather angry to fibad knots in my handkerchiefs, &c., until 
I suddenly remembered they were to remind me of my 
engagement to dine at Gray’s Inn, To be sure. Grand 
Day, Hilary Term. Palls on a Thursday. Sure to be a 
delightful evening. Several of my young Irish friends are 
members of the Society. I am looking forward to it so 
much. Useful things, knots. Bemembered it at once ! Tie 
them again. Also put grey wide-awake hat over clock in 
my study. That will remind me of Gray's Inn. Palls on a 
Thursday ! 

Last Week, — There, now I can come to this book with a 
clear conscience. Done eve^thiug. Greek translation of 
Tennyson ready for press. Finished letter “ Z ” last night, 
in final volume of the Fncyclopcedia Britannica, Nothing 
omitted. Bather annoyed to find someone has been tsdug 
knots in my handkerchief. Hate practical jokes ! Careless 
person, too, has been hangiug my old ^ey wideawake on the 
clock in my study. Bather a liberty I Don’t like liberties. 
Always courteous to consequently, expect every ^ 

hody to be courteous to me I Still, can’t help smiling. It 
was a q^uamt idea to hang my old wideawake on the clock in 
my study. I wonder what put such a freak into the joker’s 
head ! Now let me look at the paper that has just reached 
me from London. Dear me, ‘ ‘ The v acant Chair,’ ’ That seems 
a good title. And all about Gray’s Inn I Now, I dike 
Gray’ s Inn— a most excellent place ; everyone connected with 
it great friends of mine. And writing of Gray’s Inn, tnat 

reminds me Good gracious 1 Why, last night was 

Thursday, and I forgot to he there ! I ! 



REFRESHMENTS IN VOGUE. 

“ Quinine or Antipitrine, my Lady ? ” 


I MENU-BETTING. 

Gentlemen who bet on every event in life— who cut cards to decide 
whether they shall go into the City by cab or by underground train, and toss 
up to see whether they had better dine at home or at the Club, may be 
interested to know of a new game of chance which can be played at dinner- 
time, and in which ladies not only may but must take part. “ Betting on 
the mmw” it is called; and it is done in this way. You ask the lady 
next to you on the right -the one you have taken in to dinner — permission 
to speculate as to what dishes she will choose from among those inscribed on 
the menu ; and you back your selection in a series of bets either with the lady 
herself, or — ^if she happens not to be what the French caU sportive *' — 
with any gentleman who may be willing to do business with you. Suppose 
the lady takes you ? You make a pencil-mark against each dish which, it 
seems to you, she will fancy: and if you are right more often than you 
are wrong, you win— and the lady does not pay you. In the contrary case 
you lose— and you pay the lady. It need scarcely be said that you annotate 
your own copy of the menu^ and that the lady does not see it until the dinner 
is at an end. The same principle is observed m bettmg with a gentleman in 
reference to a lady’s probable selection; but in this latter ease neither of 
the parties interested is at liberty to express any opinion, directly or indi- 
rectly, as to the merits or demerits of the different dishes from which the 
lady has to choose. Any member of the unfair sex may make sure of win- 
ning from her antagonist— who will naturally have marked a certain number 
of mshes — ^by simply abstaining from food throughout the dinner ; though 
the lady of the house might think this impolite, ilfenw-betting is in any 
case an agreeable pastime for both sexes. It promotes digestion ; and any 
woman of moderate ability may make money by it. 


“More Light!”— T he British Museum is, it appears,^ presently to be 
opened at night, its (Elgin) marble halls and others being muminated with 
the electric light. Concurrently with this happy event Mr. Louis Pagan, of 
the Departments of Prints and Drawings, announces a course of three 
popular lectures on the Treasures of the Museum, to be delivered next 
month at the Steinwav Hall. No one knows more about the Museum than 
Mr. Pagan, and. with the assistance of ITO photographic reproductions, 
exhibited by oxyhydrogen light, he will teach the public a thing or two about 
its foundation, progress, and present contents 
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PHENOMENAL. 

Near-Sighted Man in Churoh, inspecting Sham Insect on Lady’s Bonnet. 

He is so excited by the discovery, that he hurries out oe Church in the 

MIDDLE OF THE SERVICE, IN ORDER TO WRITE TO THE PAPERS TO ANNOUNCE 

THE SUDDEN APPEARANCE OF A MAGNIFICENT SPECIMEN OF THE LARGE ToRTOISE- 

Shell Butterfly on our Shores in mid-January, as a proof of the 

Mildness of the Climate. 

AMONG THE AMATEURS. 

ITo. IV.— KETEOSPECr. 

ScBBE A large Jtooni, in which Guests are assetnhling previous to a Supper in 
honwr of a Great Actor, who is about to leave for a tour to the United 
Mates. I here has been a ^gnidaent farewell performance, in which the 
Gr^t Actor has surpassed himself. The public has shown unparalleled 
erdhus^rn; the G. A. has appeared before the Curtain, and in a voice 
choked ^h enwtion has assured his audience that the one thing that sustains 
him at this trying moment is the prospect of seeing them all again when he 

Time— ^11 45 B.M. The Room, is full of histrionic, literary, and artistic Cele- 
Mws, wi:h a few stray Rarnsters and Doctors, who like to shoio publicly 
vj ?/ ardmus labours of their professions, they can enjoy a 

mid dissipation as well as any man. Most of the leading lights of the 
Perai^aators,^ Boideeo, TnrurcuoN Sputks, Gubebt, An- 
DEW J^p, a«d Hale, hme come to prove by their presence the sympathy 
\ /Jt. On the last night but one they had concluded thew 
\ 0/ perf^ances at RlanUury. The Chairman of the Banquet is a 

' aUendant at first nights, and occupies 

Ouest of the Doming has not yet \ 
amved. A buzz of conversation Ms the air. The Secretary of the 
** anxiously hurrying about with a list, on which he 

i%CK8 oj/ fictmes, 

■ptT Boideeo). So glad all you fellows have been able to 

obTberebe is atS together, as you wished. I wonder where- 

rushes to him. JTand-shakings and con- 

a W (A. «.VC- 

tiitehS " 


Tiffington, Of course we were. We wouldn’t have 
missed it for a thousand pounds. It went first class. 

I thought jour idea of stabbing: Alphonso from behind 
instead of in frontj was a genuine inspiration. 

Gs A . Approbation from Sir Hubert. ( Bows and leaves 
quotation unfinished). But I’ve always played it like 
that, I think. 

\_8upperis announced. The Guests troop in to the 
1 supper-room, 

Tiffington Jarp, as they walk in). He’s wrong 
there. Hever did it like that before ; and, after all, I’m 
not^ sure it is such an improvement. But if you don’t 
praise these fellows they never forgive you. 

Jarp, Didn’t he say anything about our show at 
I Blankbury ? I thought you wrote to him about it. 

Tiffing ton. So I did ; wrote specially to tell him how 
j well things had gone off. But you might jnst as well 
1 try to pump wine out of a pillar-box, as expect a word of 
i sympathy or encouragement from a professional. They ’re 
j all the same. 

I \^They take their seats ^ Tiffingxon and Jarp on one 
j side of the tahle^ the other three opposite them, 

' The supper begins, 

\ Friend of the G, A. {on Tipfington’s right). Splendid 
j performance, was it not ? I never saw him in finer form 
! m my life. It ’s quite impossible to imagine anything 
! more dignified and pathetic than his death-scene. 

I Tiffington {dubiously). Hum! Yes. I’m not sure I 
I should do it like that quite. What do you say, Gushby ? 

I Gushby, It’s not my idea at all. He spins it out far 
I too long. I should like to see you act that, Tiff. 

Tiffington (complacently). Ah, well, so you might if 
I things were managed with common fairness. But (bitterly) 

I you know well enough there ’s a regular conspiracy 
against me. (To Friend of G, A,) How, of course, 
you ’ve read the notices of our performance of JECeads or 
Tails? Yes. I thought you had. Well, you have 
observed, that I don’t get more than two lines in any one 
of them, not a word more than two lines upon my soul, 
and yet any fool knows that my part was the chief one. 
But there you are.^ The beggars daren’t abuse me. 
They know the public won’t stand that, so, just to spite 
me, they try to leave me out. But they ’re very much 
mistaken if they think I care. Pooh I I snap my fingers 
at them and their wretched conspiracy. 

[^Snaps them^ and drinks moodily. The supper pro- 
\ ceeds. Conversation everywhere ranges over all 

kinds of topics,— literature^ art^ the drama, the 
political situation, the last Divorce Case, The 
j Amateurs continue to discuss tJmnselves, 

I ^ Jarp (to Boldero). Did you see that infamous notice 
in The Moonbeam ? Just like that rascal Pen fold* He 
can’t help showing his jealousy, because we never asked 
him to join the Perambulators. | 

Boldero, Yes, There you have it in a nutshell. I j 
tell you what it is. we shall have to exclude all critics 
from our show in future. 

Tiffington, Ah! that would punish them — and serve 
them right, too. Are you going to sing to-night, Hall ? 

JTall (with a sigh of resignation), I suppose I shall 
have to. I told Batterdown I should be ready, if 
wanted. 

Jarp, Have you got anything new ? 

Mall, Rather. Something particularly neat, I think. 

I call it “ The Super at Supper It goes like this : — 

\_JB[ums to his friends, who listen wiUi rapt attention, 
occasionalh/ interchanging glances expressive of 
enthusiastic admiration, 

I once knew a Super, a festive soul^ 

Who quafied champagne from a brimming bowl. 

And all night long as Tie quafied he sang, 

“ The Dukes may swing, and the Earls go hang, 

And the Duchesses, ’drat ’em, may go and be blowed ; 
They ’ve all been there, and they fcnow the road — 

They ’re slaves, but the Super who sups is free— 

Oh 1 the Super’s life is the fife for me I 

Chorus, 

With a hey-diddle-diddle and fiddle-di-dee. 

Oh ! the supping Super ’s the man for me ! ” 

Spinks, Boldero, Gmhhy, Jarp (with enthusiasm). My 
dear fellow, that ’s immense. 

Mill, Yes, it’s not bad. Therein are six verses, some 
of them even better than that. 
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{The Chairman rises to pj'opose the only toast of the evening^ 
** Success to the Great Actor who is about to leave us for a 
short time^'* The usual speech— reminiscent^ anecdotic^ 
prophetic of tremendous triumphs, mildly humorous, 
pathetic. 

The Chairman {concluding). Therefore I hid yon all charge 3 ronr 
glasses as fall of wine as yonr hearts are full of sympathy, and join 
me in wishing snecess to the Q-reat Man, who is ahont to cull new 
laurels in a foreign land. 

{Roars of applause,^ Immense enthusiasm. The Great Actor 
responds, Se is moved to tears, RLe assures his friends, 
that wherever he may go his heart will ever turn fondly to 
them. Great cheering, 

Tiffington {puffing his cigar), ITot so bad. I always said he 
could speak better than he could act. 

{The supper concludes. Hall has not been ashed to sing. 

Friend of Great Actor {departing, to Tiffington). It’s been a 
splendid evening, hasn’t it ? ^ 

Tiffington {putting on his coat). Yes. Pretty fair. {To Hall.) 
Sorry for you, old chap. But the song will keep. 

Hall, Keep ? Oh, yes, it ’ll keep. I ’U make it red-hot for the 
lot of ’em, and sing it at Blankbury next year. They won’t like 
that, I rather think. 

Jarp, Ho, by Q-ad ! {Exeunt omnes, 

THE SHEEWING OE THE TAME. 

Dear Mr. Punch, 

Mr. P. R. Benson deserves commendation for a new idea. 
Shakspeare has been presented in many forms, but the notion of 
giving the Bard without any acting to speak of is a novelty. And 
it is not quite certain that it is a mistake. After aU, a bad actor is 
an infliction, and it is better to have gentlemen who have not spent 
centuries in mastering the intricacies of their profession than a noisy 
personage who tears his passions to atoms. The recent revivals of 
A Midsummer Nights Hr earn and the Taming of the Shrew at the 
Globe Theatre show how pleasing Shakspearian representations may 
be made, even when their success depends less upon elocution than 
scenic eflect. The flrst of these plays was simply delightful, with 
its fairy glades and “built-up” temjdes. The last, too, is well ofl 
for “cloths,” pleasingly representingTadua and Yerona. The per- 
formers (with the exception of Mr. Stephen Phillips, who speaks 
his lines with admirable eflect) are not so noticeable. One of tide 
best-played parts in the piece is filled by an actor whose name does 
not appear in the programme. He has nothing to do but to carry 
ofl Katherina (Mrs. P. R. Benson), in Sc, 5., Act III., on his back. 
That he looks like an ass while doing this goes without saying, but 
stiU he is a valuable addition to the cast. From an announcement 
in the programme, it appears that Othello, Hamlet, and the 
Merchant of Venice are shortly to be played. It seems at the first 
blush a difficult task to pick out of Mr. Benson’s present company 
a gentleman quite suited to fill the title r6les in the two first, and 
Shyloch in the last. But, no doubt, the Lessee and Manager thinks 
the playing of the characters of the Prince of Denmark and the 
Moor a matter of minor importance. And, if he does, it may be 
argued, from the cordial reception that has been accorded to 
A Midsummer Nights Dream and the Taming of the Shrew ^ that 
he has an excellent reason for his opinion. 

Believe me, yours truly. 

One who is Easily Pleased. 


HOW TO MEET IT, 

Sir,— Having read all the letters that have appeared in the papers 
suggesting a treatment for the prevailing epidemic, I have got, 
perhaps, a Kttle confused ; but, on the whole, the following is the 
course, as far as I can make out, that it would be prudent to pursue 
on finding oneself threatened with any of the well-known symptoms. 
Immediately get into a warm bath seyeral degrees hotter than you 
can possibly bear it, then get out again. How go to bed, send for 
your family solicitor, and make your will, meantime trying every 
half hour half a tumbler or so of any patent medicine the advertise- 
ment of which occurs to you. Call in a homoeopathic doctor, and 
give his system a turn for four-and-twenty hours ; then send for 
your own medical man. Take care that they do not meet on the 
stairs. Take anything and everything he gives you for the next 
eight-and-forty hours, interspersm^ his prescriptions with frequent 
tumblers of hot and steaming ammoniated quinine-and-water, getting 
down at the same time more beef tea, oysters, champagne, muffins, 
mince-pies, oranges, 'nuts,- and wmskey tnan, under ordinary 
circumstances, you feel would be good for you. Continue the above 
treatment for a couple of months. This is wlmt I am going to 
try, if I am down with it. As I said above, it is, if a little compli-, 
Gated, sure to be all right, for I have got every item of it from a 
careful perusal of those infallible guides and directors in all 
modem mffioulties and doubts, The Daily Papers, 


KICKED! 

{Sy the Foot of Clara Groomley,) 

Chapter II. 

I AM stiU at Ryde, and it is still raining. On a day like tihis, a 
little Ryde goes a great way. Ho Ryde without rain. Telle est la 
. ; — vie. The young girls at 

^ ' Plumfields sit writing 

^ ^ themes indoors instead of 

f' ^ taking their exercise in the 

keeps on, I 

I shall go to wEd Assam 

7 -7 ' I _ again, or to the Goodwin 

77^7;^ A Sands. James, the head- 

- ' ~ ■ waiter, has told me thirteen 

different stories of the 
^ . hannted room of this hotel. 

Hone of them are amusing, 
or interesting, or have any- 
thing to do with this tale. | 


If I were writing a shilling 
volume, I should put them 
in by way of padcBng. As 


\ V' ' Tg-' it is, “^eymay go out. I 

X'' \ I have seen MUe. Don- 
X 4 iw -1 NJl V NERWETTER. She was racing 

along on the pier, and I was pacing along in the rear. I saw her and 
cau^t her up. I hastily pressed all the valuables that I had with 
me— four postage-stamps and an unservioeahle watch-key — into her 
hand, and entreated her to give me an interview with Miss Smith. 

“ Me muchee want to oblige English Sahib,” she said, in her pul- 
verised English, “ hut ze Effendina— ze what you call ’ead-mistress, 
French lady like myself — she no like it. She give me the bottine, if 
I let great buckra massa talk to Fraulein Sheets. But lookeo— I 
give you straight tip. Miss Sheets is on ze pier now — ^you write 
note — slip it in her hand. I wink ze eyebrow. I have a grand envy 
to oblige the English Signor. Ah ! Bismillah ! Quelle alouette ! ’’ 

She IS French, very French, but she has a kind heart. I hurriedly 
wrote a few impassioned words on my left cuff, and folded it into a 
three-cornered note. I dropped it down Miss Sheet’s neck as I found 
her leaning over the side of the pier, and then ran away. I heard 
her murmur, “ Someone’s mistaken me for the post-offi.ce.” 

It is stiU raining, but I am quite happy. 1 have seen her again, 
and I feel that she loves me. It was impossible to mistake the 
tendresse with which she murmured, “post-office.” lu my little 
note I requested her to send a reply to this hotel. I have asked her 
to tell me plainly what her income is, and to state on what conditions 
she wiU forfeit it. Of course, she has no income now, as she is a 
minor, but I would wait a year or two for a certainty, ShaU I write 
her some verses— lines to a minor, or thoughts on the Southampton 
quay ? Perhaps I had better wait until I obtain tbe statistics. Ah, 
here is James, bringing me a note. It must be from my darling — 
no, it is from MademoiseUe. 

Dear Sir, — Miss Smith am going away to Londres, A telegram 
come for her, and I look over the shoulder. It say, ‘ Poor Tommy ’s 
kicked ! Come at once,’ Miss Smith make the tears. 

Yours, Lucia Donnerwetter. 

I must be ofl to London and get this matter traced. James entreats 
me to buy a new hat when I am away. He says it ’s bringing dis- 
grace on the hotel, and keeping away custom. What 1 Give up the 
hat which her dear foot has kicked ! Hever ! But, perhaps, I will 
have it ironed. The iron has entered into my soul, and perhaps, it 
would be doing more good on mv hat. Yes, I will have it ironed. 
It does look a little Hmp. Ironed or starched— what matter, when 
my darling is gone, and left me with no information as to her income r* 
{To he concluded in Two more Chapters,) 


<< Venice Preserved in The Haymarket. 

Ho— not Otway’s tragedy, and not under Mr. Beerbohm Tree’s 
management, but at the Gallery next door to the Theatre, and under 
the superintendence of Mr. McLean, you will find not only Yenice, 
hnt Florence, Prague, Heidelberg, Capri, Augsburg, Huremburg, 
Lmsbriiok, and a good many other picturesque places, preserved in 
about a hundred water-colour drawings, by Mr. Edward H. Bearne. 
If there were not so many rivers and lagoons in the exhibition, it 
might be called the “ Beamese Oberland.” These pictures are well 
painted, and, during the gruesome weather, a tiny tour round this 
sunny gallery is mi^ty refreshing. 


Study for the PjkiCAN Club,— The “Logic and Principles of Mill.” 
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HAPPY THOUGHT. 

HIT UPON A Plan POK HABDBNITO^HIMSELpj^^ITj” ™ EXTBKMINATED BY THEM, HAS 
HAS MADE HIM ABSOLUTELY InTOLNEBABLE — gm THINKS, FOR LlFE 1 " WbEK Oi THE DISCIPLINE REPEESJSNTED ABOVE 


“BRITONS NEVER WILL BE SLAVES!” 

<^A SciTiefrmi a Dorrmtic Gcnnedy,) 

up^arwteirthemoTn^ * British Workman, and she got 
fast.^"^**" early,” she said, “ to see that my man has his break- 

P’"* 0“ to l>oa, and laid the 

elom, and swept out the rooms. Then down came Bon rather in «a 

^“4 t*®®”- ^O't® over-night at the “ Cock and 

p^ojie to work, indeed. ! firrumhled BiTR ** "Vaa » * t j-i. x j 

all t^ wk, and Vorse luck S ^ ^°®® 

Carry Bon his dinn^A In the nana^li-f^^^’ ^ 

to cook it, andT was S work she had been able 

prepared to take it. ¥t was a ter when she was 

of work and if fir m inri +'w»A 1 walk (in the rain) to Bob’s place 
hahy. But both got there she o^d not leave the 

And then Mrs. Bob huremdT^^to^« “ooi^nt. 

from scho ol, g^rx^idday meal, ild Ss. B^Bfid^UntyTf wmk 


to do afterwards. She had to mend, and to scrub, and to sween 
and to sew. She was not ofl her legs for a moment and had e'fe 
& Toman, she would hive been IhoroVghl^ doSe up 

rapper toilette and the cookmg of Bon^s 

rapper. Hot lord and master entered in due oonrse. and she hetoe.? 

hifpipe toMm! finished his food) lighted 

“Mended my 'clothes P” asked Bob. 

Of course I have.’’ 

^S'je done toem all— every one of them.” 

pa^f ^dbegirTto readit“^“^“’ 

BlavesIS'i'urkfyr’’ “ think! They have got white 

The Jihe'^saill ’tl • ’ V!?l'®4 Mrs. Bob, lost in amazement. 

??? Ps-Tised tidying up the room “ Ah ^ thev 
wo^^^'t allow anything of that in^lnglaSdTlwo^d they! 

wito Lr ?”’ Ms pipe, and sprawling before the fire, agreed 


The Biviera in Bond Street. 


THE FOREIGN FOX. 

{WUh apohffies to JEsop.) 
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rugged final line which effectually mars the harmony of the original 
I stanza. 



BOOKING-OFFICE. 


“Beino me my books! ” said the Baron, not for the first time. , prefer Scotch bro& weU peppered to Butte- Scotch, 

But on this occasion the Baron was a prisoner in bed, and likely to Journey to the Hebrides, by Mr. and Mrs. Penn^. 

remain so for many days. Consequently, he required amusement. ^ beaten track in their tour, which 

He had heard of a book, called Three Men in a Boat, by Mr. Jeeome i® Pleasant, and their views of Scotland, though they may causecon- 
E:.Jeko3U[e, some of whose observations, in acollection of papers entitled ?oversy, are novel, and at the s^e time indescribably refreshing. 
Stage-land, had caused him to laugh several times, and to smile f-s to the views of Scotland chronicled by Mr. Ppns^i's clever and 
frequently, for the subject has not been so well touched since Hulbeet taeile pencil, are full of thought, elaborate detail and wond^us 
Abbott aBECZEiT wrote his inimitable Quizziology of the Drama, ongmahty. There are some forty of these, all remarkable for their 
which for genuine drollery has never been surpassed. Anticipating, ©"^^lasteg variety and high artistic excellence, 
then, some side-sphtters from Three Men in a Boat, the Baron sent Hermione {Blackwood) is rather an idyl than a novel, and 

for the work. He opened it with a chuckle, which, instead of develop- done better still if it had been cast m the form o± a 

ing itself into a guffaw and then into a fit of uncontrollable laughte, J^medy. ^e still anonymous author who followed up Zit and 2k)e 
gradually subsided altogether, his smile vanished, and an expression ^Y.Dadi/ Bluebeard possesses the gif t, rare among novehsts, of 
of weariness came over the Baron’s face, as after heroically plodding sparkling dialogue. The quicMy changing scenes in the 

through five chapters he laid the book down, and sighed aloud, chapter of Dr. Hermione, with its sprightly chatter woiild 
“Well, I’m hanged if I see where the fun of this is.” The serve the poor player almost as it stands. It is not too late to think 
Baron may be wrong, and the humour of this book, which seems to j comedy. In the meanwhile the novel does very well,^ and 

him to consist in weak imitations of American fun, and in conver- ^ had made his story a book for the plO'y* we should have mis^d 
sations garnished with such phrases as “ballv idiot,” “ballv damty descriptions of scenery. Nothing is so good as his 

tent,” “doing a mouch,” “boss the job,” “put a pipe in his description of the Lake District in Autumn, unless it be his pictures 
mouth, and spread himself over a chair,” “ land biTn with a frying- surroundings of the Nile as it 

pan,” “ fat-headed chunk,” “ who the thunder ” and so forth — a st^e Plows through hushed old Egypt and its sands, 

the Baron believes to have been introduced from Yankee-land, and ^i^® some grave mighty thought, threading a dream, 

patented h^e hy the Sporting^ Times and its imitators, — interspersed 8o7ne Places of Mote in England (Dowdeswells) have been deftly 

with plentiful allusions to whiskey- drinking, may not be, as it is not, noted by a notable artist, namely. Bibeet Fostee. From the 



I 



■ “places of note,” he has evolved some of the most delicate of 
' harmonies. Whether he gives us a Canterbury cantata, a Eichmond 
I rondo, a Stratford symphony, a Lambeth lied, or a Tilbury toccata ; 
[ we are equally delighted with his choice of niotko aud his brilliancy 
I of execution. In this volume we have five-and-twenty pictures, 

! admirably reproduced in the highest style of lithography, Mr. 

I Bieeet Fostee has been before the public for many years — ^he 
! appeared, if we mistake not, in the early numbers of the Illustrated 
News : his work has been constant, and bis pictures countless ever 
I since, and yet, in the present volume, we find him better than ever.. 
Sporting Celebrities, The first number of this new monthly con- 
tains two excellent portraits by M. Waxebt. One is of the Duke of 
Beaxteobt, the other of Mr. CHOLiiONBEiEr PEiraTnx. They are 
I accompanied by crisp well- written biographical notices. The two 
i portraits are weE worth the price charged for the Magazine. A 
i couple of good photographs for a shilling, cannot be considered dear. 

I In addition to this, there are twenty pages of letterpress — so altogether 
1 it is a splendid shillingsworth. Baeon be Boobz-Woems & Co. 


to his particular taste; and yet, for all that, it may be marvellously ’ 

funny. So the Baron requested an admirer of this book to pick out the j ANSWERS TO COREESPONDEI^TS, 

gems, and read them aloud to him. But even the admirer was com- i Insanitaet Dxjst-bins.— That your servants should have thrown 
peUed to own that tjm gems did not sparkle so brilliantly as he had half a lobster, several potted meat-tins, an uneatable rabbit-pie, 
at first thought. Y®!** observed the admirer, it has had a big and all the vegetable refuse of your household, into your dust-bin, 
sale.” Three Men in a Boat ought to have,” quoth the Baron, and that it should not have been “ attended to ” for upwards of two 
cheerily, md ten he called aloud, “Bnng me He com- months, is quite sufficient to account for the intolerable odour of 

Eeview , a nd the first meeting of Mr, Pickwick 'wpih which you and all your neighbours on that side of the street have 
the^Wardle fanmy. Withm five mmnt^ the Barou was shaking had reason to complain ; but, as yon seem to think nothing but an 
with^ ^asmodic laughter, and Chiles Diceens’s drollery was as epidemic fever, caused by the nuisance, will rouse the Authorities, 
irresistible as ev^.^ Of course the Baron does not for one moment you might, by throwing in a pound or two of phosphate of lime, the 
mean to be so unfair to the Three Men in a Boat as to institute a same quantity of copper shavings, and a gallon or so of nitric acid, 
comparison between it and the immortal Pickwick, but he has heard as you suggest, create such an intolerable stench, that something 
some youn^ gentlemen, qiiite of the niodern school, who profess would have to he done, and that without delay, to preserve your 
themselves mtensely amused by such works as this, and as the two entire neighbourhood from a visitation of the plague. Try it, hy 
books by the author of Through Qreen and yet allow that all means. In the meantime have a notice, as you propose, put in 

they could not find anything to laugh at in Pickwick, They did your kitchen window, to the effect that a champagne luncheon, and 
not object to Pickwick, as ladies very often do, that there is so half-a-crown a head, will he provided for the dustmen if they will 
much eatmg and drinking in it. ‘ ‘ says the Baron, in bed, only call. Failing this, you might take the steps you seriously con- 

Q-ive me my Pickwick, and, after him, for a soothing and pleasant template, with a view to marrying into the dust-contractor’s family, 
compamon, give me Waseotgton Ievi^g. When I’m in another This, perhaps, coupled with a series of urgent letters to the Times, 
sort 01 humour, brmg me Thaceeeat. For roUickmg Irish life, give would be your wisest course. But, in the present unsatisfactoiy 
me Levee. But as to youth -about- town life of the present day, state of the law, it is difficult to know how to advise you for the 
I do not know of any second-class humorist who approaches within best. Tour idea, if the worst comes to the worst, and you cannot 
measurable distance of the author of The PoUleton Legacy, in the get the Testry to attend to it, of blowing np your dust-bin 

“The Co.” speaks:— yourself with gunpowder, you might resort teas a last expedieut : 

-4 Tour in a Phaeton, hy J. J- Hisset, is an interesting account but, as you seem to think it mi^t bring down your portico, and 
of a driving trip through the Eastern Coimties. It abounds in possibly the whole front of your honse as well, we should advise you 
hisseytorical research ; we are taken to all kmds of out-of-the-way not to put it into execution till assured that your attempts to get 
and picturesque places, of which the Author gives us graphic pictures your dust-bin emptied by some less violent means have all hopelessly 
with pencil as weE as pen. A fresher title to the work might have failed. Anyhow, try the copper shavings and nitric acid first. ^VYe 
been devised, as the present one bears a striking likeness to Mr, thiuk you will find, if steadily persevered in, that they will, coupled, 
Biace’s Adventures of a Phaeton, — ^who, by the way, was the first possibly, with some legal proceedings, settle the matter for you. 

to render driving tours ^popular. The volume abounds in poetical 

quotations. The authority, however, is seldom given, and inverted 

commas are conspicuous by their absence. It can hardly he imagined Moee Gloet. — The fall of a fragment of a chandelier has shed an 
that all this poetoy is by the writer of the book. In one instance he additional lustre — or a portion of a lustre— on the Brav^ G-iniral, 

quotes a well-known verse by Ashbt-Stbebt, without acknowledg- 

ment, in which, for some inscrutable reason, he has introduced a Q,xjitb the Fiest BBiDGfE. — ^The Forth Bridge. 
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TOO BAD OF TOTJ TO SEND JJ8 SUCH A GlOBE— CRACKED FROM TOP TO BOTTOM I ** 

Vicar {mlling from iM Study-door at md of passage)^ dear, did toxt recollect to send for Hoskins about the Globe you 

HAD THE LITTLE ACCIDENT WITH LAST WEEK]” 


AN UNSCIENTIFIC DIALOGUE. 

{On a highly Uninteresting Topic.) 

First Aspiring Political Economist [pwking his way cautiously). 
What the Bimetallists maintain is this : that by fixing an artificial 
ratio between the relative values of gold and silver, yon somehow 
(a little vaguely) keep np ^prices; and so, at least,— so I fancy, — 
assist the circnlation of capital. At all events, that is what I take 
M. Emue db Laveleye to mean. [Tentatively.) Ton see that, 
don^t yon ? 

Second Aspiring Political Economist, Not a bit of it. Why, 
Emile db Laveleye is an ass. [Emphatically.) Giffen says so. 
And yon can^t have a higher anthority than Giffen [clinching the 
matter). Why, he’s Hon. Assistant Deputy Secretary to the Board 
of Commerce ; [with animation) in fact, he says that all Bimetallists 
are hopeless lunatics, and, in my opinion, he ’s about right. 

Third Aspiring Political Economist, I don’t see that at all. But 
if you are going to settle the matter by merely quoting names, what 
have yon got to say to Eoxwell, the London Professor? He’s a 
Bimetallist, and no mistake. 

Second Aspiring Political Economist, “Got to say?” Why, ask 
Levin of Cambridge what he thinks of him. Levin backs np Giffen 
in every word he says, and I agree with both of them. How can yon 
have two standards ? [Explicitly,) The thing is preposterous. 

First Aspiring Political Economist, It is all very well to lay down 
the law in that fashion, but it will not dispose of facts. Yon may 
quote Giffen, or Levin, or anyone yon like, bnt they will not be 
able to do away with the circnmstance, that prices are regulated by 
the quantity of money in circulation [with a little hesitation) ; at 
least, that is what 1 understand the other side to maintain. 

Second Aspiring Political Economist, Sheer nonsense. How does 
the q.nantity of money yon possess afiect the price yon pay for a com- 
modity ? The fact of your having twenty sovereigns in your purse 
won’t make your butcher charge yon an extra halfpenny a pound 
for a leg of mutton 1 That must be clear to any fool I 

First Aspiring Political Economist, But yon don’t understand. 


It’s numbers that do it. They mean, if thirty millions of peop 
each have twenty sovereigns a-piece m their purses [douhtfuUt 
then, I suppose, the butchers would raise the price of their me« 
At least, that’s what I fancy they imply when they talk of i 
“artificial currency” raising prices [with some vagueness), or is 
“ artificial prices ” creating an increased currency. I couldn’t qw 
follow them in this. But I am sure, whichever of the two views w 
expressed by M. Emile de Laveleye, that one had, no doubt, 
great deal of sound argument to back it. ^ 

T7iird Aspiring Political Economist, I think yon miss the poii 
Take an illustration. Say yon arrive at a canmbal island with t 
thousand complete sets of evening dress clothes, and that anoth 
ship, just before the arrival of yours, has taken the last ten-ponn 
note off the island, how, supposing there was to be a nati 
rush to obtain one of your suits, would the absence of any money 
pay for them affect their market value ? I mayn’t have got it qni 
correctly, bnt this, or something like it, is one of the cases th 
Giffen brings forward to prove his point. The matter, howev( 
appears to me to be a little complicated. 

Second Aspiring Political Economist, Not in the least. It prcv 
the humbug of the Bimetallic position np to the Lilt. Of cout] 
you must assume, that the cannibals desire to dress in eveni 
clothes. I confess that has to be considered, and then the questi 
lies in a nutsheU. There can’t be two opinions about it. 

First Aspiring Political Economist, Well, to ,me, though, 
course, I am willing to admit there may be something in it, I ca 
say that the matter is, at first sight, convincingly clear. ^ [Candidl, 
My chief difldculty is, I confess, to arrive at any definite conclnsi 
with myself, as to what “Bimetallism” really means, and what 
does not ; and I own I feel stiU vague as to the two questions of 1 
infinenoe of the quantity of money on prices, or the price of a co 
modity on the value of money respectively, and, though I carefu 
read all tiiat appears in the daily papers on the subject, I am oo 
polled to own that I do not seem to be nearer a solution of i 
perplexing difificulty. However, it is, no doubt, a highly absorbi] 
n not a very useful, subject for investigation. 

\_Left investigating it as Curtain fa 
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MR. PUNCH'S MORAL MUSIC-HALL DRAMAS. 

No. lY. 

OuB present example is pure tragedy of the most ambitions kind, 
and is, perhaps, a little in advance of the taste of a Music-hall 
audience of the present day. Y^hen the fusion between the Theatres 
and the Music-Halls is complete — when Miss Bessie BelIiWOOi) sings 
“ What Cheer, at the Lyceum, and Mr. Henet Ieying 

gives his compressed version of Samlet at the Trocadero ; when 
there is a general levelHng-up of culture, and removal of prejudice 
— ^then, and not till then, will this powerful little play meet with 
the appreciation which is its due. The main idea is suggested by 
the Mis ses Tatloe’s well-known poem, The Tin, though the 
dramatist has gone further than the poetess in working out the 
notion of Nemesis. 

THE FATAL PIN.— A Teagbdt. 

Drasiatis Personje. 

Emily Heedless, By either Miss Yesta Tiilet or Mrs. Beeitabd 


Teter Paragon, Mr. Fobbes Eobebtsoh or Mr. Abthub Bobeets 
(only he mustn’t sing “ The Good Young Han who Hied^^). 
First and Second Bridesmaids* Miss Maude Millett and Miss 
Aiinib Hughes. 

Scene. — Emily’s Boudoir, sumptuously furnished with a screen and 

sofa, c. Boor, B.., 
leading to Emily’s 
Bed-chamber, JDoor, 
L. Emily discovered 
IL in loose wrapper, and 
' ‘ reclining in uncomfor- 
table position on sofa, 
Eynily {dreamily). 
This day do I become 
the envied bride of 
Peter, justly sur- 
named Paragon ; and 
' much I wonder what 
^ in me he found (he. 



who Perfection so per- 
sonifies) that he could 


^ condescend an eye to 
^ cast on faulty, f eather- 
# headed Emily I How 
solemn is the stillness 
all around mo I {A 
loud bang is heard 
behind screen.) Me- 
thought I heard the 
dropping of a pin! — 
perhaps I should arise 
and search for it . . . 
Yet why, on second 
thoughts, disturb my- 
self, since 1 am, by my settlements, to have a handsome sum allowed 
for pin-money? Nay, since thou claim’ st thy freedom, little pin, I 
lack the heart to keep thee prisoner. Go, then, and join the great 
majority of fallen, vagrant, unregarded pinhood — ^my bliss is "too 
supreme at such an hour to heed such infidelities as thine. 

\_Falls into a happy reverie. 
Enter First and Second Bridesmaids. 

First and Second Bridesmaids. What, how now, Emily — not yet 
attired ? Nay, haste, for Peter will be here anon I 

[They hurry her off by R. door, just as Peter Paragon enters 
L. in bridal^ array. H,B.-^The exigences of the Drama 
are responsible for his snaking his appearance here, instead 
of waiting, as is more usual, at the church, 

Teter {meditatively). The golden sands of my celibacy are running 
low— soon falls the final grain ! Yet, even now, the glass I would not 
turn. My Emily is not without her faults — was not without 
them,” I should rather s^, for during ten idyllic years of courtship, 
by precept and example I have striven to mould her to a helpmate 
fit for me. Now, thank the Gods, my labours are complete— she 
stands redeemed from all her ^ddiness ! {Here he steps upon the 
pin, and utters an exclamation), Ha ! what is this ? I ’m wounded . . . 
agony ! With what a darting pain my foot ’ s transfixed ! I ’U summon 
help {with calm courage) — ^yet, stay, I would not <liTn this nuptial 
day by any sombre cloud. I ’U bear this stroke alone — and now to 
probe the full extent of my calamity. {Seats himself on sofa in such 
a position as to be concealed by the screen from all but the audience, 
and proceeds to remove his boot.) Ye powers of Perfidy, it is a pin! 
I must know more of this — for it is meet snch- criminal neglect 
should he exposed. Severe shall he that honse-maid’s punishment 
who ’s proved to be responsible for this ! — ^but soft, I hear a step. 
[Enter First and^ Second Bridesmaids, who hunt diligently upon 
the carpet without observing presence. 


EmilyU Voice {within). Oh, search, I pray yon. It must be there 
— ^my own ears heard it fall ! [Peter betrays growing uneasiness. 

The Bridesmaids, Indeed, we fail to see it anywhere ! 

Emily {entering distractedly in bridal costume, with a large rent 
in her train). You have no eyes, I >11 yon, let me help. It must he 
found, or I am all undone ! In vain my cushion I have cut in two— 
’twas void of all hut stuffing . . . Gracious Heavens, ip think that 
ail my future bliss depends on the evasive malice of a pin ! 

[Peter behind screen, starts violently, 

Teter {aside), A pin I what dire misgivings wrin^ my heart! 
{Hops forward with a cold dignity, holding one foot in his hand.) 
Yon seem in some excitement, Emily ? 

Emily {wildly). You, Peter ! . . . tell me— have yon found apin ? 
Teter {with deadly cahn) , Unhappy girl— I have I { To Bridesmaids.) 
Withdraw awhile, and when we need you, we will summon you. 
{Exeunt Bridesmaids ; Emily and Peter stand facing each other 
for some moments in dead silence.) The pin is found — for I have 
trodden on it, and may, for aught I know, he lamed for life. 
Speak, Emily, what is that maid’s desert whose carelessness has 
led to this mishap ? . . 

Emily {in the desperate hope of shielding herself). Why, should 
the fault he traced to any maid, instant dismissal shall be her 
reward, with a month’s wages paid in lien of notice ! 

Teter {with a passionless severity). From your own lips I judge 
you, Emily. Did they not own j net now that you had heard the falling 
of a pin— yet heeded not ? Behold the outcome of your negHgenoe ! 

[^Extends his injured foot, 
Emily, Oh, let me kiss the place and make it well ! 

Teter {coldly withdrawing joot). Keep your caresses till I ask for 
them. My wound goes deeper than you wot of yet, and by that 
disregarded pin is pricked the iridescent bubble of Illusion I 
Emily {slowly). Indeed, I do not wholly comprehend. 

Teter, Have patience and I will he plainer yet. Mine is a complex 
nature, Emily ; magnanimous, hut still methodical. Au injury I 
freely can forgive, forget it — {striking his chest) — ^neyer! She who 
leaves about pins on the floor to pierce a lover’s foot, will surely plant 
a thorn within the side of him whose >te it is to be her husband 1 

Emily {dragging herself towards him on her knees). Have pity on 
me, Peter ; I was mad ! 

Peter {with emotion). How can I choose hut pity thee, popr soul, 
who, for the sake of temporary ease, hast forfeited the bliss that 
had been thine ! You could not stoop to pick a pin up. Why ? 
Because, forsooth, ’twas hut a paltry pin! Yet, duly husbanded, 
that self-same pin had served you to secure your gaping train, your 
self-respect — and Me. 

Emily {wailing). What have I done ? 

Teter. I will not now reproach you, Emily, nor would I dwell 
upon my wounded sole, the pain of which increases momently. I 
part from yon in friendship, and in proof, that fated instrument 
1 leave with you {presenting her with the pin, which she accepts 
mechanically) which the frail link between us twain has severed. I 
can dispense with it, for in my cuff {shows her his coat-cuff, in 
which a row of pin^ -heads is perceptible) I carry others ’gainst a 
time of need. My poor success in life I trace to this— that never 
yet I passed a pin unheeded. 

Emily, And is that all you have to sajr to me ? 

Teter, I think so — save that I shall wish you well, and pray that 
henceforth you may hear in mind what vast importance lies in 
seeming trifles. 

Emily ^ {with a pale smile). Peter, your lesson is already learned, 
for precious has this pin become for me, sinoe by its aid I gain 
oblivion— thus ! [/S^wSs herself, 

Teter {coldly). Nay, these are histrionics, Emily. 

[Assists her to sofa, 

Emily, I’d skill enough to find a vital spot. Do not withdraw it 
yet— my time is short, and I have much to say before I die. 
{Faintly,) Be gentle with my rabbits when I ’m gone ; give my 
canary chiokweed now and then ... I think there is no more — ah, 
one last word — {warmly) — ^warn them they must not cut our 
wedding-cake, and then the pastrycook may take it back ! 

Feter {deeply moved). Would you had shown this thoughtfulness 
before ! [Kneels by the sofa, 

Emily. ’Tis now too late, and clearly do I see that I was never 
worthy of you, Peter. 

Teter {gently), ’Tis not for me to contradict yon now. You did 
your best to he so, Emily ! 

Emily, A blessing on you for those generous words ! Now teU 
me, Peter, how is your poor foot ? 

Teter, The agony decidedly abates, and I can bear a hoot again. 

Emily, Then I die happy I , . . Kiss me, Peter ... ah I [Dies, 

Teter. In- peace she 'passed away. I’m glad of that, although 
that peace was purchased by a lie. I shall not bear a boot for many 
days ! Thus ends our wedding morn, and she, poor child, has paid 
the penalty of heedlessness ! 

[Curtain falls, whereupon, unless Mr, Punch is greatly mis- 
taken, there will not be a dry eye in the house. 


ROT^iE.— Rejected Gomznunications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no excep tion. 
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Heroes T^old owe mucF to "bold songs. 

■What ’s that ? “ Cannot sing the old songs F 
Pooh ! ’Tis a Britannic ditty. 

Truth, though, in it, -“more ’s the pity ! 

“ JEn revenant de la Hevue.^^ 

People tire of that— too true ! 

I must give them something new. 

Played out, Frenchmen? Fas de danger ! 
"Wlmst you *ve still your JBrav’ BouiaitgerI 

Bo they think Botjiangee “ mizzles,’^ 

After il his recent “ fizzles ” ? 

(Most expressive slang, the Yankee I) 


Le Frav Genial tootles : — 

Fas si lete^ my friends. No thank ye ! 
Came a cropper ? Yery true ! 

But I remount— my hobby ^s new. 

So ’s my trumpet. Itooey-too ! 

France go softly ? Fas de danger ! 
Whilst she has her Brav^ Boulanger 1 

Cannot say her looks quite flatter. 
Rather scornful. What ’s the matter ? 
Have you lost your recent fancy 
For me and my charger prancy ? 

Turn those eyes this way, now do ! 

Mark my hobby,— not a screw I 


Listen to my chanson new 1 1 
Bismarck flout you ? Fas de danger ! 
Jle’s afraid of Brav* Boulanger.; 

Of your smile be not so chary ! 

The sixteenth of February 
Probably will prove my care is 
The especial charge of Paris. 

Then you ^11 know that I am true. 

“ revevant de la Fevue ; ” 

Stick to me, I T1 stick to you. 

Part with you, sweet ? Fas de danger I 
Not the game of Brav* Boulanger 1 
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THE CAPTAIN OP THE “PARIS.” 

Captain Sharp, of the Newhaven steamer, 
Farts, you ’re no erayen ; 

Grim and growling was the gale that yon 
from yonr dead reckoning bore ; 

And, bnt for your brave behaving, she might 
never have made haven, 

Bnt have fonndered in mid-Channel, or been 
wrecked on a lee-shore. 

With yonr paddle-fioats nnfeathered, wonder 
was it that yon weathered 
Such a storm as that of Snnday, which 
npset onr nerves on land, 

Thongh in fire-side comfort tethered. How 
it blew, and blared, and blethered ! 

All yonr passengers, my Captain, say yonr 
plnck and skill were grand. 

Mnch to men like yon is owing, when wild 
storms aronnd are blowing. 

As they seem to have been doing since the 
opening of the year : 

Howling, hailing, sleeting, snowing ; bnt for 
captains calm and mowing. 

Passage of onr angry Channel were iadeed 
a task of fear. 

Well, yon bronght them safely throngh it, 
when not every man conld do it, 

And yonr passengers, my Captain, are in- 
spired with gratitnde. 

Therefore, Mr, Funch thns thanks yon, and 
right readily enranks yon, [brood. 
As a hero on the record of onr briny island 

Yerily the choice of ** Farts in this ease 
proved right ; and rare is 
Fitness between name and nature snob as 
that you illnstrate. 

Captain Sharp ! A proper nomen, and it 
proved a prosperous omen 
To yonr passengers, whom Funch must on 
their luck congratulate. 





NOTHING 


CHANGE I 


JDr. Cochshure, good Sib, what you want is thobouqh alteration of Climate. 

The only thing to Cxtbe you is a long Sea Voyage 1 ” 

PatimL “That’s bather inconvenient. Yoii see I *M only just Home from a Sea 
Yoyagb round the World 1” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The title of the second chapter of The Days of the Dandies, in 
Blackwood, is calculated to excite curiosity, — ^it is, “Some Great 

^ Social 

l^annish Mmlens. I 

boke^^one ^of these in ang 

titles, ^unfortnnatefy, and 
have mislaid the Magazines. But After ’^thoughts, in this month’s 
Macmillan, is well worth perusal. 

My faithful “Co.” has been looking through the works of 
reference. He complains that Dod^s Peerage, Baronetage, and 
Knighthood for 1890 is carelessly edited. He notes, as a sample, 
that Sir Henby Leland Harrison, who is said to have been horn in 
1857, is declared to have entered the Indian Civil Service in 1860, 
when he was only three years old — a manifest absurdity. As 
Mr, Funch himself pointed out this hetise in Dad's §*c., ^c.,for 
1889, it should have been corrected in the new edition. “ If this 
sort of thing continues,” says the faithful “ Co.,” “ Dod will be 
known as Dodder, or even Dodderer Sir Bernard Burke’s 
Genealogical and Jfferaldic Dictionary of the Feerage and Baronetage 
is^ in every sense, a noble volume, and seems to have been compiled 
with the greatest care and aconraoy. Kelly’s Fost Office Directory, of 
course, is a necessity to every man of letters. Whitaker's Almanack 
for 1890 seems larger than usual, and better than ever. Webster’s 


Boyal Bed Booh, and Gardiner’s Royal Blue Book, it goes without 
saying, are both written by men of address. The Century Atlas and 
Gazetteer is a book amongst a hundred. Finally, the JSra Almanack 
for 1890, conducted by Edward Ledger, is, as usual, full of 
information concerning things theatrical-some of it gay, some of it 
i sad. “ Eeplies to Guestions by Actors and Actresses ” is the liveliest 
contribution in the little volume. The Obitua^ eontains the nameof 
“Edward Litt Leman Blanchard,” dramatist, novellist, and jour- 
nalist, who died on the 4th of September, 1889. It is hard to realise the 
Era Almanack without the excellent contributions of poor “E. L. B. ! ” 

“ Co.” furnishes some other notes in a livelier strain : — 

Matthew Frior, (Kegan Paux.) If you are asked to go out this 
abominable weather, shelter yourself under the wing of Mr, Austin 
Dobson, and plead a prior engagement. (Ha ! Ha !) You will find 
the engagement both prior and profitable. ^ Mr. Dobson’s intro- 
I ductory^ essay is not only exhaustive, but in the highest degree 
i interesting, and his selection from the poems has been made with 
great taste and rare discretion. 

In the Garden of Dreams, The lack of poets of the softer sex has 
been recently a subject of remark. Lady-novelists we have in super- 
abundance, of lady- dramatists we have more than enough, of lady- 
journalists we have legions— hut lady-poets we have hut few. Possibly, 
they fiourish more on the other side of the Atlantic, At any rate 
we have a good example of the American Muse in the latest volume j 
by Mrs. Louise Cbcandler Moulton. This little book is full^ of ' 
grace, its versificatiou is melodious, and has the genuine poetic ring 
about it, which is as rare at it is acceptable. It can scarcely fail to 
find fayonr mth English readers. Babon de Book-Wosms & Co. 

Epidemiological. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^The Camel is reported to he greatly instru- 
mental in the spread of cholera. This is evidently the Bacterian 
Camel, whose humps — or is it hump ?— have long been such a terror 
to those who reaUy don’t care a hit how many humps an animal has. 

Yours faithfully, Humphry Campbell. 

To Those who get their Living by Dyeing.— “ Sweet Auburn! ” 
exclaimed a ruddy, aureate-haired lady of uncertain age, — any^ing, 
in fact, after fifty, — “ ‘Sweet Auburn! ’ ” she repeated, musingly, 
“What does ‘Sweet Auburn’ come from?” “Well,” replied her 


husband, regarding her coiffure with an air of uncertainty, ^ 
not q.uite sure, but I think ‘ Sweet Auburn’ should be Gray.” 
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Br^ Yes, thanks to his courage, I'm not even wet ! 

Frmik [modestly), Nay, spare your compliments. To rescue 
When in distress, is every hero's duty ! [Beauly, 
Bl, ^ Britnettb, forgive— I 'm cured of all my folly ! 

Br, [heartily),^ Of course I wiU, my dear, and so will dolly ! 
\_G7^and T7'io and Step-dance^ with Uppity -tappity^^ and 

** clichity-clach ” refrain as finale. 




A . . 


married will in all probability be published in some of the Society 
papers, “ with the names of the donors,” we think, on the whole, 
we would advise you not to give them, as you seem rather inclined 
to do, those three hundred weight of cheap sardines of which you 
became possessed through a seizure of your agents for arrears of 
rent. You might certainly present them with ttie disabled omnibus 
horse that came into your hands on the same occasion. Horses are 
■ - ~ f sometimes given as wedduig*presents. There were four 
down in a nst of gifts at a fashionable m^riage only 
last week. But, of course, it would not suit your pur- 
^ pose to appear as the donor of a “damaged” creature. 

We thih^ perhaps, it would be wiser to accept the five 

pounds onered you '^through the veterinary surgeon you 

==* mention, and lay out the money, as you suggest, in 

sixteen nundred Japanese fans. If it falls though, and 
you find the horse still on your hands, there is no need to 
^ ^ mention its association with the omnibus. “Mr. JoHir 

] Johnson — a riding horse,” doesn't read badly. We 

almost think this is better than the fans. Think it over. 











THE NEW GERMAN RIFLE.” 

(A Fancy Sketch oe its Startling Appearance.) 


THE LUXURY OE PANTOMIME. 

One day last week, after a struggle for life. Her 
Majesty's Theatre was shut up, five hundred persons, so 
it was stated, lost employment, and the Cinderella fsajoRyt 
proud sisters and all, nay, even the gallant Prince him- 
self, were turned adrift. Smiling, at the helm of the 
Drury Lane Ship, stands Augustus Druriolanus, who 
sees, not unmoved, the wreck of “Her Majesty's Oppo- 
sition,” and murmurs to himself as Jack and the Bean- 
stalk continues its successful course, “This is, indeed, 
the survival of the fittest,” and, cnaritably, Drubio- 
LANUS sends out a life-boat entitled “Benefit Perform- 
ance ” to the rescue of the shipwrecked crew. Ave Ccesar ! 

Prom this disaster there results a moral,. “ which, when 
found,” it would be as well to “make a note of.” It is 
this : as evidently London will not, or cannot, support two 


“ The Eegulations for the employment of the new German Infantry Rifle have just Pantomimes, several Circuses, and a Show like Barnum’s, 
been published. With regard to the capabilities of the new rifle, the Regulations assert, all through one winter, why try the experiment r 
that in this arm the German Infantry possesses a weapon^ standing fully abreast of the especially when the luxe of xantomime, fostered hy 
time with a range such as was heretofore held to be impossible of attainment,” — Druriolanus, is so enormons, that any competitor mnst 
Standard, Jan. 25, ]3e forced into ruinous and even reckless extravagance, 

in order to enter into anything like rivalry with The 

ATvToww-no mr\ ni-k-D'ntnaT>rMVTTkT]^TVTrno liberator who “holds the field” for Pantomime, just as he holds 

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS, “ oie Garden ” for Opera, against aU comers. 

Gommemorattow Btuthday Concert. — ^T he urofirramme vou are rival e_stablishments only do harm to one another, spoil the 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS, 

Commemoration Birthday Concert. — ^The programme you are 


preparing, after the fashion set the other evening in St. James's P^iblic hy mdulging their taste for magn^cent spectacle, increasing 
HaU, at an entertainment organised in honour of the birthday of m gorgeousness every year, uutfitiue Pantomime will he overlaid with 
the poet Burns, for the purpose of paying a similar tribute to the Jowelled ar^ur, crushed imder velvet and gold, ^d be lyuig help- 
memory of his great fellow-countrymau, Sir Walter Scott, less under the weight of its own gorgeosi^^^ We shordd question 
certainly promises well. As you very truly point out that, as at the "Whether the^ Olympian Barnum has done mu(^ good, for l^mself. 
Concert which you are taking as your modS, though the name of seemg how gigantic the e^eimes must he ; cert^ly he can t 
Burns was tacked on to nearly every item in the programme, as if have ^ done good to the theatres. As to Shows, “ The more the 
he had been responsible for the words, music and all, it did not seem ro^erner does not hold good. , The fewer the better is nearer 
limited to the Poet’s work alone, you might certainly aUow yourself ^ar^ in every se^e, and perhaps the experience of :^his season 
the latitude yon propose in arranging your own scheme. The fact may suggest even to Druriolanus to give the pubhe still more fim 
that, at the Bums Celebration, M. Nachez played his own Hun- for them money (and there is plentv of genmne fm m Jack and the 
garian dances, the connection between which and the Poet’s birthday Fea7istalk], with less show, m less tune, and at consecmently less ex- 
18 not. at first sight, entirely obvious, and that another gentleman, Pe’^-se to himself, and with, therefore, bigger profits. We shall see. 

with equal appropriateness, favoured the company with “ The Death " - - " — '• ' ' - 

of Felson^'^ on the trombone, seems certainly to give you a warrant Hi ll li i W lllil 1111111111(1111 

for the introduction you contemplate makmg, in commemoration H 

of Sir Walter, of the Chinese Chopstick Mazurka, and the Woora- IJ [ill 

wooia Cannibal Islanders side-knife and sledge-hammer war -dance. iiiiPv 

It may of course be possible, in a remote way, to introduce them, as S m A 

you suggest, into Old Mortality, hut we ^ouLd think you would be 

nearer Qie mark with that other item of your programme, that ^ 

associates Jem Baggs with The Lay of the Last Minstrel, Your 

idea of accepting and utilising the ofier of the Giralet family to * 

introduce their Drawing-room Entertainment into your programme ^ 

seems excellent, and has certainly as much in common with the ^ v Ai 

Birthday of Sir Walter Scott as the “ Death of Nelson,^^ on the 'v 

trombone, has with that of the distinguished Novelist's great brother 

Poet. There is no reason, as you further point out, why you should 

not organise a whole Series of Commemorative Birthday Entertain- 

ments, as you think of doing, on the same plan, and with Beethot^, 

Macaulay, Dr. Johnson, and Warren Hastings, the^ celebrities ^ ^ 

you mention, to begin upon, you ought to have no difficulty in 
working in the solo on Ihe big drum, the performance of the Learned 
















*T,rf thTTtW “ Mr. Glabstonb desires that am iiTrEBS. &o., should be addressed to 

equally appropriate attraotioJ with which you arl’already in com- J^’s Sqmre, Londou.”-S<a»torf, 

munication. Anyhow, begin with Sir Walter Scott, following the Why should all letters” he addressed to Mr. Gladstone r 
St. James’s Hall lead, and let us hear how you get on. Isn’t anybody else to have any? How about Valeutiue's Day? 

_ I ' j T«v»T. Cl 77 7 jj .J 1 J J T-i XT Q TJ! Xl. ... XT... 


Striking Wedding Presents.— As you seem to think that a list Will “ all letters ” be addressed to him then ? If so— then the above 
of the presents made to your young friends who are about to he « Illustration conveys only a feeble idea of the result. 



FELINE AMENITIES. 

Pair Hos'e^s {to Mrs. Masham, who is looking her very best). “Howdtbo, deae? I hope you ’eb not so Tiebd as you look/” 


THE EINISHIISTG TOUCH ; 

Or, Preparing for Mr. Speaker’s Party. 
ui.nxious Old {luegaT} ITurses loguiUj/r : — 

Ah ! lie ’s ready now-, thanks be ! 

Bat a plaguier child than he 
I am sure we JST asses three 

Never dressed. 

But at last we have got through ; 

WeU-curled hair, and sash of blue I 
Yes, we rather think he ’ll do, 

Heaven be blessed 1 


There ’ll be many an Irish boy 
Who will find it his chief joy 
To upset and to annoy 
. , _ The young Turk ; 

And, with no particular call, 

Try to make him squeal and squall, 
Disarrange him, after all 

Our hard work. 


Ah ! the awful time if: took I 
Never mind ; by hook or crook 
We have togged him trimly. Look! 

T_. _ There he stands ! 

His long wailings nearly hushed, 

^^ttoned, pinned, oiled, combed and brushed, 
And his tight glove-fingers crushed 
On his hands. 


Not to mention other lads, 

Begular rowdy little Eads, 

I all of ill-conditioned fads, 

_ And mean spite ; 

Who will pinch and pull the hair 
Of our charge who ’s standing there, 
Alter all our patient care 

Eight and tight. 


Does us credit, don’t you think ? 

How the chit would writhe and shrink, 
Q-et his garments in a kink 

Awful handful, hot and * 

Shuifimg round, ne’er standing steady, 
-Feared we ’d never get him ready 
For the (fay. 


For we know they don’t like w«. 
And they ’re sure to scold and cuss 
The tired three, and raise a fuss 
- _ ^ , And a pother 

About Hopeful here. Heigho ! 
But he 's ready, dears, to go. 

Ah ! they little little know 

All our bother I 


TO AM OLD FRIEND WITH A NEW WIG. 

D BLIGHTED to hear that our friend Charlfs 
Hall A.D.C., Trim Coll. Cam., and a.C., 
IS likely to be made a Judge. Where will he 
sit ? Admiralty, Probate, and Divorce Court, 
where wreckage cases of ships and married 
lives are heard? Health to the Judge that 
shall be, with a song and chorus, if you please, 
Gentlemen, to the ancient air of Samuel 
revived for this occasion only 

His name it is Charles Hall, 

A.D.a aud aa, 

His name it is Charles Hall, 

In cases great and small 
He ’s shone out since his call, 

All agree. 


Mr. Speaker’s Party,— yes I 
Hope he ’ll be a great success ; 

His clean face and natty dress 

■D L J. 1 , m V , Ought to please. 

But there ’ll be no end of eyes 
On his buttons, hooks, and ties : 

Prompt to chaff and criticise, 

Tear and tease. 


On our hands heaven knows how long 
We have had him. ’Twould be wrong 
To indulge in language strong ; 

_ , But how hearty 

Is our joy that we have done I 
There now, Ebppy, off yon run! 

Only hope you’ll have good fun 
At the Party I 


On Board the Channel Steamer ‘ ‘ Paris ” 
[f^ght of Saturday. January 25, 1890\ — 
“ Sharp ’s the word I ” 


In Court of Admiraliee 
T n ^ . ..Oid he drudge, (5w) 

In Court of Admiraltee, 

’Bout lights and wrecks,— will he 
Henceforth he less at sea 

As a Judge ? 

Chorus. 

{To quite another tune, i.e., the refrain (f 
George Grossmith’s song, How I 
became an Actor.^^) 

And each of his friends makes this remark, 
(Retort he may with “ Fudge ! ”) 

Now wasn’t I the first to say, you ’re sure 
Some day to be a Judge ! ” 

It will be a touching spectacle, as, indeed, 
it always is to the refieotive mind, to see the 
sitting among the wrecks, like 
Manns among the Enins.” Fine snbiect 
for Sir Frederick, P.R.A., in the next 
Academy Exhibition. 



THANK GOODNESS, HE’S READY AT LAST! 
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KICKED ! 

{By the Foot of Clara Croomhy.) 

In* Four Chapters.— I ll, 

Nothing done! The whole Detective force of London, having 
nothing better to do, were placed at my disposal, and, after three 

■ . . - M. ... weeks’ search, they 

found a girl called 
Smith; but it was 
the wrong one. My 
darling is hloQide. and 
this was a dark, 
almost a black, 
Smith. I came back 
to Hyde in a passion 
and ^ a third - class 
carriage. I find from 
' Mademoiselle that 
Miss Smith has not 
yet returned, 

James seemed 
pleased to see me, 
but he noticed that 
in my anxiety and 
preoccupation I had 
forgotten to have 
my hat ironed. The 
hotel is quite full, 

and I am to sleep in the Haunted Eoom to-night. 

^ ^ 

I am not a hysterical man, and this is not a neurotic story. It is, 
as a matter of fact, the same old rot to which the shiDing shockers 
have made us accustomed. I cannot account in any way for my 
experiences last night in the Haunted Hoorn, but they,certaiiily were 
not due to nervousness. I had not been asleep long before I had a 
most curious and vivid dream, I felt that I was not in the hotel, 
and that at the same time I was not out of it. I had a curious 
sense of being everywhere in general, and nowhere in particular. 

I saw before me a gorgeously furnished room. On the tiger-skin 
rug before the fire was a basket with a crewel- worked chair-back 
spread over it. What was in the basket f Again and again I asked 


myself that q^uestion. I felt like a long- division sum, and a cold 
shiver went down my quotient. 

In one corner of the room stood a man of about thirty, with a 
handsome, vncked face. One hand rested on the drawer of a writing- 
table. Slowly he drew from it a folded paper, and read, in a harsh, 
raucous voice : — 

“ ‘ To cleaning and repairing one ’ No, that ’s not it.”^ 

He selected another paper. Ah, it was the right one this time ! 

“ ‘ Memorandum of Aunt Jane’s Will.’ * AIL property to go to Alice 
Smith, unless Aunt Jane’s poodle. Tommy Atkins^ dies before 
Alice Smith comes of age. In which case, it aU goes to me.’ I 
remember making that note when the will was read. And now ” — 
he glanced at the covered basket — “To?? 2 ?ny’s kicked the bucket. 
Wen, he stood in my way. Who ’s to know ? But there must be no 
osUmortem^ no ‘ vet ’ fetched in. Happy thought — I ’U have the 
rute stufied,” He knelt down by the side of the basket, and slowly 
drew back the covering. ‘ ‘ Ah ! ” he said — “ it ’s cruel work.” 

Did he refer to the chair-back ? or did he refer to the way in 
which, for the sake of gain, an honest dog had been MURDEHED ? 
For there before my eyes lay the dead poodle, Tommy Atkins 1 

“Alice loses all her money,” he continued, “but that doesn’t 
matter. She tells me that she ’s picked up no end of a swell down at 
Hyde, and he may marry her. The question is — will her'” Once 
more I felt like a division sum. I yearned to call out loudly, and 
answer with a decided negative ; but no words came. M!y strength 
was gone, I was utterly worked out, and there was no remamder. 

1 When I came to myseli, I found James, the waiter, standing by 
my bedside with a gentleman whom I did not know. James intro- 
duced him to me as a Mr. Alkaloid, a photographer who was 
stopping in the hotel. Mr. Alkaloid had been woken up by a vTild 
shriek for a decided negative, and had rushed do^to see if he co'dd 
do a little business, “Take you by the electric light,” he said; 
“just as you are,” — ^I was in my night-dress and the old, old^ hat, 
the rim of which had been slightly sprained, — “ perfectly painless 
process, and money returned it not satisfactory.’^ I thanked him 
warmly, and apologised for having disturbed him. 

I went to London on the following day, I felt it my positive 
duty to explain that I should always regard Alice Smith as a 
sister, but nothiag more. 

I had quite forgotten that I did not know the house where Alice 
Smith lived, and the poodle dog lay dead. 

(Here ends the Narrative of Cyril Mush.) 






THE SUMMONS TO DUTY. 

{flesign for a Parlimimtwry CarUxm, illustrcMng fhe Uft of a Ommbry Member.) 
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SWEET-MARJORIE !” 

Take it all in all^ Marjorie at the Piince of Wales’ is a veij 
satisfactory production. The subject is English, the music is 
English, and the “ book ” is English too. So wnen we applaud the 

new O^era, 

^ epochwhen 

Change for a Tenor. Wilfred of Huntington is succeeded by the Saxons 
that Man of Mark — Tapley. were be- 

ginning to 

hold their own in the teeth of their Korman con(3tuerors. But leaving 
patriotism out of the question (a matter which, it is to be feared, is 
not likely to influence Stalls, Pit, and G-allery materially for a very 
lengthened period), the Opera qua Opera is a very good one. The 
company is strong— so strong, that it bears the loss of an accom- 


? lished songstress like Miss Huntikgtoit without severely suffering. 

t is true that an excellent substitute for the lady has been found m 
that tenor with the cheerful name, Mr. Mark Tapiet, whose notes 
are certainly [worth their weight in gold ; but leaving the repre- 
sentatives or Wilfred “outside the competition,” the remainder of 
the Dramatie Personcs are excellent.^ Tliey work well together, and 
consequently the ensemble is in the highest degree pleasing. 

Assistance of rather a graver character than usually associated 
with comic opera is naturally; afforded by Mr. Havdtn Coppht. 
Miss Phvliis BnouGHTOiir is introduced not only to sing but to 
dance, and performs the latter accomplishment with a grace not to be 
surpassed, and only to be equalled by Miss Kate Yaughan. Mr. 
Ashley, now happily returned to the melodious paths from which 
he strayed to play in pieces of the calibre of Pmk Dominoes^ seems 
qxdte at home in the character of Sir Simon— not “ the Cellarer,” 
but rather, “the sold one.” Mr. Monkhotjsb, whose name and 
personality go to prove that a cowl does not preclude its occasional 
occupation by a wag, is most amusing as Gosric, Mr. Albert 
James is a lively jester, whose quips and cranks might have been of 
considerable value to Mr. Joseph Miller when that literary droll 
was engaged in compiling his comic classic. Miss E’Arville and 
Madame Amadt both work with a will, and find a way to public 
favour. The dresses are in excellent taste, and the scenery capital. 

That the mise en scene is perfect, goes wi'iout eaying, as this 
Opera has been produced by that past master of stage-direction, the 
one and only Augustus Drueiolahus, The dialogue is sufficiently 
pointed— not too pointed, but pointed enough. It does not require a 
knowledge of the niceties of the law, the regulations of the British 
army, or a keen appreciation of the subtlest subtleties of logic to 
fully understand it. It is amusing, and provocative of innocent 
laughter, which, after aU, seems to be a sufficient recommendation 
for words spoken within the walls of a play-house. The music is 
full of melody— “ quite killing,” as a young lady wittily observed, 
on noticing that the name oi the Composer was Slaughter, So 
Marjorie may be fairly said not only to have deserved success, but 
(it is satisfactory to be able to add) also to have attained it. 

One Who has Practised at the Musical Bar. 
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STATESMEN AT HOME. 

DCXLIII. The Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone, M.P., at Hawahden. 


I rv- I ‘''.'ey 7'! 



you approacli the] his- 
toric home of the great 
English Statesman who is 
to be your host to-day, you 
become conscious of the fact 
that there are two Hawar- 
den Castles. Moreover, as 
young Herbeet pleasantly 
remarks a little later in 
the day, “ You must draw 
a Hawarden-fast line be- 
tween the two.” One, 
standing on a hill domi- 
nating a far-reaching tract 
of level country, was 
already so old in the time of 
Edwabd the First that it 
was found necessary to re- 
build it. Looking through 
your Domesday Book (which 
you always carry with you 
on these excursions), you 
find the mansion referred to under the style of Haordine. This, antiquarians 
assume, is the Saxonised form of the earlier British Y Gartliddin^ which, 
being translated, means “ The hill-fort on the projecting ridge.” ^ 

when William: the Conqueror came over, bringing with him a following 
the numerical proportions of which increase as the years roll by, he found the 
Fort on the Hill held by Edward of Mercia, and deemed it convenient to leave 
it in his possession. The Castle played its part in English history down to the 
time, now 130 years gone by, when it came into the hands of Sir John Glynn, 
and thence through long descent became an inheritance of the gracious lady 
who, with cambric cap-strings streaming in the free air of the Marches, joins 
your host in welcoming you. 

It is, however, not on the steps of the old castle of which Prince Llewellyn 
was once lord that you are thus received. By the side of the old ruin has 
grown up another Hawarden Castle, a roomy mansion, statelily stuccoed, with 
sham turrets run up, buttresses, embrasures, portholes, and portcullises, putting 
to shame the rugged, looped and windowless ruin that still stands on the project- 
ing ridge. This dates only from the beginning of the century, and, looking 
upon it, your face glows with honesty pride, as you think how much better the 
generation near yonr own made for itself dweliing-honses compared with the 
earlier English, 

Whilst yon stand musing on these things yon are conscious of a whishing 
sound, and a breath of swiftly moving cool air wantonly strikes your cheek. 
You look up and behold I there is yonr host, axe in hand, playfully performing 
a nnmber of passes oyer your unconscious head. Bis dress is designed admi- 
rably to suit the exercise, ^ Coat and waistcoat are defied ; the immortal collars 
are turned down, displaying the columnar throat and the brawny chest; the 
snow-white shirt-sleeves are turned up to^ the elbow, disclosing biceps that 
Samson would envy and Sandow covet. His braces are looped on either side 
of his supple hips," and his right hand grasps the axe which, a moment ago 
md been performing over your head a series of evolutions which, remarkalfie 
for the strength and agility displayed, were, perhaps, scarcely desirable for daily 
repetition. 

*‘^on’t be Mghtened, Toby M.P.,”^ said the full rich voice so familiar in 
the House of Commons ; “it’s our wild woodsman’s way of welcoming the 
coming guest. ‘\^at do you think of my costume ? Seen it before ? Ah ! yes, 


the photographs. Carte de visite style, lOs, ^d, a dozen ; 
Cabinet size, a guinea, I have been photographed several 
times as you wfll observe.” 

And, indeed, as your host leads you along the stately 
passages, through the storied rooms, you find his pho- 
tograph everywhere. The tables are covered with them, 
showmg your host in all attitudes and costumes. ‘ ‘ Yes,” 
he says, with a sigh, “ I think I have marched up to the 
camera’s mouth as oiteu as most meu of my years.” 

Ascending the rustic staircase which leads from the 
garden, William Ewart Gladstone takes you past the 
library into tbe drawing-room, in the upper parts of the 
leaded windows of which are inserted panels of rare old 
glass, cunningly obtained by melting superfluous Welsh 
ale bottles. He leads you to a table, as round as that 
at which a famous Conference was held, and points to a 
little ivory painting. It shows a chubby little boy some 
two years of age, with rather large head and broad 
shoulders, sitting at the knee of a young nymph ap- 
proaching her fifth year. On her knee is a boolc, and 
the chubby boy, with dark hair fallini^ low over his 
forehead, his great brown eyes staring frankly at you, 
points with his finger to a passage. When you learn 
that this is a portrait of your host and his sister taken 
in the year 1811, you naturally come to the conclusion 
that the young lady has, for party purposes, been mis- 
quoting some passages in her brother’s speech, and that 
he, having produced an authorised record of his address, 
is triumphantly pointing to the text in controversion of 
her statement. 

Your host, chopping grimly at the^ furniture as he 
passes along — here dexterously severing^ the leg of a 
Chippendale chair, and there hacking a piece ofi a Louis 
Q,uatorze couch — leads the way to an annexe he has just 
built for the reception of his treasured hooks. From 
the outside this excrescence on the Castle has but a 
poverty-stricken look. It is, to teU the truth, made 
of corrugated iron. But that is a cloak that cunningly 
covers an interior of rare beauty and rich design. Arras 
of cloth of gold hangs loosely on the walls, whilst here 
and there, on the far-reaching floor, gleams the low 
light of a faded Turkey carpet. Open tables, covered 
with broad cloths of crimson velvet, embroidered and 
fringed with gold, carry innumerable Blue Books. On 
marble tables, supported on carved and gilded frames, 
stand priceless vases, filled with rare flowers. In crystal 
flagons you detect the sheen of amber light (which may 
be sherry wine), whilst the ear is lulled with the sound 
of fountains dispensing perfumes as of^ Araby. In an 
alcove, chastely draped with violent violet velvet, the 
grey apes swing, and the peacocks preon, on fretted 
pillar and jewelled screen. Horologes, to chime the hours, 
and even the quarters, uprise from tables of ebony- 
and-motber-of-pearl. Cabinets from Ind and Tenice, 
of fiUigree gold and silver, enclose complete sets of 
Hansard' B Parliamentary Debates ; whilst lamps of 
silver, suspended from pendant pinnacles in the fretted 
ceiling, shed a soft light over the varied mass of colour. 

Casting himself down lightly by a cabinet worked 
with Dutch beads interspersed with seed-pearls, and 
toying with the gnarled handle of the axe, the llight 
Hon. William Ewart Gladstone tells you the story of 
his life. At the outset you are a little puzzled to 
gather where exactly he was born. At first you think 
it was in Scotland. Anon some town in England claims 
the honour. Then Wales is incidentally mentioned, and 
next the tearful voice of Erin claims her son. But, as 
the story goes forward with long majestic stride, these 
difficulties fade in the glamour of the Old Man’s elo- 
quence, and when you awake and find your host has not 
yet got beyond the second course— the fish, as it wore, 
of the intellectual banquet — you say you will call again. 

Mention of the three courses naturally suggests dinner, 
and as yon evidently enjoy the monopoly of the mental 
association, you take your leave, perhaps regretting that 
among his wild woodsman accessories your host does not 
seem to include the midday chop. 


Gold-tipped cigarettes seem just now to be “the 
swagger thing.” “Ah!” Master Tommy sighed, as he 
set off for school with only five shillings in his pocket, 
in 'Conse(^uence of all his dearest— and nearest— relatives 
being laid up with the prevailing epidemic, “ Ah, how I 
should like to be one of those cigarettes, and then I 
should be tipped with gold.” 


Kt* NOTICE — Rejected Conmnmeations or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
m no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, To this rule 
there will be no exceut ion. " ^ 
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UNTILED; OR, THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 

‘ Tres volontiers,” reparfcit le demon. “ Yons aimez les tableaux cbangeans : je veux vous contenter.” 


j TT] ^ ^ 

Street odonrs, radiant co- : ' ‘ ‘ ‘ 

lours, glittering liglit ! 

How swift a change from / | 

the dusk sodden night ^ v 

Of London in mid- winter ! ^v. 

Titanm^&re might revel as 

Fair forms are floating soft 
as Paphian foam, ' 

Bright^ as an iceberg- 

Dianas doubtless, yet their 
frost holds Are ; 

The snowiest bosom covers ' 

soft desire, ■. 

And ^these are snowy, '/lllji; 

As blanclied— and bare— as I i 

Himalaya’s peaks, ! ' ■!; — - 

Light- vestured as a troop of - i— — _ 

dancing Greeks. ^ ^ __"-i 

Waltz - measures ripple ■ ^ -rrir 

merrily. l . 

Merrily? Yes; the music i 
throbs with mirth, 

Feet trip in time to it ; yet what strange dearth 
Of glee midst all these graces ! 

The quickening Are of spirit, passion, will. 


\e Diahle Boiteux, 















** Concourse, not iatercourse, is what you see : 
To mix, and sympathise, and to be free, 

Is the true sociality. 

These meet, like marbles mingled in a bag, 
And the net outcome, friend, is friction, fag, 
Boredom, and sheer banality. 

“The strongest symptom of quick life crops 
out 

In watchful mutual mockery. Gibe and flout 
In low asides flow freely. 

Oh, bland elysium for the brave and fair, 
Whose pleasures are the snigger and the stare. 
Chill snub, and eye-glance steely I 

‘ ‘ Prigdom’s Philistia, though a polished State, 
Has not yet learned quite how to recreate. 

Gath in the ball-room gathers, 

Askelon haunts ‘ At homes,’ but little joy 
Bring they to man or matron, girl or boy, 

To swells or City-fathers.” 

{To he continued^ 


AD EEYOIE! 

Mr. Punch and Mr. J. L. Toole discovered 
smoking a last cigar. 

Mr. P. And so, my dear Johnnie, you 
are leaving us at once r 
Mr, J. X. T, Yes, Sir, but I hope soon to 
be back again. I am looking forward to the 
voyage as an excellent digestive to all the 
luncheons, dinners, and suppers I have been 


Ji’eettnpmtme to It; yet wnat strange aearin ” ijanguioiy oircumvoiving, loungmg lanx, uc ^ 

Of glee midst aU these graces ! In scuffling circle or in mural raiSi, as an excellent digestive to all the 

The quickening Are of spirit, passion, will. Of misery mechanic lunchecms, d^ers, and suppers I have been 

Seems scarce to move these dancing forms or They lookthe wooden symbols; nought to show for me last nve or si^ weexs. 

thrill That even well-starched linen’s sheeny snow ^ l^^ve no doubt they have been a 

Ttese irresponsive faces. Ve^ imposes volcanic. I have observed 


The Shadow smiled. “True, yet not true,” “That straight-limb’d son of Anak circling in the ZTpp^ Cruk, '“they were very 
he said. [half dead, there [care welcome.” But, Sir, how did I get through 

“iGood Form demands that men should look Much hke a whirling semaphore, strange my oratory? Did you notice my speeches at 
And women semi-frozen. His boyish forehead wrinkling ? the Garrick and the Savage ? which did 

Yet Nature lives beneath these modish masks The season’s catch! His sire, is great in Soap, yon prefer ? 

Somewhere, sometimes, with energy that tasks His partner’s mother yonder sits ; with hope p, I heard the first, and read a report 


“ True, yet not true,” “ That straight-limb’d son of Anak circling in the 
[half dead, there fcare wAlnonn 


ler Crust, 


And women semi-frozen. 


Caste’s rigid rule to cozen. 


Her watchful eyes are twinkling. 


* Pygmalion’s prayer breathed life into the “The twirling twain are silent. Silence sits 
stone, ^ Lord of the revel, incubus of wits 


Mr, P. I heard the hrst, and read a report 
of the second, and can conscientiously declare 
they were equally good. 

Mr. J, L, T. I am glad to hear you say so, 


But see yon graceful girl, with straitened zone 

And statuesque still bearing. . „ 

You ’d say in her the marble must invade And many a youth in circles less discrete 
The flesh, in so much loveliness apayed. Is an ‘ agreeable rattle.’ 

Such radiant raiment wearing. <« Respectability’s austere restraint 

“ Whirled in the waltz’s formal maze by one Rules them relentlessly ; smiles forced and 
YViio might be a broad-cloth’d automaton, And joyless facial spasms [faint 


Lord of the revel, incubus of wits t ’ u i 

Arebpalsier of prattle [sweet, Sn. I confess I didn/t tlunk there was 

Yet many a girl here mute’s a chatterer to choose between them. Andnowto^^ 


deep emotion), will you excuse my glove ? 

Mr. P, No; I won’t say good-bye; for 
wherever you may roam, my dear JomTNiE- 
you will have this consolation — ^you will find 
me there before you ! 


For any show of pleasure, 


Their meetm^s and their mutterings attend. 


She moves with drooping lids, and lips apart, Jerky approximations quickly end 
And scarce a flush to show that a young heart In void unvocal chasms. 

Throbs to the pnlsinglmeasTire.” << yet stiU they okele, and yet stDl they loH. 


Men meet to moon, and women whirl to wed, A marionette wooing a wooden doll 


The cynic says. Is joy in life quite dead. 
Gladness m concourse banished 
From the parades of fashionable youth ? 
Have maiden tenderness and manly truth 
From Vanity Fair quite vanished ? ” 


Would look more animated 


! repartees 


Jj rom V anity r air quite vamsnea r ^ t < Mammon by day and maundering at night 
‘ Soft !” sneered the Shadow. “ Q,uestionmgs Oh, Shade!” I cried, “can furnish seani 


like these [freeze 

Sound gauche and gushing. Better far to 
To the right social zero. 

Than stoop to zeal and frank display of zest, 
Notes of the vulgar glories that invest 

The housemaid-novel’s hero. i 

“Nothing more useful than the surface-ice 
Of stiff stolidity. Vigour, aye, and vice. 
Therein find ready covert. 

Wickedness here may lurk, or even wit, 

Not to name happiness ; but naught of it 
Is obvious and overt. 

“ How bored they look, the slim stiff-collared 
boys! 


Energy that is eager and enjoys 

They may anon make show of 
In some less honest haunt ; here as in pain 


Oh, Shade!” I cried, “can furnish scant 
delight, 

The Race for Wealth is, rapid. 

How can the feverish rush find true relief 
In heartless intercourse, as bald as brief. 
Amusement vain as vapid ? ” 

‘ ‘ Amusement ? I ’ Intercourse ? [They scarce 
exist.” 

The Shadow answered. “ Some Boeotian mist 
Society blinds and muddles. 

True recreation in this joyless round ? 

The sea’s bright changefulness as soon were 
found 

In Pedlington’s rain-puddles. 

* ‘ The cliques and coteries know not howto mix. 
A barrier more impassable than Styx 
j Is Philistine stupidity. 

Were mutual amusement meeting’s aim, 



They creak and crawl, devoid of that sans gene Mind must move maideifflood inert and tame, 


That virtue seems sworn foe of, 


Mielt masculine rigidity. 


“There is now' a strong impression that the I 
Money Market has at last tided over the period- 
of tightness.’ Daily JTews, Feb. 4. 


VOL, xcvm. 



Will you walk into my Congress ? says the Emperor unto Labour ; 
Tie the nicest little Congress ; I ’m iuTi^g many a neighbour. 

Ike way into my Congress by this Rescript I prepare, [there. 

And we shall have some curious things to show you—when you’re 
Then won’t you, won’t you, little international Working-Man ? 

I We’ve already done a little to improve poor Labour’s lot, 

Shorten its hours, insure its life, and help to jBll its pot.^ 

But the ^rex and the weaker yet fall short of the reality 
Of “ conformity to thenrinciples of Chxis-ti-an morality.” 

Then won’t you, &c. 

*Tis one of the State’s duties, friends, to regulate the time. 

The duration and the nature of your work, — a task sublime ; \ 

And you’ll find we’ll do it better, if you only won’t resist, 

Than that most obnoxioua personage, the shouting Socialist. 

Then won’t you, &o. 


I’m an Emperor by profession, but I have my little plan 
Eor improving the position of the German Working-man. 

But the International Q/Uestion stands a little in the way, 

So I ’ve asked the Nations to convene — ^I only hope they may. 
Then won’t you, &c. 

And when they get together they will do— well, we shall see ; 
But the Socialists shan’t have all their own way with Industry. 
I recognise the justice of the Workmen’s aspirations, ^ , 

And upon their wants and wishes I would start “ negotiations. 
Then won’t you, &c. 


uut 1 'm game to turn deaf ear to them, ii you will only iiss. 
To that latest, strangest birth of time, the Imperial Socialist I 
Then won’t you, &o. 
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HOW TO MAKE THE MOST OE IT. 

I Hmts from the CTiawsellor of the Exchequer's corres^ofudervce. 

Sir, — If you "wisli to immortalise yourself as Ckauoellor 
of the Exoheguer, now is your opportunity. You have a 
surplus, I bekeve, of eight or nine millions ? This is about 
the figure reqmred to provide the Members of the London 
County Council with a moderate-sized palace, not per- 
haps entirely suited to their exalted dignity, but, at least, 
sufGLcient to house them in something like raoper and fit- 
r ting style. A site should be secured on the Embankment, 
by clearing away Somerset House, and the intervening 
buQdingrs, including the blocks of the Inner and h&ddle 
Temple, which could all be carted away and re-erected 
further down, say, at MiUbank, and on tne space thus se- 
cured a white marble structure could be reared vdth an 
adequately imposing f a 9 ade facing the river, that would 
in some slight degree represent the majesty of the illus- 
trious body destined to occupy it. I don’t say' that nine 
millions would be enough thoroughly to capy out the de- 
sign I have in view, but your surplus might serve as a 
central fund to begin upon, to which Parliament, no doubt, 
would cheerfully add another five or six millions' if re- 
quired. Such an obvious use for your money, I feel, needs 
no further argument from yours encouragingly and sug- 
gestively, AJFxjii Blown- Loioion County Councillor. 

Sir, — ^I have several near relatives in the Colonies, with 
whom I have, owing to the present exorbitant rates for 
postage, not communicated ter many years. This fact has 
suggested to me that the golden opxx>rtunity now ofiers 
itself to you of re-uniting family ties, re-opening closed 
correspondence, restoring natural afiection in otherwise 
hardened breasts, and, in a word, consokdating the 
Empire, it may be^ for countless ages yet unborn. Spend 
your surplus, Sir, in providing this country and all her 
dependencies with z, farthing postage — ^mind, not Kpenny^ 
but a Fartbong Postage ! 1 read somewhere that the 
actual cost to the Government for the transport of letters 
MpM at the rate of ten for a penny. Thus your four mil- 
lions sunk in the enterprise ought to produce you an ‘im- 
mediate profit, at least so I make it, of six m il lions a year. 
But, jprofit or no profit, think of the boon to thousands of 
Englishmen like myself, who could then stand a penny- 
worth of corre^ndence in the year, with children with 
whom now they are unable to communicate, owing to the 
cruel and crushing charge of fivepenoe for a single letter. 
Picture one who, though not close over money matters, and 
full of love for his offspring, must yet sign himself 

A Circumspect anp Cautious Parent, 

Sir, — Have you read Lord Wolselet’s article in this 
month’s Harper f He advises a higher rate of pay for 
the rank and file of the British Army ? Verhum sap. 
You understand. It is clear what you must do with 
your surplus. Ensure Tommy Atkins six-and-six- 
pence a day, and you will have every Kegiment in the 
Service thronged with real live Gentlemen. This is what 
is wanted (so I gather from Lord W.’s article) to make 
the British Army, if not the most costly, at least the 
most respectable in the world. - Come, Sir, do not make 
it necessary that you should he reminded a second time 
of your plain and obvious duty by 

A Sanguine anp Expectant Private. 

Snt, — ^There can be no doubt in regard to the proper 
destination of those surplus millions, the fitting dispo- 
sition of whic^ I am informed^ is involving you in no 
little perplexity. They seem m a special manner to 
furnish the legitimate answer to the almost universal 
cry, now going forth, for Free Education.” ^ Here then 
is your opportunity. And it is a magnificent one. 
Your surplus will enable a wise and paternal Govern- 
ment to give not merely education, free of cost, to every 
child in the three kingdoms, but will supply it with 
ample means to infuse the very highest culture at- 
tainable into the very dr egs of the poptuatioii. Spanish, 
Italian, German, Bussian, French, Chinese,, together with 
riding, dancing, painting in oil colonrs, hydrostatics, 
and &e elements of Court etiquette, will, hencefoi^, 
comprise the curriculum of the veriest gutter-child. 

Can you, Sir, contemplate such a brilliant, such a 
soul-stming prospect unmoved P That you cannot, and 
will at once hand over your useful millions for the 
purpose of- carrying into effect the above modest but 
magnificent scheme, is the firm belief of yonrs sugges- 
tively, The. Latest Teacher op the Young Idea. 



A DIAGNOSIS. 


“It says *erb, as youe old Boss, Colonel M^Whfskey, has been 
ILL.*— “ Ah! so I ’EBP I” — “Russian Epipemio?” — “ Ko, — Scotch.” 


OUH BOOKING-OFFICE. 

“Bring me* my Scotch Diotiouary ! ” cried the Baron. “Alas, my L< 
was the answer of the faithful servitor, “ there is none such here.” “ Pfak 
quoth the Baron, ** then will I huckleSo and read A Window in Thrums wi 
it, even though I break all my teeth and nigh 
myself, as indeed, I have weU-nigh done in my g 
attempt to master the first two chapters.” So 
Baron, being convalescent and having a few ho 
spare, lay me down and read, and read, and rea( 
stumbled over the Scotch words and phrases, 
I hit on the plan of reading it aloud to two or 
other convalescents ; just to see how they woul 
it. And as I read aloud, this hook, — which < 
count of its apparent difSLculty, and by reason 
education having been neglected, “lang 8yn< 
respect to the Scotch language, au intimate kno\ 
of which I have not yet acquired “the noc 
gained affection gradually, steadily, and in 
ingly. Though I could not have translated i 
dual words and phrases, yet I instinotively i 
stood tiiem, and was delighted vdth the homel 
pUcity of the style, the keen observation, the a 
wit, and the gentle pathos of A Window in T) 
The Baron pe Book-Worms is grateful t 
J. M. Barrie; and when an opportunity is < 
him, he is seriously thinking of re-reading s( 
the Scotchiest of Sir Walter Scott’s Hovels, and having a “ Hicht < 
wi’ Bobbie Burns.” 

I await the Beminiscenoes of Mr, Montagu Williams, Q.C. and P.M 
considerable interest. 

Mr. T^vnmr F lemin g’s romance. Can such Things he f or^ the Weird 
Heresfordsj—no relation to Lord Charles of that ilk, — starts, and will mt 
reader start too. with a very creepy idea. The story would have beeu a g 
weird aud eene cue but for fibe continual twaddling intenuptioiLS 
“qpooMkal” research and metaphysical problems, which, however, the i 
enoed skipper, who knows the chart, can easily avoid after the first two o 
bumps, and even the inexperienced reader will he able, after an hour or 
hop &om pmnt to point like arohin from twig to twig. But skipping and h 
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is wearying, and the story is too long, and so we hecome familiar 
with the ghost, and we all mow what the fatal consequence of fami- 
liarity is. The repetitions of the Spook’s appearance are monoto- 
nous. Had The Weird been condensed like milk in tins, or essenced 
like Liebig, and been presented to the public as a story in two 
nnmbers of Blackwood (always snch an appropriate title for a Maga- 
zine foil of mysterious stories, — Black Wood so like Black Forest) or 
Macmillan^ or CornhiU (where, somehow, a ghost-story always reads 
uncommonly well), this romance would have created a great sensation. 
As it is, it doesn’t, at least not much. BAROisr be Book- Worms. 

MR. PUNCH'S MORAL MUSIC-HALL DRAMAS. 

Our present Drama (JiTo. YI.) represents an attempt to illustrate 
upon the Music-hall Stage the eternal truth that race will tell in the 
long run, despite—but. on second thoughts, it does not quite prove 
that, though it certainly shows the unerring accuracy of parent^ — at 
least, that is not exactly its tendency, either ; and the fact is that 
Mr, Bunch is more than a little mixed himself as to the precise 
theory which it is designed to enforce. He hopes, however, that, as i 
a reaustie study of Patrician life and manners, it will possess charms 
for a democratic audience. 

comm OF A(3^E. 

A Gh-and Social Psychological Co 7 nedy-‘I)rama, in One Ad, “ 

Dramatis Persoxje. ' 

The Earl of Burnialmond, ] 

The Countess of Burntalmond {his wife), 

ECenry Viscount Bullsaye {their son and heir), : 

The Lady B.08e Caramel {niece to the Eart), 

U^ehmnd / {Travelling as The Celebrated Combination \ 

Mrs, Mor^ound . • Korffdropp Troupe, in their refined and 
^oitsjo^ Morehound,) elegant Drawing-room Entertainment.) j 
Tenantry, ' 

Scene— Great Quadrangle of Hardbake Castle; banners, ^ 

mottoes, decorations, ^c, 
Onthe steps,:B.,,the Earl, ^ 
son, ^ 

^ I'J'ttil, und niece, is discovered in * 
- . .. — ‘C-.’ I concluding a * 

! ^ '■ * speech to six tenantry, . 

who display all the e«- 
j* • that is reason- 

— ' T' i expected at J 

’rt I ^inepenceanight, ] 

y^! : yW ‘ I '* -r. Earl {patting Lord 

JC/(' ■ YfA ^AV ‘ • : shoulder), I . 

fi ■“.i'! f say more, (3^entle- ] 




men, in praise of my dear 
son. Lord Bullsaye. here 




■- (X I f : son. Lord Bullsaye, here 

-:r:±±( mght dwell ok his 

• ’ r extreme sweetness, his 

r. '/'' ■ liiir ^ ^™- marked charac- 

J®""’ 

y.X\{u .i! * ta^es, and the singular 

J&ks^s 8 n 7 l j I j ! I I y attraction he has for chil- 

dren of aU a^es— but I 
- -5 , ' - forbear. I •mil merely 
' ~ an^unce '^at on this day 

* for attaining Ids majority 
—he has gratified us all 
' hy phghtmg troth to his 

^ cousin, the Lady Eose 

ffc? J®;' *“ *“ 

Rose, would suihappt 
W u^ ^ ® ^ misgiyes me strangely-why, I 

”*• t* «• «•» a. 

ftsr 


r Horeh, The fact is, your Lordship ’s celebrating the coming of 

- hage of the wrong heir, {Sensation — i.e., the six tenantry shift 

- from one leg to the other, and murmur feebly,) Oh, I can prove it. 
I Twenty-one years ago — {slow music) — was in your Lordship’s 
) service as gamekeeper, ’ead whip, and hextry waiter. My son and 
. yours was born the selfsame day, and my hold woman was selected 
p to hact as foster-mother to the yonthful lord. Well — {tells a long, 
3 and not entirely original, story; marvellous resemblance between 
. infants, only distinguishable by green and magenta bows, ^c„ <§rc.) 

Soon after, your Lordship discharged me at a moment’s notice 

The Earl {haughtily), I did, upon discovering that you were in 
the habit of surreptitiously carrying ofi kitchen-stuff, concealed 
^ within your umbrella. But proceed with your narration. 

Horeh, I swore to he avenged, and so — {common form again ; the 
' shifted 5 oz^? 5 )— consequently, as a moment’s refiection will convince 
' you, t he^y oung man on the steps, in the hutton-’ole and tall ’at, is 
my lawful son, while the real Yiscount is — {presenting Coltsfoot, 
who advances modestly on his hands) — ’ere I \_Renewed sensation. 

The Earl, This is indeed a startling piece of intelligence. ( To 
Lord B.) And so. Sir, it appears that your whole life has been one 
consistent imposition— a gilded lie f 
Lord B, Let my youth aud inexperience at the time, Sir, plead as 
my best excuse 

j The E, JSTothing can excuse^ the fact that you — you, a low-born 
son of the people, nave monopolised the training, the tenderness and 
: e^cation, which were the due of your Patrician foster-brother. 
(To Coltsfoot.) Approach, my injured, long-lost boy, and tell me 
how I may atone for these years of injustice and neglect ! 

Coltsf, Well, Q-uVnor, if you could send out for a pot o’ four arf, 
it ’ud be a beginning, like. 

The E, ITou shall have every luxury that befits your rank, but 
first remove that incongruous garb. 

Colts, (to Lord B.). These ’ere togs belong to you now, young 
leiler, and I reckon exchange ain’t no robbery. 

(we^A emotion, to Countess). Mother, can you endure to be- 
noM your son m tights and spangles on the very day of his majority ? 

Countess {coldly), ^ On the contrary, it is my wish to see him attired 
as soon as possible, in a more appropriate costume. 

Dord B, (to Lady E.). Eose, you, at least, have not changed? 
Aeii me you will love me still — even on the precarious summit of an 
acrobat’s pole I 

Bose {scornfully), Eeally the presumptuous familiarity of 
lower orders is perfectly appalling ! 

TAe Earl {to Countess, as Lord B. and Coltsfoot retire to exchange 
costumes). At last, Pauline, I understand why I could never feel 
towards Bullsaye the affection of a parent. Often have I reproached 
m;;^eii lor a coldness I could not overcome. 

Connie^, And I tool Nature was too strong for us. But, oh, 
tne joy oi recovermg our son — of finding him so strong, so supple, 
so agde. Never yet has our line boasted an heir who can feed Mm- 
^ ^ strapped on to his dexter heel I 

The E. j^ith emotion). Our beloved, boneless boy ! 

/-Y ij. Coltsfoot in modern dress, and Lord B. in tights, 

Colts, Dont I look slap-up— O.K. and no mistake? Oh, I am 
'aving a beano ! 

*^1 easy^gaiety, and unforced animation I 

Ihe My dear boy, let me present you to your fiancie, Eose, 
^^ove, this IS your legitimate lover. 

Colts, Oh, all right, J’we no objections— on’ y there ’ll be ructions 
mth the woman in the tight-rope line as I ’ve been keepin’ 
company with— that ’s all ! 

foster-brother will act as your substitute there. 
{Broudly,) My son must make no mhalliance ' 

innTiio ‘ give you any pleasure, I’m sure 

1 could soon learn the tight-rope I 

OoUs. Not at your time o’ life. Miss, and besides, ’ang it, now 
^ ^ “y wife doin’ nothing low ! 

U.he E. bpoken like a true Burntalmond! And now let the 
^ .V . Mrs. HoLhotZ! 

ar^ou\re/i^?^ ‘ can’t you-what 

-A® Siiice it is your command, I ohev, thoueh 

it IS m tumbling with a heavy heart ! unougn 

r«on 41, * 1.0 \Turn8 head over heels laboriously, 

. Ho. 

cojRpetition with those to the manner bom ! 

Ti.™ v.'S n • ^norame of the tramf or motion). Haiti I 

noi? wfc® from my hiJsband, but the time 

^ak. Think you that if he were indeed a 
iewal^tn such somersaults as those P Ho— no. I will 

{Tells same old story^except that she herself from 
wSyw ^1”** tranepoeed the infant/ loioe,) Now, do with me 
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JSoreh, Confusion, so my iE-jndged action did but redress tbe 
wrong I designed to effect I ^ 

The S, (annoyed). This is a serious matter, reflecting as it does 
upon the legitimacy of my lately recovered son* Wh.at proof have 
you, woman, of your preposterous allegation ? 

Mrs, H, None, my lord, — but these — 

\_JSx7i%hits two faded hunches of rihhon. 

The E, I cannot resist such overwhelming evidence, flght against 
it as I may. 

Lord j?. {triumpha7itly). And so — oh. Father, Mother, Bose — 
dear, dear Bose— I am no acrobat after all ! 

{sternly), 'W'oxild you were anything half so serviceable 
to the community, Sir ! I have no superstitious reverence for rank, 
and am, I trust, sufficiently enlightened to discern worth and merit 
7 ”®J®\beiieath the spangled vest of the humblest acrobat. Your 
foster-brother, brief as our acijuaintance has been, has already 
endeared himself to all hearts, while you have borne a trifling 
^verse of fortune with sullen discontent and conspicuous incapacity. 
He has perfected himself in a lofty and distinguished profession 
du^g years spent by yow, Sk, in idly cumbering the earth of Eton 
and Oxford. Shall I allow him to suffer by a purely accidental 
coincidence ? Never ! I owe him reparation, and it shall be paid to 
the uttermost penny. From this day, I adopt hi-m as my eldest son, 
^d the heir to my earldom, and all other real and personal effects. 
See, Bobeei Henry, that you treat your foster-brother as your 
senior in future ! 

Coltsf, (to Lord B), Way-oh, ole matey,* I don’t bear no malice, I 
don’t ! Give us your dooks. [Offering hand. 

The 0, Ah, Bullsaye, try to be worthy of such generosity ! 

[Lord B. grasps Colteoot’s hand in silence. 

Lady Itose. And pray, understand that, whether Mr. Coltsfoot 
be viscount (or acrobat, it can make ‘no difference whatever to the 
dismterested affection with which I have lately learnt to regard him . 

[Gives her hand to Coltsfoot, who squeezes it with ardour. 

Colts, {pleasantly), "Well, Father, Mother, your noble Herlship 
^d Lady, foster-brother Bullsaxe, and my pretty little sweetart 
ere, what do you all say to goin’ inside and shunting a little garbage, 
and shifting a drop or so of lotion, eh ? 

The E, A most sensible suggestion, my boy. Let us make these 
ancient walls the scene of the blithest— ahem 1 — heano they have ever 
yet beheld I 

[ Cheers f rom Tenantry ^ as the Earl leads the way into the Castle with 
Mrs. Horehound, followed hy Hobehouni) with the Countess 
and Coltsfoot with Lady Bose, Lord Bullsaxe, discomfited 
and ahashedy entering last as Curtain falls. 










to shave. Could it be the same ? No, most certainly not. So of 
course it was the same. 

In the meanwhile Mr. Bopes had arrived at the house, and had 
been ushered into the chamber of death. The light was very bad, 
and he happened to cut the animal while engaged in shaving it, 

“Tery sorry. Sir,” said 

Mr. Bopes, from force of ' , ! . ' . ' i-'- ■ ' 'j'! | 

habit, “but it’s not my ‘ ' , ' : ‘ A ' -! 

pimpie there, and you ■ A ' ' H '' 

jerked your head just as I .ysj, ^ \ -i* ■ : i.' 

was goiug over it. A ' ' 

nttle ^wder will put that ^ 

across him^hat the poodle 
was imt (kad ^ 

that poodle’s not ’dead. = . 

It ’s in a trance. Just run 

down to the kitchen and fetch me some brandy, some blankets, 
and some hot bricks, and I ’ll bring it round.” 

“ The dog is dead, and in a very few hours he’ll be stuffed,” was 
the cruel reply. ‘ ‘ You needn’t trouble to bring it round. If you ’ ve 
brought your tackle round, you can shave it.” 

“I’ve been shaving it— and that ’s how I know.” 

A door opened on the other side of the passage, and^a fair young 
girl came out in tears and a black dress. 

“ What’s the matter, Aloebnon ? ” she said. 

“ It ’s nothing, Alice. This idiot says that Tommy'’ s not dead.” 
With one wild yell of joy, a yell that broke the gas-globes, and i 
unlinked carriages at all the principal London railway stations, 
Alice Smith fell senseless on the floor. 

“ Out you get! ” exclaimed her cousin Algernon to Mr. Bopes. 
If the dog IS not dead, come back in two hours, and prove it — 
otherwise it will be dead, and stuffed too.” 

“Now then,” said Algernon, when Mr. Bopes had gone, “if 
Tommy Atkins is not dead, he soonlwill be.” He grasped his 
walking-stick, and tried the door of the room. It was looked, 
Mr. Bopes had locked it, and taken the key ! 

“Aha!” he exclaimed. “Baffled! Baffled! Kindly turn the 
lime-light off the swooned maiden, and throw it on to me. Sym- 
pathetic music from the violins, if you please.” 


KICKED ! 

{By the Boot of Clara Cfroomley,') 

Chapter IY. and Last. 

In the little sitting-room above his shop sat Mr. Assid Bopes. It 
was the afternoon before Christmas Day. He had generously 
allowed all his assistants to leave. “If anybody wants their hair 
cut, or their hat ironed,” he said, “I’ll do it myself, \and then 
they ’ll wish they hadn’t.” 

Yet, when a customer rapped on the floor j below, Mr. Bopes" felt 
exceedingly angry. 

“What do you want ? ” he called down the stairs. 

“I want my hat ironed,” said a clear, manly voice. 

‘ ‘ Go away ! Your hat doesn’t want ironing. Go to bed ! ” 

“I will not go away,” said the clear. Arm voice, “until you have 
attended to my hat — ^hat once, if you please.” 

Mr. Bopes came grumbling down the stairs. For one moment he 
gazed at the man in the shop, and then flung his arms round him, 
and wept tears of joy. 

“My dear old friend, Cyril Mush I ” he exclaimed. 

They had been boys together at Eton, and rowed in the Trinity 
boat together at Cambridge. Fate had separated them. 

In less than a minute they were talking over old times together in 
the little sitting-room over the shop. Cyril Mush was delighted. 
“ You can’t charge an old kiend anything for just ironing his hat,” 
he said, with his peculiarly winning smile. 

Before Mr. Bopes could correct this impression, another voice was 
heard in the shop below. 

“ Can you come down for a minute- to oblige a lady ? ” 

Mr. Bopes descended once more. In a minute he returned. 

“ Awfully sorry, Mush, but I must go. I ’ve got to shave a dead 
poodle, and the men are coming to stuff it at nine o’clock to-night. 
It’s for a lady — nohlesse ohlige, you know. I’ll finish your nat 
when I come back.” . . I 

In a second he was gone. Cyril Mush replaced the lining in his 
hat, and placed it on his head. He went out into the streets. He 
was wondering what poodle it was which Mr. Assro Bopes had gone 


One hour had passed. Mr. Alkaloid, the photographer, had met 
Mr. Mush. Mr. Alkaloid had come from Byde to London to get 
his hair singed. The two accidentally met Mr. Bopes as he was 
dashing wildly down the street towards his own shop.^ In one 
minute all was 'explained. Mr. Alkaloid had fetched nis photo- 
graphic apparatus, and the three were careering back to the house 
where the poodle lay dead. But was he dead? You know he 
wasn’t, as well as I do. What do you ask such senseless questions 
for? “It’s the only sure test.” said Alkaloid. “If that dog’s 
alive, he ’ll wag his tail when I try to photograph him. I never 
knew it fail.” 

Outside the door of that gorgeously-furnished room stood an 
excited group. Algernon, the villain, was soliloquising. Alice 
was explaining to Cyril how he had dropped his note down the 
neck of the wrong girl — ^who was also named Smith — and how she 
had been compelled to believe him unfaithful. Mr. Bopes was 
listening attentively at the key-hole, and Cyril was kissing Alice. 

WithSi the room Mr. Alkaloid was photographing the dead 
poodle, (I call it dead, but of course that doesn’t humbug you,) 

“Now then, we’re ready,” they heard Mr. Alkaloid say, 
“jDon’t stare. Just a natural,^ easy— now then— thank you ! ” 

There was dead silence within the room and without. Then the 
door opened, and Mr, Alkaloid came out cheerfully. 

“ The poodle’s dead all ri^t,” he said. “ What you took to be 
blood, Bopes, was blacking off your razor. You really ought not to 
strop them on your boot, I ’ll walk round to your shop with you. 
I want my hair singed.” 

Alice went into hysterics; Algernon swooned with joy; and 
Cyril Mush had a fit. 

At the moment of going to press, they are all three still in the 
above condition. The dog, in the meantime, has been accidentally 
stuffed with the stuffing intended for the stuff er’s Christmas ^oose. 
The goose was found, on carving, to be stuffed with several shilling 
shockers, which had been intended to pad the poodle. 

And to what better use could they have been put— especially if 
they were all like this ? 
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MISUNDERSTOOD! 

(Ahnals of a Quiet Nbighbotohood.) 


' THE “SALUTE;” OB, TAKING DISTANCE. 

“men the assault is given in the presence of 
spectators, it is not uncommon to precede it by the 
Balute, which shows the scheme and various 
figures, as it were, of the attack and defence in a 
precise, ceremonious manner, and with the same 
tond of courtly ritual as that which ^stinguishea 
the minuet.” — R, ji, Colmore Dunnes Fencing, 

TmEE, stantog face to face, foil in hand, 

J nst OTit of lunging range they salute, 

Who anon, swordsman stark, old fencer grand. 
Must fight their duel out, foot to foot. - 

Prelinauiary fiourish, all of this : 

The punctilip of “ form ” without a fault : 
But soon the blades shall counter, clash, and 
twist, In assault. 

Tim ritual of the rapier or the foil : 

Y asUy pretty ceremonial parade, 

M»est preface to the hot and breathless toil 
^^fenoers fiercely battling blade to 

fonnaJly on guard, 

“ qnarte. But by-and-by 

Every subtle thrust andpairy, feiufaidwMi 

Bach will try, " 

'a. ^stance ! Lunge ! 

rfow the thrust ends in the merest hamless 
toucn ; 

The encounterwill be not mere sport, 


Birst to left and then to right I Parry of 
quarte ! 

In pronation by a turn of supple wrist I 
Pa^y in tierce ! All elegant and smart ; 

uut the lethal thrust no parry can resist 
Comes not in this preliminary play. 

The defender, so complacent and erect, 

W lU show another pose another day. 

We suspect. 

And that grey Grand Old Assailant, who *s 
expert 

At heat and re-heat, press, and graze, and 
bind, 

Wm>y his best afa disabling hurt : 

^ parade that ’s in his mind. 

Meanwhile he/s taJdng measure of his foe, 
Meanwhile his foe of him is taking stock ; 
And anon they ’ll come together in a glow. 
With a shock ! 

THE PEEMIER^S. POWER. 

Brief Fragment, of a current Historical Fomance, 

»5*isw^peredthat the Prime Minister has 
his own hands the 
conduct of the foreign affairs of the Government. 
—SmoTcxng^room Gossip,'] ycrmuejic. 

htoasTEE stood .upon the rug, 
regarded his 

assembled colleagues with an imperious and 
a^ry scowl. There was a profound and sig- 
% several minutes. At 
l^gth it broke. He was addressing them 
once more. 

You understand the official relationship 


that exists between us. You are my crea- 
tures. I am your Master. What I originate, 
you accept. I act, you endorse. JDo I,” 
he continued, his voice rising to a shrill 
piping toeble, “do I make myself snffil 
cientlyolcar?” ^ 

A aekly smile of abject acquiescence over- 
spread tbe features of tbe now trembling 
listers. Tbeir Chief noted it with a 
gloomy glare. ^ Then with a furious gesture, 
he suddenly kicked a waste-paper basket into 
the air. ‘You may go I ” he growled. They 
diet not wait for a second permission. Swiftlv, 
but obsequiously, they glided out of the 
room, and ^th traces of terror stamped on 
thett blanched countenances, silently sought 
^ liMe neigbbonring; Railway Station, Li 

took the next train to London. 

* _ . * * * 

That nigbt tbe Premier sat up late. But 
his wor^ whm be began it, did not take him 
4 tmimportant, for the 

a set of sealed 
orders for the Admiral m Command of tbe 
Bntash ^T^on in East African Waters, 
anotiier IJltimatnm to the Government oi 
^rtugah a threatenmg communication to 
fw disturbing despatches, 

toeatening to ttie peace of Europe, to the 
Governments oytnssia. Prance. amTcfermany 
respeotavdy. He laughed long and loud 
wb^ be thought of their contents. Then be 
went to bed. 

^ 

Later on bis work bore fruit ; and people 
men said that tbe Cabinet of tbe day^ must 
have been a strange one ! 




THE "SALUTE!” OR, TAKING HIS MEASURE. 
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ROBERT’S COMPANIONS. 

I ’m a beginning for to tMnk as we ’re ra^tber a rum lot in tbis 
werry strawnery world of ours. I ’ve jest bin a coUectin from sum 
of my brother Waiters sum of tbeir little bistorys, as far as they 

■" remembers ’em, and werry strange 
and werry warious sum on ’em is. 
There ’s one pore chap who ’s about 
. as onest and as atentif a "Waiter 
I: as I nos on anywheres, but you 
' never, no never, ewer ^ sees him 
smile, not ewen wen a ginerus old 
Deputy, or a new maid Alderman, 
gives him barf-a-crown I I’ve 
offen and often tried to cheer him 
hup with a good old glass of ginerus 
port, wen sum reglar swells has 
bin a dining and has not emtied 
the bottels— as reel G-ennelmen never does— but never quite suck- 
seeded, tbo’ be drank down bis wine fast enuft and ewidently injoyed 
it quite as much as if be ’d paid for it, praps jest a leetle bit more. 
So one day I wentured to arsk him bow it was as be was aUers as 
Bollem as a Churchwarden at a Charity Sermon, or a Clown in 
summer time, and be told me as it was all causd by the suckem- 
stances of bis burly life, which be bad never been abel to shake off 
hisself, pore Fellar I tbo’ they was none of ’em his own fault, which 
they was as foUers. .. . p * .t 

To begin with. He was born on a Fryday, on the 1st of Apnl, 
and amost all his days for years after seems to^ have been either 
Frydays or Fust of Aprils, sumtimes one, sumtimes tother, sum- 
times both. He was tjbie youngest of eleven children, and so made 
the family party consist of 13, always as we all knos a xmlucky 
number, and he seemed to have been treeted as if it had bin his 
own fault, which in course it wasn’t, not by no means, no more 
tbfl.n it was his fault the having the Skarlet Fever on one Cnsmus 
D^, which he did to heverybody’s disgust. 

He was afterwards told by his old ISTuss Becky that one speshal 
greevance of Ms pore mother was, that her yoimgest child ^ing 
seven years old when Belly was born, all the warious prepperashons 
customary on such Mmportant occasions had been dun away with as 


useless, ewen to the customary gigantick Pincushon, so that in Ms 
case there was no “ Welcum to the Little Stranger !” So long, too, 
as Ms oldest brother remained at tome, he was never allowed to set 
down to dinner with the rest of the famerly, because, in course, he 
made up the unlucky number, the werry nateral consequence being, 
that when Ms oldest brother suddenly took Ms departure from 
among ’emj poor little Billy was werry severely flogged for setting 
down to dinner with a smiling countinghouse ! Of course ewery 
time as his unf ortnit Birthday^ came roxmd he was made a April Fool 
of, all Ms six lovin Brothers jining in the sport, one arter the other, 
nearly all day long. When he went to school, ewerybody knowed 
of Ms afflickshun, and made a fool of him, hushers and all. 

After he growed up, his Father got him a plaice at a Lunatic 
Asylum, as being the most properest for Ms soUem natur ; and there 
he remained for no less than flve years! 

Then, on the other hand, there ’s old Tom, or rayther yung Tom, 
for he’s one of them jolly chaps as never seems to get no older. 
Why he goes about a grinning away, and a chatting away, and a 
cha&ig of old Bill, who ’s much younger than Mmj like anythink. 
So I Laterally arsked Mm how he acounted for his good sperrits. 
And what was bis arnser ? Why, hurly training. His Father was 
a Comic Play Actor, and allers ready for a larf , and offen took fyung 
Tom with hrrn to the Theater till he becum quite a favrite with all 
the merry gals there, who used to pet him, and give him sweets, and 
teach Mm to say all sorts of funny things ; and, when he was old 
enuff , he was promoted to the dignity of a full-blown Super, at 
18 shillings a week, and all Ms close found. His grate differoulty 
was in lowdng serious and keeping serious when serious bizziness 
was a going on ; and on one oecashun, when he was playing one of a 
band of Jsangwinerry ruffians, sumtMnk so took Ms f ansy, that he not 
only bust into a loud larf Msself , but set all the rest of the sang- 
winerry ruffians a larfing too, and quite spiled all the effect of the 
scene. So he was bundled off neck and crop, and soon afterwards 
got a sitewashun as a Pleaceman, but, for the life of him, he never 
could keep hisself serious when he was before a Magistrate with a 
case ; for if ennybody made a joke, or ennybody larfea,^ToM set off a 
grinning with the best of ’em.* and once axshally made a joke with 
Ms Worship ; so of course on he was sent again, to find a rest iot 
the soles of Ms feet, and a free play for Ms good sperrits, in the 
honnerabel capacity of a Waiter, Eobeet, 
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ESSENCE OE PAELIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED .FROM THE DIART OF TOBY, M P. 

OUSE of Commons^ Tuesday/ ^ 
J&Jm February 11. — “How do you 
Toby? A merry Hew 

/ ^ Session and many of them.” 

tV Morality who 

spoke; his kindljr face beamed 
0^ ; kis friendly hand 

grasped mine. Walked up 
*C ^^0 £oor together through the 

old familiar scene. Benches 
crowded, though a vacant seat 
^ and there ; Habtington’s 

m for example. Eve^body sorry 

^0 hear he ’s been ill, and glad 
p /I to think of him enjoying the 

/•II sunlight of Monte Carlo. 

/ II'* H Q-rand Old Man more Grand 
IT than ever • just 

\Jv up from Oxford ; passed very 

well, it is said. Comes into 
' Parliament with every pros- 

, « , . . , , , , , 0^ distinguishing him- 

sell ; his maiden speech looked for with much interest, 

“f think I’ll put it off for a month or two, Toby,” he said, 
blushing with the ingenuousness of youth. “ You see I ’m so fresh 
f:roin college, that it would ill become me. to plunge into public 
It's all very well for a young fellow like me to get up at 
the Union ; but here it ’s different. You ’re very good to say fiiat 
great things are expected of me; but, if you please, I’ll keep in 
the backgroimd a bit, I ’ll feel my feet first, as they used to say in 
the^nursery, in what seems only yesterweek.” 

Very nice this of him. Wish all young fellows fresh from the 
Umversity, even when they have taken honours, were equally modest. 


Saven t seen you since we met at Greenlands’ icy mountains in 
the Recess,” , Old Morality said, continuing our conversation 
interrapted by the cheers that greeted our arrival. “You remember 
^w bitterly cold the day was ? Rather thought you hurried away. 
Wish you could have stayed to luncheon. We happened to have 
something succulent. However, you must come and dine in my 
room behind the Spearbe’s Chair ; Arees-Doijglas will show you 
the way. We do it pretty sn;^ there, I can tell you. What sort of 
a Session shall we have? Who can teh? Usual sort of thing, I 
suppose. We shall bring in a lot of Bills ; Gentlemen opposite will 
talk some of them out ; at Easter and Whitsuntide Recesses we 
shall squeeze a stage of some through, under pressure of the 
holidays; then three weeks in June and most of July will be 
wasted ; and in August we ’ll suspend Standing Orders, and ram 
through everything we can. As for me, I shall endeavour to do my 
duty to the O/ULEy, to the Country, and to the Members of this 
House, in whichever part they sit. Did you ever, dear Toby, con- 
sider how a kettle boils? The water nearest to the fire is first 
heated, and (being heated) rises to the top. Its place is supplied by 
colder portions, which are heated in turn, and this interchange 
takes place till all the water is boiling hot. That is how we shall 

f et through the Session. The Report of the Parnell Commission, 
eing most heated, will rise to the top first. Then the Tithes Bill, 
Land Purchase, the Education 'question, and one or two other little 
matters will follow, till we ’re all in boiling water. Good-bye now ; 
don’t forget to come across Arees-Dottglas about Eight o’Clock.’? 
Business done , — Session opened. 


Killing eoe a Shilling.— Lord Wolseley (who seems to have 
read the regulations governing communications from soldiers to the 
Press in a very liberal spirit) has published an article on the British 
Army in the pages of an American Twelvepenny Magazine. The 
contribution is embellished with sketches of the costumes of Tommy 
Atrxns and his predecessors. F or the rest, some of the letterpress is suf- 
ficiently alarming to warrant ‘ ‘ Our Only General ” in assuming a title 
which he apparently appears to covet— that of a “ Shilling Shocker I ” 
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Tol au Yent. 


SOMETHING LIKE A EINNEE. 

K ow that the Parliamentary Session has opened, and &e Season 
threatens to set in with its nsnal severity, the dimer question pomes 
prominently to the front. Even m the 
best - regulated households there is a 
sameness about dinner which, towards 
\ the end of the week, palls npon the 
J C'j) appetite. Some ambitions yonng men 
^ / ' have attempted to deal with the matter 
\ and snrprise their guests by introducing 
/ cheese immediately after the soup 
{souffle au parmesan), and after a cut 
of beef comes the fish (turboi a la 
Itusse). That is well meant, but it is 
crude. Mr. Punch has given his great 
Tol au Yent. mind to the subject,^ and presents to the 

consideration of the dining world the following hints for a meal : 

Half-om-half. 

Blauwe Landtongsche Oesters. 

Hoog-Sautemeswijn. 

Dikke Bivierkreeften Soep. Yolmaakte Soep in Yan Dijk Stijl. 
Amontillado. 

Zuschotelles. 

Selderij. Olijven. Radijs. Haringen. Poukenvorm gebakken 
in Berg-op-Zoomsche Stijl, 

Liebfraumilch. 

Gekruide Gereohten. 

Gestreepte Baars, Piet Hein Stijl. Lambasteien met Zeeuwsohe Saus. 
Chateau Danzac. 

Yoorgerecbten. 

Hoenden Yleugels, met Haagsche Saus. 
Heetkoudegemakten Ganzenlevers in Zwolsche Stijl. 

Euinart, wrang wijn, Bijzonder Perrier Jouet, Louis Roederer, wrang, 
Giesler & Co., G. H. Mumm, buitengewoondroog. 

Groenten. 

Aardappelen in Sneeksche Stijl. 

Doperwten, Pransohe Stijl. 

Gebakkene Kropsalade. 

Sorbetj’Anneke Jans. 

Gebraad. 

Kanefasrug'Eendvogels. Gekruide Seiderij -sla. 

Eicbebourg. 

Nagerecht. 

Curaoaogelei. Italiaansche Ijs. Edamscbe Kaas. Yruchten. 
Gemonteerde Stukken. 

Roffie. 

Likeuren. Sigaren. 

Pupen en Tabak. 

It may he objected that half-and-half, even when badly spelt, is a 
cold preparation for dinner ; and others may take exception to 
Poultenvorm^ as likely to have an earthy taste. Bnt did they 
ever try it gehahken in JBerg-op~Zoomsche Stijl ? It is no use 
mincing matters. Let anyone in search of a good dinner enter any 
well-appointed restaurant, and order this 7nenu right through down 
to Pupen en Talak (which is not a preparation of dog’s meat), and 
if they are not satisfied, Mr. Punch is a Dutohman. 


RICHARDSON’S SHOW” AND A “ BILL OF THE PLAY.” 

The Taudeville, when it was opened, was devoted to all that was 
light and cheerful. Comedy and Burlesque went hand-in-hand, and 
the audience, if ever asked to weep, were begged to cry with 
laughter. But Mr. Hobeht Buchanan (with the assistance of the 
late Mr. Hichahdson) “has changed aU that.” C/arma, the pre- 
sent attraction at the little theatre on the North-side of the Strand, 
is a piece of the most doleful character. The Eirst Act is devoted 
"“to a very heartless abduction, and the last to a lingering death and a 
fatal duello. YVTien it is announced that tide successful fencer who 

“kills his man ” is no less a person than that excellent Comedian, Making- up Br, Bill’s Prefecdption 

Mr. Thomas Thobne, it will be readily understood that “ the New ^ JL \ i ^ . 

Drama” is the reverse of lively. Clarissa has scarcely a laugh in company (although a new one) work together with a ^ that 
it from beginning to end. Certainly, in the last Scene hut one, there carries all before it. Aibx^heh has certainly conquered the w^^ 
is a revel, in which “ pseudo-Ladies of Fashion” take part, hut the i ® 5®®^® .satisfied, and 

merriment with which it is spiced is decidedly ghastly. Miss YYint- Tragedy alone for an mdefinitely lengthened period. 

PHED Emehx is exceedingly clever, hut her death-scene is painfully Seejeant Cox, on behale oe Pbivate Box. 

protracted. Thalbebg, as Lovelace, is a sad dog in every sense P.S. — ^Mr. Jerome’s new piece. (which he describes as “oompara- 

— a vwy sad dog,, indeed. The only incident in the piece ever likely to tively speaking, new and original”) , just produced at Terry’s Theatre, 
provoke a smil e, m the appearanoe of some comic hearers of grotesque is rather disappointing. It tittle of New Lamps for Old strongly 
sedan-ch^s, YYhen Clarwsa is carried out d la Gux Faux .at the suggests a “Night’s Entertainment.” But when the poverty of the 
Second Act, there is certainly a moment’s hesitation plot and the quality of the dialogue are taken iuto consideration, it 
whether the audi^ce should cry or laugh. But the sighs have it, would he almost too much to say that this pleasant idea is fully 
pp^st-h ^ dkerohiefs remain to the front. On the occasion oi realised by the evening’s performances. It must he confessed, how- 
the imtial performan^, some sligfht amusement was. caused by the ever, that Mr. Penley, rising and descending in a dinner-lift, is (at 
introduction of Mr. Buchanan in unconventional nineteenth cen- 1 first) funny ; and Miss Cissy G-bahame is ever welcome. 

^ NOTICE.— Rejected Commi^cations or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
m no case be returned, not even whoa accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
_ there will be no exception. r j i jre 


turylmorning Iress amongst the old-fashioned costumes of the 
company; hut, of course, the slight amusement was for once and 
away, and could not advantageously be frequently repeated. Thus, 




Something Lively at the Yaudeville, 

take one thing with another, the life of the Yaudeville audiences at 
this moment cannot he truthfully described as a merry one. 

At the Avenue quite a different story may be -told. People who 
visit this pretty little house desirous of being moved even unto tears 
by that finest of Pausts, Mr. Alexander, will he disappointed — 
they had far better stay at home, or go to see Clarissa. Mr. Hamilton 
Aide has adapted from the French of Carre (a case of fetch and 
carry) a Farcical Comedy in Three Acts, which he calls Lr. Pill, in 
preference to Lr. Jojo the Gallic original. The prescription from 
which the Doctor concocts his mixture might have been supplied 
by the Criterion. Mr. Frederick Terry plays a part that would 
have suited Mr. Wyndham down to the ground, and Mr. Chevalier 
is continually suggesting the peculiarities of Mr. Maltby. Miss 
Faistny Beodoh is Miss Fanny Brottgh, which means that no one 
could play the part so well, much less better, ITor the rest, the 
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THE SCIENTIFIC VOLUNTEER. 

** If ever I have to choose .... I shall, without hesitation, 
shoulder my rifle with the Orangeman .” — See Frofessor Tyndall's 
Reply to Sir IV. V. Saroourt. ** Times Feb. 13, 1890. 

’AERY ON EQUALITY. 

Dear Chabixb, — ^B in down as a dab with that dashed 
heppydemiok, dear boy. 

I ’aye bloomin’ nigh sneezed my poor head orf . Yon know 
that there specie of toy 

"Wot they call onp-and-ball ! That ’s me, Charlie ! My 
back seemed to open sind shut, 

As the pr*>jpe-demon danced on my innards, and played 
pitoh-and-toss with.my nut. 

HinflLuenza be blowed ! It licks hague and cholera rolled 
into one. 

The Sawbones have give it that name, I ’m aware, but of 
course that’s their fun. 

I’ve ’ad colds in the head by the hunderd, but this 
weren’t no cold, leastways mine, 

Howsomever, I’m jest coming round a bit, thanks to 
warm slops and ClyNine. 

Took to reading, I did as I mended ; that ’s mostly a 
practice wim me. 

When I’m down on my back that’s the time for a turn 
at my dear old D. T, [on the job, 

A party named Robert Buchantant, as always a;^ears 
Was a slating a chappie called Huxley. ThinksT, I’ll 
take stock of friend Bob. 

Well, he ain’t much account, that’s a moral ; a ramblinger 
Rad never wos. , ^ , 

Old Huxley’s wuth ten on him, Charlie, though he^s 
rather huppish and poz. 

Are tyiati really born free and eq.ual? Ah! that’s wot 
they ’re harguing hout. ^ ^ , 

Bob B., he says “Yus;” Huxley, “Ho;” and Bob’s 
wrong, there’s no manner of doubt. 

“Free and equal?” Oh, Hbbuchabrezzar! how can 
they talk seoh tommy-rot ? 

Might as well say as Fiz and Four- Arf should be equally 
fourpence a pot. 


Rice hidea, but taint so, that’s the wust on it. There’s where these dreamers 
go wrong. 

Ought ’s nothink, and t lat as is, is ; all the rest isn’t wuth a old Song. 

Bad as Bugoins, the Radical Cobbler, these mugs are. Sez Bugqlsts, sez he, 
Wos it Nature give Mudford his millions, and three bob a day to poor me ? 

Not a bit on it. ^ Nature ’s a mother, and meant all her gifts /or us all. 

It ’s a Law as gives Mudford his Castle, and leaves me a poor Cobbler’s Stall. 

All I ’ve got to say, Charlie, is this. If so be Nature meant all that there, 

She mnst he a fair “ J.” as a mater. I ’re bin bested ont of my share. 

So has Buggins, and nine out o’ ten on us. ^Tthe few nobble the quids 
Spite of Nature, wy Nature ’s a noodle as cannot pnrtect her own kids. 

Poor Buggiks 1 He ’s nuts upon Henery Q-eorge, William Morris, and such. 
He ’s got a white face, and is humpy, and lives in a sort of a hutch 
SmeDin’ strong of wax-end and stale dubbin. Kim born free and equal? 
Grreat Scott ! 

’Bout as free as a trained flea in harness, or sueties piled in a pot. 

Nature ’s nothink, dear hoy, simply nothink, and natural right don’t exist. 
Unless it means natural flyness, or natural power of fist. 

It’s brains and big biceps, wot wins. Is men equal in muscle and pith ? 

Arsk Bismarck and Derby, “ dear boy, or arsk Jacksoh the Black and 
Jem Smith. 

There ’d he precious few larks if they wos, Charlie— where ’d he the chance of 
a s;^ree 

If every pious old pump or young mng was the equal of Me ? 

It ’s the up-and-down bizness of life, mate, as makes it such fun — ^for the ups. 
Equal ? Yus, as old Barnum and Buggiks, or tigers and tarrier pups. 

He ’s a long-winded lot, is Buchakak, slops over tremenjous, he do ; 

Hinder poet, dear hoy, I believe, and they always do flop ronnd a few. 

Make a rare lot o’ splash and no progress, like ducks in a tub, dontcher know, 
But cackle and splutter ain’t swimming ; so Robert, my nabs, it ’s no go. 

Men ain’t equal a mite, that/s a moral, and patter won’t level ’em up. 

Wy yer might as well talk of a popgun a holding its own with a Hmpp. 

’Ow the brains and the ochre got fust ladled hout is a bit beyond me, 

But to fancy as them as has got ’em will part is dashed fiddle-de-dee. 

Normans nicked? Landlords copped? Lawyers fiddled? Q-uite likely; I 
dessay they did. 

Are they going to hand back the swag arter years ? Not a hacre or quid ! 
Finding ’s keeping, and ’oldmg means ’aving. I wish J’d a spanking estate 
Wot my hancestors nailed on tne ready. They wouldn’t wipe me orf the slate. 

No fear, Charlie, my hoy ! I ’d hang on by my eyelids ; and so will the nobs, 
Despite Mounseer Roosso’s palaver or rattletrap rubbish like Bob’s. 

As Huxley sez, Robbery’s whitewashed by centries of toffdom, dear bojr. 

Poor pilgarHeks whose forbears wos honest rich perks carn’t expect to enjoy. 

Life ’s a great game of grab, fur ’s I see, Charlie. Robbery ? Well, call it that. 
If yon only lay hands on yonr own, mate, you won’t git remarkable fat. 

There isn’t enough to go round and yet give a fair dollop to each, 

It ’s a fight for front place, and he ’s lucky who gets the first bite at the peach. 

Kigh priori hideas about Justice, as Huxley declares, is all rot. 

Fancy tigers dividing a carcase, and portioning each his fair lot ! 

“ Aren’t men better than tigers ? ” cries Buggiks. Well, yus, there ’s religion 
and law ; [claw. 

Booty fakes I But when's ’5 the word they ain’t in it with sheer tooth and 

Orful nice to see Science confirming wot I always held. Blow me tight, 

If I don’t rayther cotton to Huxley ; he ’s racy, old pal, and he ’s right. 

The skim-milk of life ’s for the many, the lardy few lap np the cream. 

And all talk about trimming the balance is rubbish, a mere Roosso’s Dream ! 

Pbilanterpy ’s all very nice as a plaything for soft-’arted toffs, [coughs ; 

Rep in bounds it don’t do no great ’arm. Poor old Buggins, he flushes ana 
Q-ets hangry, he do, at my talk. I sez, keep on your hair, my good bloke, 
Hindignation ain’t good for your chest ; cut this SosherHst cant, or you ’W choke. 

Pbilanterpy squared in a system would play up Old Nick with the Q-reat, 

As ’cute &8hop Magee sez Religion would do — carried ow^— with the State. 

Oh, when Science and Saintship shake hands, in a sperret of. sound common 
sense, 

To chuck over the cant of the Pulpit, by Jingo, old pal, it ’s Himmense I 
All cop and no blue ain’t my motter ; I likes to stand treat to a chum ; 

And if I wos flush of the ochre, I tell yer I ’d make the thing hum. [know ; 
And there ’s lots 0’ the rich is good parters ; hit here and hit there, dontcher 
But shake up the Bag and share round, like good pals a pot-'lucking ? Oh no I 

Wot these jokers call Justice means knocking all ’andicap ont of life’s race ; 
“Equal chances all round,” they declare, wouldn’t give equal power and pace ! 
Wy, no ; but if things weren’t made nice for the few with the power and 
the tin, 

The ’andicapped many would be in the ’unt, and some on ’em might viin. 

Booty nice state o’ things for the perkers ! Luck, Law, and the Longheads, 

Have arrange! the w-orld so that the many must work that the few may enjoy. 
These “ Equality ” jossers would spile it ; if arf their reforms they can carry,. 
The enjoyers wOl ’ave a rough time, and there won’t be a look in for ’Abry. 


VOL, x<mn. 




AudisTm ^ “ Beavo," Monseignbite 1 ” 

Beayo MoEseigEGET ! Quite a EatEial Tte Bosoias role the yoxuig actor would try ; To rouse anythiug more thau good-Eattired 
-- - , ^ His £?<?6w^.“gets a haud,” which is cer- derisioE ; [hail. 

For he looks picturesque, aud appears to „ Hut clapumgs aui cheers this boy histrion 

plucky, These lufaEt PheucmeEa frequeutly fail What theu is his Vision ? 
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“ The thonghts of youth, they are long, long thoughts ; 

Exceedingly true, most mellifluous Longfellow ! 

But later come crosses, oft leading to noughts. 

And “ V homme necessaire ” often flnds he ^s the wrong 
How many dehuts have occurred on the Stage [fellow. 

With various set scenes, and with properties varied ? 
Sensationalism, the vice of the age. 

To extremes has been carried. 

A good situation all actors desire, 

AB playrights approve, and all managers glory in. 

He has struck out his own with decision and fire. 

What part will he play a more serious story in ? 

Who knows ? For the moment the cue is applause. 

“ FVwe, Roscrcrs ! ” Itmay meanmere claque, empty chatter. 
And whether the youngster will further the Cause 
Is a diSerent matter. 

A. coup de theatre is not everything, 

As well he ’s aware, that tragedian troubled 
Who is gliding so gloomily off at the wing. 

Hope’s cup at his lips lately brimmingly bubbled, 

JNow ‘ foiled by a novice, eclipsed by a boy I ” 

Is the thought in his mind. The reflection is bitter — 
Theatrical taste often craves a fresh toy, 

And is captured by glitter. 

What thinks Madame France of the attitude struck 
By this confident slip of good stock histrionic ? 

Though dames swear their dear Petit Due is a duck, 

The smile of old stsgers is somewhat ironic. 

But * ‘ Brayas ! ” resound. A lad’s * ‘ resolute will,” 

The ‘I wisdom of twenty years,” stir admiration, 

The political CafS Chantant pluck will thrill 
In a stage-loving nation. 


Royal BEEzsHUffi.— Go to Dowleswell’s, in Bond 
Street, i^d they will show you how County-history is 
written in the present day. It is altogether different to 
the dull, old, dry volumes, ‘‘the musty histories,” which 
our grandfathers exhibited on their shelves, but never 
took down to read ; and these County-historians are of a 
much more entertaining character. Those who know 
Royal Berkshire well— as most of us do— will be glad to 
have their memory refreshed by the fresh, bright, breezy 
pictures by Yeend Ring, John M. Bromley, and J. 
M. MACKurrosH. Keeley Halswelle’s superb painting 
of JRoyal Windsor occupies the place of honour in 
the room. It is one of the best pictures — and at the same 
time one of the most unconventional — ever produced of 
this oft-painted subject. 

THE ROOT OF THE MATTER. 

(The Typical WorrunCs Reply to the Argument of the 
RatioTuil Dress Society,) 

I My dear Lennox Browne, and my good Dr. Smith, 
There is probably truth, there is certainly pith. 

In your Eensington talk about Rational Dress. 

Dr. Garson and Miss Lbfeler-Arnim also, 

Talk sound common sense, but they ’ll find it no go ; 

The Crusade they have started canH meet with success. 

Ho, sage Viscountess Harberton, sweet Mrs. Stores, 
You had better not nourish ridiculous hopes 
About “ rationalising” our frocks and our shoes. 

There is just one invincible thing, and that ’s Fashion ! 
That object of every true woman’s chief passion, 

’Tis vain to attack, and absurd to abuse. 

You may say what you please about feminine “ togs,” 
That they ’re ugly, unhealthy, are burdens or clogs. 

Too high, or too low, or too loose, or too tight, 

There is just one reply (but ’tis more than enough) 

To such “rational,” but most irrelevant stuff: — 

If not in the Fashion, a Woman ’a a Fright ! J / 

From the Zoo. — The Tapir, the Daily Telegraph stated 
in one of the paragraphs of its useful and amusing diary 
of “ London Day by Day,” — “ The Tapir,” at the Zoolo- 
gical Gardens, is a specimen of a species now “verging 
on the brink of extinction. He was an old Tory ; the 
world changes, but change he would noi.” He shonld be 
known as the “ Red Tape-ir.” 

The Seas-on.— M r, J. L. Toole, until he reaches 
Australia. 



A WOMAN^S REASON. 

Cousin Jack, “ Then why did you Marry him, Effie ? ” 

Effie, **Oh, well — I wanted to see the Paris Exhibitio n, you know 1 ” 

SHOOTING ARROWS AT A SONG. 

Dear Mr, Punch, — ^I observe, that a gentleman has written, in a book called 
In Tennyson Land, an account of the exact localities of “the Moated Grange,” 
and other well-advertised places — statements, which however, have been promptly 
challenged by the Poet’s son in the Athenaeum, As there seems to be some doubt 
upon this subject, perhws, you will allow me to give a few notes anent the 
interesting objects which Lord Tennyson has so obligingly immortalised in song. 

The OwL—Thot name of a bright little newspaper which, amongst other items 
of news and flashes of humour, gave a list of proposed marriages— hence, no 
doubt, the refrain of “To wit and to woo.” It owed its temporary success 
both to its fun and its matrimonial intelligence. 

The Dying Swan, — Probably, suggested by the condition of one of these 
interesting creatures on the Thames, whose plumage had changed from white 
to blue, owing to the River being made the temporary repository for the 
outcome of some chemical works. 

Onhwa.— This name, there is every reason to believe, was suggested by a 
character in the opening of a pantomime at one of the minor theatres, very 
popular some twenty or thirty years ago. 

The Miller* 8 Daughter, — ^Avery touching ref erence to the domestic life of a 
hero of the Prize Ring. 

Lady Clara Fere de Vere, — Tradition has it that this aristocratic sounding 
title was originally intended for a new sort of velveteen, that would have been 
sold at a profit at three-and-sixpence a yard, double width. 

The May Queen, — Believed to have been changed at the last moment from 
“The Jack-in-the-Green,” a subject that had already been used by a poet of 
smaller fame than Alfred Tennyson. 

The Lotos Eaters, — Ho doubt adapted from the English translation to a 
German picture of some children playing at a once well-known game called 
“ The Loto Seaters.” 

The northern Co66/er.— Suggested by a favourite coal, supplied to this day 
from Newcastle. 

The Moated Grange, — The site of the original still exists at Haverstock Hill, 
and was fifty years ago more remote than it is now. Hence the title of one of 
the most pleasing little poems of comparatively modern times. 

Trusting that these hints may be of service to those who take an interest in 
Lord Tennyson’s very entertaining works, I remain, my dear Mr, Punch, yours 
sincerely, A Scotch Cousin (Thrice Removed against His Will) of 

Brain Cohwehhy, Matchley Colwell, Baron De Book-Worms. 
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MR* PUNCH'S MORAL MUSIC-HALL DRAMAS. 

No. m— RECLAIMED! 

Or, Brno lAUle MjU taugU her Gfrcrndmoffter, 

Chabacters. 

Lady Belledame {a Dowager of the deepest dye\, 

JSLonhshood {her Steward, and confidential dfinion)* ^ 

LiUle Blfie {an Angel Child). This part has been speciaUy con- 
structed for that celebrated Infant Actress, Banjoist, and 
T^ariety Comedienne, Miss Bibdib Callowchick. 

Scene — The Panelled Doom at Nightshade Sail. 

Lady Pelledame (dwcovered preparing parcels) . Old and unloved . 
— ^yes, the longer I live, the more plainly do I perceive that I am 

noi a popular old woman. 

' ' ' t, ■ Have I not acq^ed t^ 

* ; * '■ '1 ■ ■' ' ' / ' “ T^en I would like my 

' 1 i') ■■■i-';'. ' broom ordered,” and 

® Lady T^o- 

1 laentmiied old 

'■ ■ ■'! ^‘-EEG^AMENTj^my family 

‘ ' has declined to 

ij; 1 for me any^onger, 

\!\lli 'J ■ nB^ HOOD rack-rented some 

II mi' \\( r) * ■ 1 iM'v iB^ of the tenants a little 

'•' It h)o energetically in the 

■tiffflBff- ft ^ m illllT ■ Torture Chamber— as if 

itlMlS \ I'ii PufS'/ ' in these hard times one 

IH“Tw v' a iustided in^nt- 

^ J the villagers scowl when 

^ -J I^s^; &e very childr^ 

" 1 childish voice outside 

*“ -::Lr — ^ ^ sold ’erself to Old Bogie 

^ -r for a noiind 0’ tea air a 

^ set 0’ noo teeth ? ”]— 

that IS, when they do not msult me by suggestions of bargains 
that are not even businesslike! No matter — I will be avenged 
upon them all— ay, all ! ’Tis Christmas-time— the season at wMch 
sentimental fools exchange gifts and good wishes. For once I, 
too, will distribute a few seasonable presents , • . {Inspecting 
parcels,)^ Are^ my arrangenients complete? The bundle of 
choice cigars, in each of which a charge of nitro-glycerine has 
been dexterously inserted ? The lip-salve, made up irom my own 
prescription with corrosive sublimate by a venal chemist in the 
^cinity? The art dower-pot, containing a fine specimen of the 
upas plant, swathed in impermeable sacking? The sweets com- 
pounded with sugar of lead t The packet of best ratsbane ? Yes, 
nothmg has been^ omitted. How to summon my faithful Monks- 
hood. ..Hal he is already at hand, \_Chord as Monkshood enters. 

Monkshood. Tour Ladyship, a child, whose sole luggage is a small 
bandbox and a large banjo, is without, and requests the favour of a 
personal interview. 

Lady B. {reproachfully). And you, who have been with me all 
^ese years, and know my ways, omitted to let loose the bloodhounds ? 
You grow careless, Monkshood ! 

{pounded). Your Ladyship is unjust — did unloose the 
j^odhounds ; but the ferocious animals merely sat up and begged. 
The child had took the precaution to provide herself with a bun ! 
Lady B. Ho matter, she must be removed — I care not how. 

Monl^. There may be room for one more— a little one— in the old 
wen. The child mentioned that she was your Ladyship’s grand- 
daughter, but I presume that will make no difference ? 

Lady B. {disquieted). What! — then she must be the child of my 
only son PoiDOODiiE, whom, for refusing to out off the entail, I had 
falsely accused of adulterating milk, and transported beyond the 
seas I She comes hither to denounce and reproach me ! Monkshood, 
she must not leave this place alive — ^you hear ? 

5 requme no second bidding— ha, the child ... she comes ! 

[ Chord. Little Elixb trips in with touching self-confidence. 
El^Jdna charming little Cockney accent). Yes, Grandma, it’s 
me— little Eijm, come aU the way from Australia to see you, 
because I thought you must be sow lownly all by yourself 1 My 
Papa often told me what a long score he owed you, and how he 
hoped to pay you off if he lived. But he went out to business one 
day— Pa was a bushranger, you know, and worked— oh, so hard; 

and never came back to his little Elfib, so poor little Elfie has come 

to live with you I , , j t j o 

Monks. Will you have the child removed now, my Lady ? 

Lady B. {undecidedly). Hot now— not yet ; I have other work for 
you. These Christmas gifts, to be distributed amongst my good 
friends and neighbours {handing parcels). First, this bundle of 
cigars to Sic Yevet Long, with my best wishes that such a 
connoisseur in tobacco may find them sufficiently strong. The salve 
for Lady Yiolet Powdeat, with my love, and it should be rubbed 
on the last thiag at night. The plant y9u will take to the little 
Pekoaments — ^’ twill serve them for a Christmas tree. This packet 
to be diluted in a barrel of beer, which you will see broached upon 
the village green ; these sweetmeats for distribution among the most 
deserving of the school-children. 

JBlfie \fhr owing her arms around Lady B.’s neck). 1 do like you, 
Grandma ; you have such a kind face I And oh, what pains you 
must have taken to find something that will do for everybody I 

Lady B. {disengaging herself peevishly). Yes, yes, child. I trust 
that what I have chosen will indeed do for everybody,— but I do not 
like to be messed about. Monkshood, you know what you have to do. 

Blfie. Oh, I am sure he does, Grandma ! See how benevolently 
he smiles. You ’re such a good old man, you will take care that all 
the poor people are fed, wonHyoM ? 

Monks, {with a sinister smile). Ah ! Missie, I’ve ’elped to settle a 
many people’s ’ash in my time I 

ELfie {innocently). What, do they all get hash? How nice! I 
like hash,— but what else do you give them ? 

Monks, {grimly). Gruel, Missie. {Aside.) I must get out of this, 
or this innocent child’s prattle will unman me ! {Exit with parcels. 

Elfie. You seem so sad and troubled, Grandma. Let me sing you 
one of the songs with which I drew a smile from poor dear Pa in 
happier days. 

Lady B. Ho, no, some other time. {Aside.) Pshaw ! why should 

I dread the effect of her simple melodies ? Sing, child, if you will. 

Elfie. How glad I am that I brought my banjo ! [Sings. 

Bar IS a lubly yaller gal that tickles me to deff ; 

She ’ll dance de room ob darkies down, and take away deir breff. 
When she sits down to supper, ebery coloured gemple-man. 

As she gets her upper lip o’er a plate o’ ^‘possum dip,” cries, 

“ Woa, LucfiNDX Ann I ” (Chorus, dear Granny !) 

Woa, Lucindt I Woa, Lhcindt ! Woa, Lucindx Ann I 

At de rate dat you are stuffin, you wiU nebber leave us nuffiu ; so 
woa. Miss SiNDT Ann ! 

To Lady B. {who, after joining in chorus with deep emotion, has 
hurst into tears). Why, you are weeping, dear Grandmother ! 

Lady B. Hay, ’tis nothing, child — ^but have you no songs which 
are less sad ? 

Elfie. Oh, yes, I know plenty of plantation ditties more cheerful 
than that. {Sings.) 

Oh, I hear a gentle whisper from de days ob long ago, 

When I used to be a happy darkie slave. {Trump-a-trump.) 

But now I ’se got to labour wif de shovel an’ de hoe — 

For ole Massa lies a sleepin’ in his grave ! {Trump-trump.) 

Chorus. 

Poor ole Massa I Poor ole Massa ! {Pianissimo.) Poor ole Massa, 
dat I nebber more shall see ! 

He was let off by de Jury, Way down in ole Missouri — But dey 
lynched him on a persimmon tree. 

Elfie. You smile at last, dear Grandma ! I would sing to you 
again, but I am so very, very sleepy ! 

Lady B. Poor child, you have had a long journey. Rest awhile 
on this couch, and I will arrange this screen so as to protect your 
slumbers. _ [Leads little Elfie to couch. 

Elfie {sleepily). Thanks, dear Grandma, thanks . . . How I shall 
go to sleep, and dream of you, and the dogs, and angels. I so often 
dream about angels— but that is generally after supperj and to-night 

I have had no supper . _. . But never mind . . . Good night, Grannie, 
good night . . . goo’ni’ . , , goo . . goo ! sinks softly to sleep. 

Lady B. And 1 was about to set the bloodhounds upon this little 
sunbeam! ’Tis long since these grim walls have echoed strains so 
sweet as hers. {Croons.) “ Woa, Lucindt,” &c. “ Dey triedhim 

1 by a jury, way down in ole Missouri, an’ dey hung him to a possum- 
dip tree ! {Goes to couch, and gazes on the little sleeper.) How 
peacef^y she slumbers 1 What a change has come over me in one 
short hour! — ^my withered heart is sending up green shoots of 
ten^rness, of love, and hope ! Let me try henceforth to be worthy 
of this ^ar child’s affection and respect. ( Turns, and sees Monks- 
hood.) Ha, Monkshood ! Then there is time yet ! Those parcels 

. . . quick, quick !— the npcels I 

{impassively). Have been left as you instructed, my Lady. 

Xady B. staggers hack, gasping, into chair. LiUle 
Elfib awakes behind screen, and rubs her eyes. 

[H.B.-— The reformation of a Grandmother being necessarily a 
process of some length, the conclusion of this touching little Drama 

IS unavoidably deferred to a future number.] 

* ** 
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is adored "by a certain, class of burlesque actresses. He flatters th^ 
MODERN TYPES. by adoring himself. He owns a small house in Belgravia, but he 

^ ^ ^ ^ frequently lives elsewhere. Ho pigeon-shooting matches, and few 

{By Mr. Puwiks Ovm Type^wrxter.) poster parties, amongst a certain set, are complete without him. 

T 'PITT? nTTT T T? nvQTU’P 17”R Having benefllted only to a limited extent under the wiU of Lis 

Ho. i. THE DULL lCOYSTEICE±C. ^ ^ father, he is not generally reputed to be wealthy, but he is always 

The Dull Roysterer, or, as he is termed by the slangiest of his extravagant. Yet he manages to steer clear of the painful conse- 

intimates, the ‘‘Bluff Boozer,” is ordinarily the son of a wealthy, but quences of writs with some astuteness. In middle-age he becomes 

^ ^ injudicious father, who, obese, and cannot go the pace as formerly. His friends therefore 

il'i I' ' ' ' . having sent him to a abandon him, and he dies before he is fifty, in reduced circumstances, 

' ’ I ' ' V W ! ! I I ' >! ; M i good public school, fur- of an enlarged liver, 

.'■liii/ 15,' II I r nished him with an in- ■' ^ ■■= 

V - " ' ''ii' “ JOHNNYKIN AlfD THE GOBLIHOS.” 

■ ft i 1 1 i ^ ^ ^ Two hundred and fifty Goblmgs in the Grand Banquet room of the 

I (Pi^i > g^od-hy!r L ’ c™ ^ 

III I English g^Qji^’g admirable verses 

, kaSI P^ WiiMM «; 

tongues of ancient Greece y^llv ft-nflearfid to his uTivate ■" 






gain for Mm a plapem School Football te^, and a conride^ble ^ggent timeT^r. J>LcA, 
amount of populanty, which he increases hy the laiush waste of Ms forthe first time inMslife, 

excessive allowance. He has a fine contempt, which he never tails >,;« Tn^rrv -men ~ WXtoXxMm^ ' 

to express, for those hoys who attempt to cultivate their minds by Knights of His Own 1 

the reading of hooks, and, naturally, does not hesitate to degrade Table, to convert ^ 

hisown by the immoderate absorption of strong drmks. ^ their usual Wednesday din- 

Havmg, however, been discovered m a state of mtoxication, he “movable feast,” ^ 

leaves school hurriedly and betakes himself toan .^y-crammer s ^ transfer it to the day 
where discipline is lax and dissipation easy. Here he ke^s half-a- beforehand, in order to do _ 
dozen fox-terriers, and busies himself about the destruction oi bnnnnr tn the uninTie ocoa- 
domestic cats. Yet, hy dint, of much foromg ou the part of Im ^ e^eeptioual S=' 

Coach, he succeeds m passing mto Sandhurst, and eventual^^ obtains g■^est of the evening. Ho 

a commission in a Cavalry Regiment, puring this stage of his career there were two hun- -- ^ ^ 

he frequents raee-co^ses and worsMps earnestly at the shrme o± dred and fifty acceptances to 
Bacchus. He entangles himself with the wife ot a brother ofiicer, hOl of fare, and two 
and, after figuring as the co-respondent in, an undefended ^se, bundred and fifty more ready 

marries her. In the meantime he sends m Ins papers, and retires ^bat the -RnTi Vova^e t et Au Eevoir » 

from the Army. Shortly afterwards he enlists in th e ranks of ijjyitations came in effect 

those who seek pleasure in the night-resorts ot , the town. He soon President, the Solicitor-General, who could not solicit 

becomes the boon companion of shady sporting , men, latter-day bivain. 

coaohmenj pink and paragraphic journalists, and ndddle-aged ladies, Frar-b: Lockwood, Q,.C., M.P., excelled himself in proposing 

who, having once been, or been once, on, the stage, stiU affect the the toast of “The Drama.” He contemned the ancient G-reek Drama, 
skittish manners of a ballet-dancer. He is a man of ^ort speech, opinion— Counsel’s opinion— or, as he was speaking of the 

hut his humour is as broad as his drinks are long. He affects a jtomans, “Consnl’s opinion”— that there was “more money in the 
rowdy geniality and a swaggering gait, by wmeh he seeks overawe ^atin Drama.” Mr. Punch, regretted he was not at his learned 
the inoffensive. Though he has but a small stock oi intelligence, fiend’s elbow to suggest, that an apt illustration of the truth of 
he passes for a wit amongst his associates hy dint of perpetuaUy bis remark might be found in the success of Augustus DRxmiOLAinTS, 
repeating an inane catch-word. With this, and a stamp ot the foot, Impeeatoe. 

he will greet a friend who maymeet him before lunch. Amongst Mr, HENETlEvnra proved, by his perfect recital of Clement Scott’s 

his intimates such a welcome is held to he intensely humo^us. He ygrggg bow thoronghly “hy heart” he had got them. Henry's 
scatters the same sort of stamp and the identical remark broadcast «c heart is ” not “ dead” when Johnnie is concerned. Sir Edward 
over the loungers who congregate in front of Hatchett s ; hy these nr-A-RTn?. as we learnt from the speeches made by himself, Mr. Irving, 
signs and tokens he announceshispresenceataSportmg Restaurant, Toole, seems to have been at school with all the leading | 

and to the same accompaniment he sups at the Camellia, or looks Motors : and it was a miracle that he escaped the attractions of the 
on, in a heavy, sodden sort of way, while others dance, at the hall of buskin. Pity that the song, “ When we were hoys, Merry 

a demi-^mondaine. , i -xj: n j merry boys, When we were boys together,” had not been arranged 

Yet his general ignorance leads him mto perpetual pitfaUs, and. trio for them. Johnnie was in his best form; very detached, 
makes him the butt of those of his associates who are cleverer th^ casual, aud uncommonly funny. Lord Rosebery apologised by letter 
himself. Havinf: on a certain occasion been add^ssed as £ alstatt, being able to be in Scotland and London at the same time ; 

in delicate allusion to his size and capacity for drink, he is easily ^-bg "VVicked Abb§ Bancrott in replying to the toast of the 
persuaded that the original owner of this name was celebrated m p^ama, pathetically represented his hard case of being called^ upon, 
history for his grace and sobriety. He takes much pride in re- ^ make an after-dinner speech, when he hadn’t had any dinner, 
counting the incident ever afterwards. , „ , , . , , . The Actor’s lot is evidently, not always a happy one. He wanted 

Though the Roysterer is generally fudged, he is rarely glorious. ^ “feeding-part” and didn’t get it. The dinner was excellent, and 
Having once driven a tandem, he is credited mth a complete know- ^be waiting of the waiters was, as far as I could ascertain^ excg)- 
ledge of horses, which, however, he invariably fails to turn to any f^oj^ally good. Certainly the M^tropole, or the Hew “Holland” 
profitable account. He begins bis day with whiskey co(^-tails, con- jjouse, — as it might he termed, after its manager, — holds first rai^ 
tinues it with a series of brandy-and-sodas, followed by unlimit ed business. We present Mr. Holland, the Metropole 

magnums of hrut Champagne, and concludes it with more Cham- -with this suggestion : — 

"A ra. Only 

hours advance, his face assumes a ruddier glow. With the progress , .. . 

The uomt -which is lacking in his conversation is conspicuous m his finds that for some weeks ip come there will be no neeess^ to 
Ijoot^-wHbt Ms collars possess an elevation entirely denied to Ms ^ '’'“I’ 

maimers. ^ assistance as, from his present success, it is evident he cannot get 

He suffers from no restraint in consequence of his marriage. He on un-Aide-d, 





HAPPY THOUGHT. 

“Os, I SA.T, Old Ma.n, I wish yott’d hdn dpstaies aitd htot for my Attnt, and being hub down to Supper. She*s an 
Old Lidt, in a Red Body, and a Green Skirt, and a Blub and Yellow Train, with an Orange Bird of Paradise in her 
Cap. You can’t possibly mistake her. Say / sent you 1 ” 

“Awfully sorry, Old Man, but— a — I’m totally Colour-Blind, you know. Just been tested I” [Exit in a hurry. 


THE INCANTATION SCENE. 

Freely Adapted from “ Eer Freischutzf 

Caspar^ Mr. L-b-ch-re. 

Zamiely Mr. P-bn-LL. 

Scene — Stage in complete shadow, A.n Irish 
Glen surrounded hy hare mountains 
covered with dwarf oaTcSy overhanging a 
hig hog. The Moori is shining dimly, 
Caspar discovered with a pouch and 
hanger y husily engaped in makxng a Circle 
of fairy lanternSy in the middle of which 
unplaced a tvrnip^shully a shillelaghy a 
hunch of shamrochy a crucibley and a 
hulleUmould, Distant mutterings heard. 
Chorus of Distant Party ’•Spirits, 
Shindy now would be a boon, 

Deary hear ! Deary hear ! ”) 
Interest in M-tcb-Ust-wn hath died, 
Dear y hear Deary hear ! 
Mischief niust be stirred np soon. 

(“ Deary hear / Dear, hear ! ”) 

And Obstruction once more tried. 
C^Deary hear ! Deary hear ! 

Ere this S-ss-n *s course is run 
We must really have some fun. 

(“ Dear, hear / Dear, hear ! ”) 

[^At the end of chorus, a Pig Pell hooms 
twelve times ; the CircU being Unished, 
Caspar within it, draws his hanger 
round the lanterns, and at the twelfth 
stroke strikes it into the turnip-shuU, 

Caspar [kneeling, and raising the skull on the 
hanger at arm's length). 


I Zamiei, Zamiel, hear me, hear ! 

By this bogey-skull appear ! 

Zamiel, rise, for things look queer ! 

[A confused noise is heard, a Meteor [looking 
rather like a long-expected Blue- Bo »A} 
falls on the Circle, and Zamiel, looking 
coldly triumphant, appears, 

Zamiel, Why callest thou ? 

Caspar, Well, hang it I I like that ! 

But, by St. Patrick’s beard, your advent ’s 
pat, 

Our foes boast three years longer they may 
live. 

Zamiel, No ! 

Caspar, Then good reason you and I must 
give. 

Zamiel, Who says so ? 

Caspar, One who hardly dared— till now — 
To face thy really raytuer freezing brow ; 
But, moved by reason, and a late Report, 
He ’s on the job ; and we shall have some 
sport. 

Zamiel, What doth he seek? 

Ca^ar, To be supplied 

With bullets which thy skill shall guide. 
Zamiel, Six shall obey, 

The seventh — ^who ’ll say ? 

Caspar, Lord of the mystic League, 

I hope, by sly intrigue, 

To rule the seyeuth also, 

And let it kill — you know I 
Zamiel, Too risky. 

Caspar, Oh, I say. 

Let ’s have no more delay. 


Zamiel, Enough — no more! I ’ll tell thee now 
By this day month there ’ll be — a row ? 


[More mutterinas are heard and repeated in 
chorus, ^ The skull and hanger sink, and 
in their place a hearth with lighted 
coals ^ and faggots, rise out of the earth, 
within the Circle, The Moon hecomes 
red, 

Caspar, Well served! Bless thee, Zamiel! 

The day will be ours ! 

[Caspar moves to and fro, places faggots on 
the coals, blows the fire, which blazes and 
fumes. In the smoke certain cabalistic 
letters appear, 

Now for it! Every moment is precious. 
“ Every bullet hath its billet,” saitn the old 
saw. Rather ! Black C-c-l, beware ! Bland 
William H., look out ! Brutal B-le-b, mind 


your eye! Shrewish G-sch-n, be warned! 
Haughty H-bt-ngt-n, take care ! Perfidious 


Three long years yet to sway ? 
Pooh, Zamiel ! It’s child’s-play. 


Haughty H-bt-ngt-n, take care ! Perfidious 
J-s-PH, watch it ! That accounts for Six out 
of the fatal Seven. ’Twill suffice, even if 
the seventh— bah! that’s silly superstition. 
Here goes! First this lead — ^heavy as Sm-th’s 
speeches ; then this glass, brittle as the bond 
between the Unionists; some quicksilver of 
Randolphian shiftiness | three charmed balls 
which have already hit their mark. See, 
they are marked. “P-g-tt,” “P-bn-ll,” 
“ C-mm-ss-n ” ! ! ! Probatum est ! Now for 
the blessing of the balls. 

[Caspar bowing down his head three separate 
times [as to three Judges) before he com- 
mences his incantation. 


Taou who hast Fate’s mystic dower, 
Zamiel, Zamiel, work thy power ! 
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RUSTIC POLITENESS. 

Squi/re Roadster, “Where are the Hounds, mt Man ?” 

Y okel, “Gar on with yer ! Don’t knaw wheer the ’Otjnds be, aio) got a Red Coat and a bio ’Oss ! Ter oughter be 

ASHAMED OP YBRSELP ! ” 


Spirit of the evil dead 

(At Madrid), Hess, bless the lead ! 

May they be as featly sped 
As the one that pierced his head. 

I am sick of shilly-shally. 

May they— metaphorically, 

For, of course, I don’t mean murder, 
nothing could be— well, absuxder — 

May they spifflicate our foes, 
neither progress nor repose, 

On Bench or in Cabinet, 

May they any of them get 
Till they get their last quietus 
From these bullets (That will seat us 
Comfortably in their places. 

To the rapture of three races) 

How the fire fumes ! There ’ll be ruction. 
Characters look like Obstruction 1 
But they mean — and that ’s their beauty ! — 
Merely, simply, purely Duty ! 

Therefore, ’tis my occupation 
So at present, Incantation ! 

G. 0. M, won’t take a part ; 

He objects to the Black Art. 

Though he rather shirks my cult. 

He will relish the result. 

ZAMiETi ! you ’re the chap I like. 

Charm the bullets that they strike. 

Zamxel, lend thy might to kill 
To each burning drop we spill ! 
now then for it ! Out on fear I 
Zamiel, Zamiel, be thou near ! 

[/Seis to work at — The CASTim of 
THE Bullets, Music, 


The Latest Catch-Line. — Good Day I 
Have you read the ’Report of the Special 
Commission P 


OUE BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Leaves of a Life, So Montagu Wieiiams, 
O.C., and Worthy Beak, styles his Remi- 
niscences. The Leaves are fresh, and will be 
Evergreen, nothing in his Life has become 
him so well as his leave-ing it. I fancy 
that the most popular part of it will be the 
early days— his ssilad days— when his leaves 
were at their greenest^ Certainly, to all old 
Etonians, the opening of Yolume One must 
prove the most interesting part of the two 
books ; and after this, in point of interest to 
the general reader, will rank all the stories 
about persons whose names, for evident 
reasons, the learned Reminiscenser cannot 
give in full. When you read about what 

enormities “ C committed, and what 

an unmitigated scoundrel “ D ’s” brother 

was, there is hi the narrative a delightful 
element of mystery, and an inducement to 
guess, which will excite in many a strong 
desire for a private key, which, of course, 
could not be placed in any publisher’s hands, 
except under such conditions as hamper the 
trustee of the Talleyrand Memoirs, 

Mr. Williams has better stories of Ser- 
geant Ballantine than the latter had of 
himself in his own book. But I should like 
more of the Montagu out of , Court — ^more 
of the behind-the-scenes of the cases in 
which he was engaged or interested. All his 
book is written in a dashing style, and there 
would be an- enormous demand for a third 
volume, which might be all dash— C — ^ 

D E ; every letter of the alphabet 

dash— a dash’d good book, in fact, giving 
I us the toothsome fond d'^artiehaut after the 
“leaves” have been disposed of. But that 


I this should be the strong feeling expressed 
Inot alone by the Baron Db B.-W., but by 
very many readers, is proof sufficient of the 
art with which these Reminiscences have 
been compiled, so as, according to Sam 
Wellev^s prescription for a love-letter, to 
make us ‘^wish there was more of it.” By 
the way, I doubt whether Whateley’s Evi- 
dences of Christianity was the work that 
Montagu Williams was dozing over during 
“Sunday Private” in pupil-room; doesn’t 
he mean Paley’s Evidences f Also, wasn’t 
the old College Fellow ’s name spelt Plumtbe, 
or Plumptre, not PlumptreeP However, 
the Baron is less likely to be right than 
the Magistrate, who is^ evidently blessed 
with a wonderfully retentive memory. 

My faithful Co. reports that he has read 
On the Children^ a not very interesting novel, 
by Annie Thomas, otherwise Mrs. Pender 
C uDLip. The story deals with a young girl, 
who, after serving in a village newspaper 
shop, marries the local nobleman, and no 
doubt lives happily ever afterwards. Persons 
who are interested in the doings of the class 
Jeames calls the “ hnpper suckles,” will per- 
haps be^a little disappomted, as, truth to tell, 
the narrative is rather homely. Many of the 
characters seem to have that exaggerated 
awe of rank which nsed to be characteristic 
of the tales in the London Journal, The 
hook shonld, however, he welcome in the 
homes of some of the lower middle class, 

Baron De Book-Worms & Co. 


Mr. Parker Smith, the recently elected 
M.P., appeared in the Honse looking Par- 
tiekularly happy. 
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House of Commons^ Tuesday ^Hehruary 11. — “Eather slow 
this,” said Commandant (of the Yeomanry Cavalry) Lord 
Bbookb to Admiral (in black velvet snit, with silver buckles) 
^Eotdzk. 

They were ’ooked up in a room“^adjoining Old Mokalitx’s 
private apartment, at back of Spbakee’s chair. Both dressed 
m warlike costumes, both uniforms new, unaccustomed, and 

f uncomfortable. Both warriors had waked in the morning 
full of joy and proud anticipation. “ If you *re waking 
, can me early.” Q,uartermaster-&eneral Lord Brooxe ^ had said 
to his man; “this is the happiest day of all the bright new 
year; for I’m to Second the Address. Yes, I’m to Second 
the Address.” 

Captain Roxden had made a remark of a similar purport to his body servant, though he had kept more closely to prose. Now here 
they were locked in, with a glass of sherry wine and a ^oage cake, waiting for ihe signal that might never come. Ordinary course on 
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opening night of Session is, for Speaker to take Chair ; Notices of 
Motion to be worked off: Queen’s Speech read; then Mover and 
Seconder of Address march into seats immediately behind Ministers, 
especially kept for them ; dexterously dodge tendency of sword to 
get between their knees ; sit down with the consciousness that they 
are the “cynosure of every eye, including those of Joseph Gillis, re- 
garding them across House through horn-bound spectacles. To-day 
everything upside down.^ Instead of moving the Address, Harcourt 
on with question of Privilege— Harcourt, a plain man, in civilian 
costume I Worst of it was, they could not go away and change their 
clothes. No one knows what may happen from hour to hour in 
House of Commons ; debate on Privilege might break down ; 
Address brought on, and what would happen to British Consti- 
tution if Mover and Seconder were dragged in in their dressing- 
gowns ? 

“ Dom’d dull,” said Captain of Yeomanry Cavalry Lord Brooke, 
toying with his sword-tassel. 

“ Trenormous ! ” yawned Bosun’s Mate 
Rotdeh, loosening his belt, for he had 
been beguiled into taking another sponge- 
cake, ‘^If they’d only let us walk about 
the corridors, or lounge in the House, it 
would be better. But to sit cooped up here 
is terrible. Worst of it is I ’ve conned my 
speech over &o often, got it mixed up; end 
turning up in middle ; exordium march- 
ing in with rear- guard ; was just right 
to go off at half-past six ; now it ’s eiAt, 


to go off at half-past six ; now it ’s ei^t, 
and we won’t be off duty till twelve.” 

Vice-Admiral Hoyden feebly hitched 
up his trousers; sadly sipped his sherry 
wine, and deep silence fell on the forlorn 
company. 

No one in crowded House thought of 
these miserable men. Harcourt made 
his speech ; Gorst demonstrated that , 
Motion was indefensible, being both too 
late and too soon ; the Mouse came and 


“ Eidiculus Mus,” the New Member. 


I went amid a spasm of thrilled interest ; Gladstone delivered 
i oration in dinner-hour ; Parnell fired up at midnight ; House 
divided, and Speaker left the Chair. Then was heard the rattling 
of keys in the door by Old Morality’s room; two limp warriors 
were Jed forth; condncted to four-wheel cab; delivered at their 
own doorways, to spend night in pleased reflection on the distinction 
of Moving and Seconding the Address. 

Bvsiness do72«.— Charge of Breach of Privilege against Times, 
negatived by 260 Votes against 212. 

Wednesday. --'R otisq met at Noon as usual on Wednesdays ; the 
two men of war in their places in full uniform, which looked a little 
creased as if they had slept in it. The eye that has sternly reviewed 
the Warwickshire Yeomanry Cavalry, lacks something of its wonted 
brightness ; whilst Hoyden’s hlack velvet suit sets off the added 
pallor of a countenance that tells of sleepless vigil. 

House nearly empty ; Members won?t turn up at Noon even to 
hear the thrilling eloqnence clothing the original thoughts of 
the Mover and Seconder of the Address. 
Amid the dreary space the stalwart figure 
of George Hawkesworth Bond, Member 
for the East Division of Dorset, stands 
forth like a monument, Cnrions to see 
how Bond avoids vicinity of Cross Benches. 


Was standing there in contemplative atti- 
tude last ni^t, whilst Gorst was demon- 
strating that HARCOURT’sMotion on Breach 
of Privilege was, (1) too late, and (2) that it 
was too soon. It was at this moment that 
the Mouse appeared on the scene, leisurely 
strolling down fioor apparently going to 
join the majority. A view-halloa started 
him ; doubled and made for Cross Benches ; 
Bond, awakened out of reverie by the 
shout, ^ looked down and saw the strange 
apparition. Never believed a man of ms 
weight could get so high up into the air 
hy sudden swfft gyration. Mouse, more 
frightened even than the man, dodged 
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round the Benches and disappeared, “ All very well once m. a wa^ 
said Bond this afternoon, sinking into a seat far removed ftom the 
Cross Benches; ‘‘but it is foolish unnecessarily to court danger; 

won’t catch standing at the bar any more 

^ when Gokst is orating.” 

And his word is as good as his Bond. ^ 

After Mover and Seconder had completed their 
story, Grand Old Man appeared at the table, 
and talked for nearly an hour. Few to listen, 
but that no matter. A rapt auditor in Old 
M oEAiiTT, sitting forward with hands on Imees, 
\ eyes reverently fixed on orator, drinking in his 
honeyed words. Something paternal in his 
attitude towards Ministers, ^ Here and there 
W they had done not quite the right thing. The 
Maekiss, in partioxuar, had been particularly 
^ harsh to Portugal ; hut, on the whole, things 
'‘'Is might have been worse. 

“Bless you, my children; bless you!” were 
; '/ the last words oi the Crand Old Man as he 

J / > / stretched forth his hands across the table. Mot 

/ / ‘ m Treasury Bench. Old Moealitt 

Mi ‘ M deeply touched, hut through his sobs managed 

iu *ii‘M ^ make acknowledgment of the unexpected 

fi clemency. 3mine&s done, — ^Address Moved. 

Thursday, — ^The languor in which House 
® steeped siuce Debate on Address opened, not 

fm varied to-night tiU, at ten o’clock, copies of 

* Beport of Parnell Commission brought to Yote 

IMl 7 Office. Then such a scrimmage as never before 

At re-opening of Debate, Howoeth started 
■n .e 0^ 'W'ith reference to Portugal. Immediately 

Before the Mouse came, j^embers, with one consent, went forth, ^s- 
covering that they had special business in the Lobby, the Library, 
the Tea-room, anywhere out of the House. The Sage oe duEENr 
Anne’s G-ate had not even waited for resumption of Debate to 
quit the scene ; was comfortably ensoonsed in Smoking-room, dis- 
tilling words of wisdom to listening circle. Someone dropping in, 
accidentally mentioned that Howoeth had brought on Portugal 

j 

Fight for the Beport of the Boyal Commifisioii, 

business. Sage jumped up nearly as high as Bond when he saw 
the Mouse. Had an Amendment on the paper referring to Por- 
tugal : had prepared a few paragraphs elucidating it. If opportunity 
missed, speech would be lost. ^ So bolted ofi ; arrived just in time to 
follow B.OWOETH. Whilst discoursing. Our Latest Duke came in, 
fresh from the pageant of his installation in House of Lords. Seated 
in Peers’ G-aliery, toying with his walking-stick, thinking no evil, 
started to hear Ms name mentioned. Sage’s quick eye had caught 
sight of him. 

“Halloa!” said the Sage to himself, “here’s a Duke; let’s 
throw arf a brick at him! ” 

So, with innocent manner and pretty assumption of ignorance of 
the presence in Peera’ Gallery of the highly favoured young gentle- 
man with the walking-stick, the Sage traced ^ the evils of Central 
Africa, leading dnectly up to the quarrel with Portugal, to the 
action of the British South Africa Company, of wMch the Duke of 
Fife, he said, was a Promoter and Director. 

“ Very odd thing, that, Toby,” said the Duke, under his breath, as 
he left the Gallery on tip-toe ; “ most rema,rkahle coincidence ; odds 
seemed to be a thousand to one against it ; and yet it came off. 
Don’t look into Peers’ Gallery tveice a year ; yet on very night I 
happened to he there for five minntes, Labby on Ms legs and talking 
about Me I ” 

1 i Business done, — Debate on Address. 

Friday,— A. dtill night, uplifted, at outset, by powerful speech 
from Paenell, and, towards finish, by Colonel Saundbeson riding 
in, and slashing ofi heads all round. After him came Shebhy. 
Splendid fellow, Sheehy ; must see more of him. 

“ What yon want is blood ! ” Sheehy shouted across the House 
at Baxfotje, lounging, dull and depressed, on] Treasury Bench; 

“ I repeat the phrase — Blood ! ” 

“Blood,” said Saxtndeeson, carelessly passing |Ms hand through 
the black locks that crown his lofty brow, “ is not exactly a phrase. 
Besides, after eight hours of this, a cup of black coffee would be 
more in Balfotte’s way. But a good deal must be conceded to 
Sbceehy. What a nation we are for genders ! We had an O’Shea, 
we have an O’Hea; and here’s a Shee-hb. I have occasional 
differences with some of my countrymen ; but I am proud of my 
country.” 

Bminess done, — ^Debate on Address, 

FIFTY YEARS OF RAILWAY PROGRESS-FIFTY YEARS HENCE. 

A LAEGE and attentive audience assembled yesterday evening to 
hear Mr. Fairweathee’s discourse on the hi^y interesting and 
instructive subject of the progress made in [the matter of Bailway 
Travelling in the course of the last fifty years. 

The lecturer commenced by reminding Ms audience that, in the 
days of their fathers and grandfathers, fifty years ago, towards the 
close of the Nineteenth Century, the wretched Public had to content 
tiiemselves vfith a miserable conveyance called a Pullman Car, that 
they in those days considered a triumph of elegant and convenient 
locomotion, because they could get tacked away on a shelf at night 
as a sort of apology for a bed, and be served with a mutton-chop by 
day, as a makesmit for lunch, and this they considered wonderful, 
because they were being dragged over their road at the marvellous, 
soul-thriUmg pace of sixty mnes an hour. {Boud laughter,) WTiat 
would the poor benighted travellers of those days say to their present 
Grand Circular Express, that ran from London to x ork in two-and- 
twenty miuntes, and ran up to the most northern point in Scotland, 
then down the Western Coast to Land’s End, and back a^ain to 
London aU along the Channel Shore, doing the entire circuit in four 
hours and a quarter, and tMs while yon reclined on the rich red 
velvet cusMons of the lofty and sumptuously decorated third-class 
earriage^at a one-and-niuepenny fare ? No wonder that people took 
monthly tickets, and went round, and round, and round the 
two kingdoms; living, in fact, in the train, and being thus 
perpetually on the move. Look at the advantages offered by the 
Company, on their new extra- triple width line. A Brass Band, a 
Theatrical Company, a Doctor, Dancing-Master, Teacher of Elocution, 
Solicitor, Dentist, and Police Magistrate, accompanied every train, 
which was, moreover, provided with Turkish Shower and Swimming 
Baths, Billiard-rooms, Circulating Library, and offered attractive 
advantages to families wishing, either at their doctor’s orders or 
for the mere sake of the run on its own account, continnal change 
of air, complete sets of handsomely furnished apartments not fitted 
up with sleeping shelves — [laughter) — ^bnt supplied with regular six 
foot four-posters, such as would have deHgfhted the eyes of their 
great graudfathers a hundred years ago. The law, too, recently 
passed, wMch consigned a Director to penal servitude, in the event 
of a train being ten minutes after its time, which had been passed 
owing to the persistent unuunotuality of the South-Eastern Com- 
pany, had worked admirably, and to it, no doubt, they owed the 
present orderly management of all the lines in the three kingdoms. 
What would be the next development of Bailway travelmig he 
could not venture to predict, hut he thought that if, in the next 
fifty years, they made as much progress as they had in the fifty 
years just expired, he was of opinion, that though the shareholders 
might possibly receive a smaller dividend even than that they were 
drawing to-day — [loud laughter) — ^the Bailway, as an institution in the 
country, could not he regarded but as being in a highly fiourishMg 
condition. 

^ A vote of thanks having been passed to the Lecturer for his 
lively and instructive discourse, which he hriefiy acknowledged, the 
proceedings terminated. 

Another ^ ‘ Competitive.” 

Why have we no Exams, for our M.P.’s. ? 

Why not give marks for intellectnal vaiiance ? 

And range each class according to degrees — 

Here the Tomfoolites— there the Noodeletarians ? 


{3::^ KOTIOE.— Rejected Commuaicatious or Coatributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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UNTILED; OR. 

« TrSs volontiers,” repartit le demon, 


THE MODERN ASMODEUS, 


“ Vous aimea les tableaux ohangeans : je veux voua contenter.” 

Le Liable JBoiteux, 


XXI. 

‘ ‘ Thoxtot cold tlie coxcomb, 
and tbongh coarse tbe 
boor, 

Tbou|:b dnlness bannts tbe 
rick and pain tbe 
poor, 

In this colossal city, 

Yet London is not Kome, 0 
Shade!” I said. 

“A later Jutenai. sbonld 
not find ber dead 
To purity and pity.” 

“ Satire, of sbames and 
f oUies in sole quest. 

Is a one-eyed divinity at 
best,” 

My guide responded, 
slowly. 

“Tbe tale of Zoiltts batb 
its moral still. 

Sucb critics are but blow- 
flies, tbeir small skiD. 

To carrion given whoUy. 

“ Xot aU tbe Eomans of Doiotian’s days 
"Were sucb as live in Jutenal’s savage lays ; 

Fot all the Latian ladies 
Were Hippias or Collatias. Neither here 
May all be gauged by satire^s rule severe, 

Or earth would be a Hades. 

“ The scalpel hath no terrors for the sound, 
Nor is the hand that wields it harshly bound 
To ceaseless vivisection. 

The Cynic sharply sees, but sees not far ; 

The eye that hunts the mote may miss the star 
Too great for scorn’s detection. 

“ Dream not, oh friend, because I let the light 
On lurid London through the cloak of night 
(As was my undertakiug.) 

That I ’ve a spirit wholly given to scorn, 

Or blind to all, save sin, that with tbe mom 
WiU see a bright awaking. 

“Yet could tbe freedman’s son but wield his 
flail [pale 

In London, there are those might shrink and 
As did DomTiAn-’s minion, 

Paris lives yet, pander and parasite 
Still flaimt in bold impunity, despite 
A custom-freed opinion. 

“ Dull in the drawing-room, our beardless boys 
Can sparkle in the fuaunts of coarser joys. 
Coldness and muteness vanish 
When Tullia dances or when Pollio sings. 
With riotous applause the precinct rings. 
There chill restraint they banish. 

“ Behold Lord Limpet in his gilded Box, 

His well-gloved palms and scarlet silken socks 
Actively agitated; 

He who erewhile about the ball-room stood 
A solemn, weary, whispering thing of wood. 
And sneered, and yawned, and waited.” 

“Wondrous!” I cried. “The youngster’s 
cheeks flush red^ 

Wide laugh his lips, and swiftly wags his head, 
He cheers, he claps, he chu(Mes. 

Can he, the languid lounger limp and faint 
Q-ive way to mirth with the mad unrestraint 
Of boys with ribs and knuckles ? 

“ Frankly canaille is that dancing chit 
Slang and suggestiveness serye her for wit, 
And impudence for beauty. 

Yet frigid ‘ Form’ melts at her cockney spell. 

‘ Form,’ which votes valsing with the reigning 
An undeHghtful duty. [belle 

‘ ‘ Bounds on the arch-buffoon, withflexile face, 
W ith bagman smartness and batrachian grace. 
Is he not sweet and winning ? 



Mime of the gutter, mimic of the slum. 

Muse of the haunts unspeakable, else dumb, 

A satyr gross and grinning ? 

“ Limpet smiled,” he said. “ Shaxspeaee’s 
boldest wit 

Leaves Limpet listless, but each feature lit 
At that last comic chorus. 

London is full of Limpets ; clownings please 
The weU-groom’d mob, though Aristophanes 
Would miserably bore us. 

“TJntile the Town entirely? Nay, good 
friend, 

That were to affright the timid, and offend 
The tender and the trustful. 

Hnlifted yet must lie the dusky screen 
That veils the viler features of the scene, 

The dread and the disgustful.” 

“ Shadow ! ” I said, “ Civilisation fails, 

While surfeits Idleness, and Labour pales. 

For aU its spread and glitter. 

The Titan City lacks its crowning grace 
And glory, whilst its pleasure is so base, 

Its bondage is so bitter.” 

“.True ! ” sighed the Shadow, and a softened 
smile 

Seemed to illume the coldness, void of guile. 
Of those phantasmal features. 

“ When from the City’s gloom shall flash to 
light 

This truth : The sleek and selfish sybarite 
Is meanest of G-od’s creatures ? ” 
“Shadow!” I cried. But in the darkness dim 
Those lineaments did waver and dislimn 

Like clouds at the sun’s waking. ; 

Alone I stood ; fled was the night, the dream, | 
And o’er the sleeping City’s sullen stream 

Babylon’s grey dawn was breaking. ^ 
The End. • 


THE CHAMELEON REPORT.^" 

JEntirely New Version, 

(“ The bearings of it lie in the application,” — to a 
certain Eeport.) 

Time to the eager seems to lag, 

Howe’er his glass he shaken ; 

Yet struck the hour when from the bag 
The Creature should be taken. 

Three Judges sage had cooped it there 
Three Judges wise, three Judges fair, 

At him Society will ejaculate 
Who hints a Judge is not immaculate. 

The Judge’s ermine none dares dim 
(Unless tiie Judge differs from ^im). 

Now men discussed, with glee or dolour, 

The question of the Creatnie’s colour. 

“.Black as my hat,” cries one, “ Jknow.” 

“ Nay ! ” shouts another, “ white as snow I” 
Whether the thing revealed should prove 
To ape the Haven or the Dove. 

Was matter of dispute most furious ; 

Angry were most, and all were curious. 

At last arrived the eventful day 
When from the bag the thing must crawl, 
And lo ! the Creature’s tint was yrey. 

Which disappointed aU. 

But though Truth brings a brief confusion 
To obstinate foregone conclusion, 

Preiudice, routed most dismally, 

Will quickly to Unreason rally. 

And so the one side would remark 
That for a grey ’twas wondrous darAi ; 

The other side did more than hint 


They never saw so light a tint ; 

“ Deep iron-grey ! ” said one, “ Oh, stuff ! ” 
Another cried at most a buff ! 

“ In tint below, in bue above, 

’Tis Kttle deeper than a Dove !^ 

In fact, looked at in a strong HghL ^ 

’Tis scarce distingnishahle fiom white ! ” 

“ White yelled a third, with rage half 
throttled, 

“ With jet-hlack streaks ’tis thickly mottled. 
If not pure Haven, all must own 
No Magpie hath a sootier tone I ” 

■ed 


And so the rival parties 
Judgment considered wJ 
jangled, 

And the great bulk of ^AemVtwas sad to find, 
Wore party-coloured specs., or else were 
colour-blind ! 


GARBICK THEATRE. 


A Diag-nose-is oe Wine. — The Case of 
Champagne set before Mr. AJderman and 
Sheriff Davies, Of course, the worthy Aider- 
man, who is a judge of wine, needed only to 
raise the glass to his nose. He smelt it to see 
if it was Corke’d. ^ But in answer to the 
charge of false lahelling, it should have been 
simply pleaded that, at the manufactory, the 
labels were not simply put on, hut Clapt-on. 
Whether this defence wonld have gone to 
mitigate the fine of twenty pounds, is another 
matter. The Alderman’s decision was given, 
much as the pnbHc generally pay for Cham- 
pagne, — good or had, — that is, “ through the 
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ALL FOR THE SAKE OF THE ARMY I 

From Jfr. CL Bounder to Mr, T, Tenterflve, 
Drab Tommt, — I say, can’t you give me a 
leg up, to get tile Government to adopt my 
confounded pop-guns ? The foreigners don’t 
seem to see them much, and, hang it all ! a 
true-hearted Johnnie should give his native 
land the first chance. Thine ever, 

Charles Bountoer. 


From Mr, T, Tenterfive to Mr, C» Bounder, 
Dear Charley,— -I ’m afraid I’m not of 
much use. Send in application about your 

f op-guns, and I will looS: after it as much as 
can. You mustn’t eznect much, as the 
Department has a way of knocking a thing 
about for months — sometimes years — and 
then quietly shelving it. Hope to see you 
soon. Thine ever, 

Thomas Tehtereivb. 


Report of Ordnance Committee^ to he for- 
warded to the Adjutant- General, 

We have examined the Bounder Patent 
Ironclad Pocket Revolving Cannonette, and 
consider it a weapon that might possibly be 
introduced into the Service with advantage, if 
the cost of production is not excessive. 

Report of Adjutant-General^ to he forwarded 
to Quartermaster- General, 

I ENCLOSE report of Ordnance Committee of 







Maboh 1 , 1890 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


wMch I approve. However, as the matter in- 
volTesafLn.aiicialgxiestio]i,yoxiropinioii thereon 
iwonld be of great value. 

Report of the Quartermaster^ Gen»^ to he for- 
warded to Inspector •Gen^ of Fortifications* 
Ca^ offer no suggestion about the cost of pro- 
duction until it can be ascertained whether the 
Cannonette wiUbe suitablefor Home Defences, 
What is your opinion on this point ? 

Report of Inspector- General of Fortifications^ 
to he forwarded to Secretary of State* 

Ho doubt the Cannonette might be used in 
a variety of ways. But it will be observed that 
the Ordnance Committee raised the question 
of expense— a matter that scarcely concerns 
my Department, 

Memo* of Secretary of State^ to he forwarded 
to Financial Secretary* 

PxJSASE read inclosed Eeport,’and send on. 

Report of Financial Secretary^ to he forwarded 
to the Director- General of Ordnance, 

It is premature to consider the question 
of expense until it has been decided that the 
introduction of this Cannonette will be of 
advantage to the Servicer The Ordnance 
Committee use the words, “ Might possibly,” 
which are not. in themselves, a strong recom- 
mendation. It must be borne in mind that 
the Army Estimates must be calculated with 
the greatest attention to economy. 

Report of Director-General of Ordnance to 
Commander-in- Chief, 

I HAVE examined Cannonette, which appears 
to have been constructed on the lines of a 
weapon manufactured in the reign of Hehrt 
THE Eighth, of which there is a specimen in 
the Museum at Woolwich. 

Fndorsement of Commander-in- Chief* 
{Racket to he put in Pigeon-hole 404,567 B.) 

PossEBUT something in the notion— imme- 
diate attention unnecessary. 

From Mr* T* Tenterfive to Mr* C* Rounder* 
Dear Charley, — Have just been looking 


on a good long ' 
Thine ever, 


Thomas Teisttebeive. 



Dear C harle y, — Have just been lookmg Proud Mother, “I see, EDeebbrt, *S.P,Gr,* several times ooouRRiNa among tour Ex- 
t^ough our papers relative to your pop-gun, pbnses. I ’m glad to find tou can spare something occasionally for that excellent 
I am afraid you will have to wait for a Society.” 

decision a good long while. Snitnolhov. **It’s not exactly that. Mummy dear. It stands for *Sxtjwries— 


ANOTHER OF ROBERT’S XSTRORNERRY | 
ADWENGHURS. 

It was ony the beginnin of larst week, 
as I was a seekin to be^e my rayther tiresum 
lezzure by a wark down Comhill — ^tho which 
is huj) and which is down that rayther strait 
hid it is sumtimes dif&cult to say— that jest 
as I was a passing by the, to me, amost sacred 
establishment of Messrs. Bring and Ehymeb, 
the great Cooks, as amost everybody knos 
and reweres, I seed a henwellope a la^^g on 
the pavement, which I naterauy picked up, 


Oopperashun and the 


Mersers Company, six of one, and arf a dozzen 
of the other, for the rest of the weary traveller. 

Then I quietly hopened my henwellop— 
which, strange to say, hadn’t no name on it — 
and hinside it I found a check for twenty-five 
pounds! It was payable to **Ho. 2^37, or 
Bearer.” I was that estonished that I amost 
thort I shoud have feinted, the more so as won 
of the Beedles was a loolnng at me rayther 
pointedly, as I thort, tho I dessay it was ony 
my gilty conshence, which, as sumboddy says, 
makes cowards of ewen Hed Waiters, as wed 
as ad the rest of us. So I quietly put my 
henwedop with its corstly contents mto my 
pocket, and quietly warked away bang info 


the Bank as was printed in the check, and 
there I hands it to the Clark at the Counter as 
bold as brass. Wed, he jest looks at it, and 
then he says, “How wid you take it,— 
short?” So I larfs, and I says, “I shood 
like it ad, please.” Then he larfs. and he 
says, ‘ ‘ Cold or Hotes ? ” So I says, ‘ ‘ Sum of 
each, please, in a dttle bag.” So he gave it 
me, and then, I so astonishes his week nerves 
by what I next said, that he turned amost 
pad, “ I now wants you,” I sed, “to send 
one of your yung gennelmen with me to the 
Firm as drawed that check; for it isn’t reedy 
mine, for I ony found it ! ” So he did, as it 
was ony a dttle ways off; and there, sure 
enuff, was too most respectful looking Q-ents 
in a oounting-’ouse a counting out their 
money, dke the King in the Fairy Tail. 

“Wed, my good man, and what do you 
want?” one of ’em said to me. So I told 
’em, and at the close of my story emtied out 
ad the contents of my dttle bag to the weriy 
uttermost harf sowerain. “And, who is 
this gennednan ? ” they said. “ Oh,” said I, 
“he is the Clark from the Bank cum for to 
see that I acted on the square.” “Wed, 
you needn’t wait any longer,” they said to 
him ; so off he went. 

So the elder one, he says to me. What is 
your name ? “ Egbert,” I naterally replied, 
and amost xpected he was a going to arsk 
me, “who gave me that name,” but he 
didn’t. So he larfed, and he said, “But 


there are so many of that name about, that 
you must ted me somethink more.” So I 
plucked xro my curridge, and I says, boldly, 
“ Please, Q-ennelmen, I am Eobert the City 
Waiter I ” Wed, I thinks as I never ^ seed 
such a change as cum over them too highly 
respectabel City Q-ents ! They larfed quite 
out loud, and they both got up and shook 
hands with me, and then they larfed again, 
and then one on ’em said, what a lucky thing 
it was that their lost check had faden into 
sich honnest hands ! Ah, what a grand thing 
is a good karacter !— it ’s even better than 
reel Turtel and Madeary ! 

They then made me set down, and they 
larfed, and they chatted away, andarsked 
me lots of questions, ad about my warious 
experiences, and the young one arsked me if 
I rememberd the dinner at flie Manshun ’0 use, 
when he asked me for sum more champane, 
saying, “I ’spose it is had lib f ” To which, 
he said, I repded, “ Suttenly not 1 you can 
have as much as you like I ” And then they 
I both larfed again quite hartdy, tho’ I ’m sure 
I coudn’t see what there was to larf at. 

They then arsked me jest to step out for 
a minnit or two, and when they called me in 
they told me how pleased they was with my 
eonduck, and, if not offending me, they 
begged my acceptnse of a trifie, which shad be 
nameless, but which made that memmurable 
day about the most profdtablest I ewer re- 
member. Eobert* 
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MR. PUNCHES MORAL MUSIC-HALL DRAMAS. 

No. YIL— EECLAIMED ! (Cokclttdei).) 

[Our readers will doubtless recollect the thrilling situation upon which we 
were forced to drop the curtain. Lady Bbllbdame, the hardened Grand- 
mother of Little Elfib, has, under the influence of that angel-child, just 
Towed to amend, when, in the person of her minion, Monkshood, she is 
reminded of the series of atrocious crimes die had been contemplating through 
his instrumentality. Struck with remorse, she attempts to countermand 
them — only to And that her orders hare ^eady been executed with a too 
punctual fidelity! Now we can go on.] 

laody B, {in a "hoarse lohisper). Yon — ^yon have left the parcels 
. . . all — allf Tell me— how were they received? Speak low — I 
^ . wonld not that 

yonder child 
should awake 














-^vi yonder child 

CT "A should awake 

"S ' ^ „ and hear! 

_ » ■ ' -T' ^ ’ capable of ^des- 

, ■ ■ - ~ . troying that in- 

^ nooent child; 

■ ^=-^=fe ..r.- ■ hut, old andat- 

, . , ' ^ — taohed servant 

as he IS, there are liberties I still know how to forbid. {To M.) 

Tom story— gnick ! 

Monhs. First, I delivered the cigars to Sir Yevey Loire, whom'''! 
found under his verandah. He seemed surprised and gratified by 
the gift, selected a weed, and was proceeding to light it, whilst he 
showed a desire to converse familiarly with me. ’Astily excusing 

myself, I drove away, when 

Lady j5. When what f Do not torture a wretched old woman I 
Monks, When I heard a loud report behind me, and, in the 
portion of a brace, two waistcoat-buttons, and half a slipper, which 
hurtled past my ears, I recognised all that was mortal of the late 
‘ Sir Yevey.^ You mixed them cigars nncommon strong, m’Lady. 

Blfie {aside). Can it be ? But no, no. I will not believe it. I 
am sure that dear Granny meant no harm ! 

Lady B, {with a grim pride she cannot wholly repress), I have 
devoted some study to the subject of explosives. ’Tis another! 
triumph to the Anti-tohacconists. And what of Lady Yiolet 
Powdeay— did she apply the salve ? 

Monks, Judging &om the ’eartrending ’owls which proceeded 
&om Car min e Cottage, the salve was producing the desired result. 
Her Lady^p, ’owever, terminated her sufferings somewhat 

S rematoor by jumping out of a top winder just as I was talriTio - mv 
eparture 

L^y B, She should have died hereafter— hut no matter . . . and 
the Upas-tree ? 

Monks, Was presented to the Peeoambkts, who unpacked it, and 
loaded its branches with toys and tapers ; after which Mr. Peega- 
apiETS, Mrs. P., and all the little Peegaments joined ’ands, and 
danced round it in light’arted glee. {In a sombre tone,) They little 
knoo as how it was their dance of death ! 

Lady E. That Imowledge will come I And the beer, Moneshooi) 
—yon saw it broached ? 

Upon the village green; the mortality is still spreading, 
U impossible to undo the knots in which the victims 

had ued themselves. The sweetmeats were likewise distributed, and 
the noor of the hinfant-sohool now resembles one vast fiy-paper. 

^ ^ of remorse). The children, too ! Was not 

: my httleELEiE once an infant? Ahme, ahme! 

Once— but that was long, long ago. And, oh, how 
1 am in poor dear Grandmamma I 

- Monxshooi), you should not have done these things— 


you should have saved me from myself. You miist have kuowu 
how greatly aU this would increase my unpopularity in the 
neighbourhood. 

Monks, {sulkily). And this is my reward for obeying orders! 
Take care, my Lady. It suits you now to throw me aside like a— 
{casting about for an original simile) — like a old glove, because this 
innocent grandchild of yours has touched your flinty ’art. But 

where will you be when she learns ? 

Lady B, {in agony). Ah, no. Monkshood, good, faithful Monks- 
hood, she must uever know that ! Think, Monkshood, you would 
not tell her that the Grandmother to whom she looks up with such 
toucidng, childlike love, was a — homicide — ^you would not do that ? 

Monks, Some would say even ’omioide was not too black a name 
for all you’ve done. (Lady Belledahe shudders,) I might tell 
Miss Eleie how you ’ve hlowed up a live Baronet, corrosive subli- 
mated a gentle Lady, honly for ’aving, in a moment of candour, 
called you a hold cat, and distributed pison in a variety of forms 
about this smiling village ; and. if that don’t inspire her with dis- 
fenast, I don’t know the nature oi children, that ’s aU I I might tell 
her, I say, and, if I ’m to keep my mouth shut, I shall expect it to 
he considered in my wages. 

Lady B, I knew you had a good heart ! I will pay you anything 
— an 3 rthing, provided you shimd my guilt from her . , . wait, you 
shall have gold, gold, Monkshood, gold ! 

I [ Chora, Little Elites suddenly comes from behind screen ; 

limelight on her. The other two shrink back, 

JEljie, Do not give that had old man money, Grandmother, — for it 
will only he wasted. 

Lady B, Speak, child — ^how much do you know ? 

JElfie, All I [ Chord, Lady B. collapses on chair. 

Lady B, {with an effort). And now, Elites, that you know, you 
I scorn and hate your poor old Grandmother — is it not so ? 

JBljie, It is wrong to hate one’s Grandmother, whatever she 
does. At first, when I heard, I was very, very sorry. I did think 
it was most unkind of you. But now, oh, I carCt believe that you 
had not some good, wise motive, in acting as you did ! 

Lady B, {in conscience^stricken aside). Even this cannot shatter 
her artless faith . . . Oh, wretch, wretch ! [Covers her face. 

Monks, Motive— I believe you there, Missie, Why, she went 
and insured all their lives adforehand, she did. 

Lady B, Monkshood, in pity hold your peace ! 

Blfle {her face beaming), I knew it— I was sure of it! Oh, 
Granny, my dear, kind old Granny, you insured their lives first, so 
that no real harm could possibly happen to them— oh, I am so 
happy ! 

Lady B, {aside). What shall I say ? Merciful Powers, what shall 
I say to her ? [Disturbed sounds without. 

Monks, I don’t Imow what you ’d better say^ but I can tell you 
what your Ladyship had better do — and that is, take your ’ook 
while you can. Even now the outraged populace approaches, to 
wreak a hawful vengeance upon your guilty ’ed I 

[Melodramatic music. 

Lady B, {distractedly), A mob I I cannot face them — they will 
tear me limb from limb. At my age I could not survive such au 
indignity as that ! Hide me, Monkshood— help me to escape I 
Monks, There is a secret underground passage, known only to 
myself, communicating with the nearest railway station. 1 will 
point it out, and personally conduct your Ladyship— for a considera- 
tion — one thousand pounds down. [The noise increases, 

JElfie, No, Grannie, don’t trust him! Be calm and brave. 
Await the moh here. Leave it aU to me. I will explain everything 
to them— how you meant no ill, — how, at the very time they thought 
you were meditating an injury, you were actually spending money 

in insuring all their lives. When I tell them that 

Monks, Ah, you tell ’em that, and see. It ’s too late now — they 
are here. 

[8houts without, ^ Lady B. crouches on floor. Little Elpie 
goes to the window^ throws open the shutters^ and stands on 
^loony in her fluttering white robe^ and the limelight, 

they are here. Why, they are carrying torches ! 
— (Lady B. ^rroaws)— and banners, too ! 1 think they have a band 
. . . Who is that tall, stout gentleman, in the white hat, on horse- 


yow, Grandmother !) And there are chil^en who dance, and scatter 
flowers. They are asking for a speech. {Speaking off,) “If you 
please, Ladies and Gentlemen, my Grandmamma is not at all well, 
out she ^shes me to say she wishes you a Merry Christmas, and is 
very glad you all like your presents so much. Good-bye, goodAyge ! 
C^turmng down Stage,) Now they have gone away, Granny • . . 
They did look grateful ! j 

Lady B.Jjbewildered), What is this ? Sir Yevey, Lady Yiolet, — 
alive, well r This deputation of gratitude ? Am I mad, dreaming 
—or what does it all mean ? 

Monks, {doggedly). It means that the sight of this ’ere angel- 
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cMld recced me to a sense of wliat I migkt ke exposin’ myself to 
by carrying ont yonr Ladyship’s commands; and so I took the 
liberty of snbstitootin gifts more calcnlated to inspire gratitude in 
their recipients— that ’s what it means. 

Ijady B, Wretch !— then you haye disobeyed me? Yon leave 
this day month ! 

JSlfie {pleading), Nay, Grandmother, bear with him, for has not 
his disobedience spared you from acts that you might some day have 
revetted ? . » . There, Mr. Butler, Granny forgives you— see, she 
holds out her hand, and here ’s mine ; and now 

Lady B, {smiling tenderly). Now you shall sing us “ Woa^ 
Jjueinda ! ” 

iZittle feiches herlanjOt and sings f Lucinda 

her Grandmother and the aged Steward joining in the dance 
and chorus^ and embracing the child^ to form picture as 
Curtain falls, 

MODERN TYPES. 

{By Mr, Punches Own Type-writer,) 

No. IL— THE CORINTHIAN LADY, 

The Cormthian Lady is the latest resultant of the two forces of 
ennui and dissipation acting on a Society that is willing to spend 

money and desires to kill 
time. She has played 
many parts, some (of infi- 
nitesimal proportions), on 
the burlesque stage, others 
in the semi-private life of 
her own residence in the 
South - west district of 
London. Her versatility 
has gained for her many 
admirers and a precarious 
income, but so long as she 
possesses the former she 
scorns to live upon the 
latter. Being unquestion- 
ably a real lady, she has 
been elected an honorary 
member of a night club 
to which undoubted gen- 
tlemen resort. There she 
occasionally consents to 
dance ; more often she 
sups to an accompaniment 
of Yiennese music, loud and mirthless laughter, jests which are as 
fatuous as they are suggestive, and wine which, unlike the humour 
of the plated youths, her companions, is always sparkling and 
sometimes dry. 

Her real name is a mystery, which, however, she did not find 
attractive. Having, therefore, abandoned it, she generally substi- 
tutes for it the patronymic of a Norman peer, but, lest this should be 
thought too strong, she dilutes it by the addition of a pet name 
drawn from the nursery. By this title her fame is celebrated 
amongst many foolish young men who singe themselves at the fiame 
of her friendship, and many others who, wishing to be thought wise, 
pretend to know her. Like all doves, she plumes herself on her 
good looks. Unlike them, she is proud of her bad habits ; but she 
is a stern censor, and shows scant mercy to those colleagues who, 
surpassing her in the former, lack means or chances to attain to 
the splendour of the latter. Should one of these happen to be ad- 
mitted to a club she frequents, [or to a supper-party she honours 
with her presence, she has been known to wrap herself in her seal- 
skins, and to depart indignantly in her private brougham. 

She possesses the secret of noctunial youth, and her eyes are 
warranted to kill across a supper-table, yet (she is no longer young, 
and sometimes betrays herself by her anecdotes of familiar associa- 
tions with “boys” who have long since [passed into respectability 
and middle-age. Though she adores diamonds, she frequently sells 
them, and includes in the transaction those who have purchased 
them for her; yet she retains and wears as many jewels as would 
furnish forth a Duchess in a Bow Bells novel. But her elbow gloves, 
which rarely come within a measurable distance of godliness, 
inevitably proclaim the Cormthian. 

She is constant only in her love of excitement, and in her devotion 
to change, whether it be of the persons of her adorers, or of the 
colour of her hair. Having early in life learnt the lesson that only 
those who possess are happy, she endeavours to assure herself against 
misery by transferring to herself the wealth of those who fall under 
her infiuence, or aspire to her affections. She apes what she con- 
ceives to be the manners of good society by a languid affectation 
of refinement and a supercilious drawl, yet she has been known to 
clothe herself in objurgations as in a tea-gown, and to- repel with 



scurrility the advances of those who are not moneyed. She earns a 
certain popularity by the display of a kind 'of rough good-nature, 
and the possession of a pet ]^odle. She has been seen on a coach at 
Ascot, and in a launch at Henley Regatta, together with a select 
company of those who cultivate excitement by not looking at the 
exertions of horses or athletes, whilst they themselves drink Cham- 
pagne. Nor is she unknown in the boxes of tiie Gaiety or the 
Avenue, whither she repairs after dining at the Caf^ Royal. She 
goes, but not alone, to Monte Carlo, and returns, under a different 
escort, to London, after losing ^a great deal of the money of other 
people. 

She was once married to a racing 'man of shady reputation and 
great wealth, but having soon wearied of the mock-respectability of 
i a quasi-matrimonial existence, she * makes the acquaintance of 
j Mr. Justice Bim at a moment when he is engaged neither upon the 
I probate of wills nor on the collisions of ships. Yet 'her dislike of 
! one husband who happened for a time to be her own has not in the 
I least impaired her affections for the husbands, actual or to be, of 
others. No lady can be considered truly Corinthian unless she 3ms 
figured as the defendant in an action for goods supplied by a mil- 
Imer. It is thus that the Public learns the Corinthian value of silks, 
and satins, and laces, and decorative butterfiies. 

Finally, however, in spite of her gallant and protracted struggles, 
the years overtake her. She begins to be talked of with a pitying 
contempt as “ Oin So-aot-So ” ; art ceases to outwit Nature, and 
she herself can no longer deceive men. For some time she clings to 
the fringe of the society she once adorned ; but sinking gradually 
from the Corinthian to the Continental, from the Continentel to the 
Cavour, from the Cavour to a supper-less Music-hall existence, and 
hence, after many misfortunes, to the cold comfort of the pavement, 
she ends her days decrepit, obscure, and unfriended, in the back 
bed-room of a Soho lodgmg. 

GHOSTLESS BOSTON. 

[It 18 said that the Psychical Society could find no authentic stories 
of ghosts in Boston, U.S.A.] 

Not a ghost in bumptious Boston 1 Do the sonls of men whose hooks, 
So they tell us, outshine Dickbhs, rise superior to “ spooks ” ? 

Do the phantoms, having read them, fly in terror and in pain 
At the cult of vivisectiou of La belle AmSricaine 9 
Howells puffs up Dudley WARimt, who declares his Howells fine. 
Do the>pectres hate “ log-rolling,” and to haunt the place decline ? 

Are there no ghosts in New England ? Really, this is something new. 
Where did famous Bip van Winkle see old Htjlsoh’s phantom crew ? 
Are the HatsMIls now unhannted, where those silent elders bowled, 
And Bip brought the keg of liquor, aud the awful thunder rolled ? 

Or do those immortal spectres very wisely count as nought 
All the tricks of spirit-rappers and sham readers of our thought ? 

Did the Pilgrims of the Mayflower^ as we must perforce surmise, 
Leave ancestral ghosts hehmd them when they sailed ’neath alien 
skies? 

There is something in the notion, for it was a risky trip, 

And a spectre is a nuisance when he gibbers on board snip. 

So, no doubt, those sturdy people, when they crossed Atlantic foam, 
From an economic motive, left their phantoms all at home. 

Or it may be disembodied spirits, when abroad they walk, 

Cannot stand the stucco culture and the egotistic talk ; 

Warner may have “ lovely manners,” Howells swears he has, hut 
then 

Ghosts have seen as good in days of stately dames and high-born men ; 
While a curious nasal accent, just a soupcon of a twang. 

May cause spectres of refinement an involuntary pang. 

So it seems the phantoms shun it, he the reason what it may, 

Not a single ghost of Boston owns to living there to-day. 

Possibly, if we but knew it, an American ’s too spry. 

And he takes his spirit vrith him when he condescends to die ; 

Any way the “ spooks” have vanished, and the spectres of old time 
Only live m cheap romances and the poet’s idle rhyme. 


Fortunate and Economical. 

Druriolanus Opeeaticus didn’t go over to Brussels the other day 
for nothing. What he had in his pocket at starting we are not 
aware, but it is certain that, while abroad, he collared a tenner, 
which is to last him through the ensuing season at Covent Gtixden. 
The new tenor’s name is ‘ ‘ Yboo.” Beautiful name I ‘ ‘ Why boo P ’ ’ 
Ask Sir Pertinax Macsycophant, who tells us that “ boo’ing” (not 
“for Balpotjr”) is the only way to get on in life. The tenor, if 
successful, will he able to reply to “ i-boo” with the satisfactory 
answer — “ Because I ’m caUed before the Curtain.” 
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GRANDOLPffS LATEST. 

Yes; “one mail in. Ms time plays many parts,” 
But GhBA»Doi.PH posing on a Temperance 
platform ? 

Young Tories wLo so praised their hero’s arts 
Hardly expected hiin to show in that form. 
He was their Coming Champion ; he ’d reyive 
The memories of the mighty days of Beaxt, 
BSm they could trust to keep the game alive : 
T^as he not vigorous, various, cool, and 
cheeky ? 

Q-LADSTONEhe’d heard, Corruption he would 
tMottle. 

And here he stands behind the Water-Bottle ! 

As the political Puck he was rare fun. 

As young Bellerophon he was a wonder ; 

He ’d see that England had the biggest gun, 
He ’d end the era of expensive blunder. 

E’en as Jack Sheppard collaring Gladstone’s 
“ swag,” 

The Tory-Democratic hosts admired binfi ; 
And when he seemed to stumble or to lag, 
They swore he’d be ‘*all there” — when 
they req^ed Mm, 

But did they picture him upon the stump 
As the Grand Young AposHe of the Pump ? 

He, whose amazing advent was all fire, 

Stoop to the leaden level of cold water ? 

A speetaole indeed to tame and tire 
The zeal of Ms most oonfi.dent supporter. 
What will Duneaven say ? <iui<£iunes will 
A [chuckle, 

.Md Balfour- worshippers will smirk and 
And ask if he considers it “ good biz ” 

To the Teetotal interest to truckle. 


They may be right— or wrong, these babblers 
busy. 

They were not always right about Ben Dizzt, 

Meanwhile he poses there as advocate 
Of tMs last panacea of Ms adoption. 

He holds the only way to save the State 
Is Ten^erance, enforced by Local Option. 

Spirited Foreign Policy ? Anon ! 

Fiscal Economy ? Guite secondary ! 

Allis no use till the Drink-Demon’s gone I 
Bitnu, who so loved him, feels his colour 
vary; 

And, while he perorates to all men’s wonder. 

Smug Wilfrid smiles andwMspers, “That’s 
my thunder I ” 


OUR BOOKING-OEFICE. 

Mt faithful “ Co.” has been reading 
Marooned, by ^ Mr. - Clare: Bussell, an 
author who delights in- stories of nautical 
adventure. My worthy follower declares 
that the novel, although rather spun out, is 
fMl of interest. He was espeoiafly pleased 
mth Mr. Clarj: Russell’s anxiety to make 
his meaning clear when talking of things 



mation for those to whom sea- terms are unin- 
telligible, that a studding-sail-boom is a long 
smooth spar that reeves through irons, fixed 
upon the yard to wMeh it belongs.” How 
land-lubbers would be able to understand the 
marine technicalities Mr, Russell introduces 
into Ms stories without explanations such as 
tMs, it would he difficult to say : But with 


such assistance, a stndding-sail-boom becomes 
as easy of identification as a marling-spike 
lashed to a forecastle spinaker-boom, ^ose 
hauled aport under trysails, blowing out like 
flags from the grips of clew-lines and leech- 
lines towards the close of a second dog-watch I 
Shiver Lindlex Murray’s timbers! but what 
can he finer than a bulkhead battened down 
with the scandalised main-sail of a top- 
gallant clipper-rigged halliard I Ah, what 
indeed 1 

“ Co.” has also been improving Ms mind 
by reading a new edition of Sir. Joseph 
Foster’s Nohle and Gentle Families of Royal 
Descent, in which he has found, amongst 
other interesting matter, the recently much 
discussed pedigree of the Duke of Fife. Like 
all Mr. Foster’s books of reference, the two 
handsome volumes are invaluable to the 
genealogist, and no library can be accurately 
said to be A'^ite complete without them. 

Baron De Book- Worms & Co. 


Daubiony in Bond Street. — Through the 
organisation of Messrs. Boussod, Yaladon & 
Co., and the kindness of Mr. James Staats 
Forbes, Mr. W. CuthbertGuilter, Mr. Alex- 
ander Youno, and other courteous coRectors, 
we are enabled to emoy, at the Goupil Gallery, 
as many as forty-three works by this distin- 
guished paytagiste of the Barbizon School. 
KotMuff of the ‘ ‘ daub ” to be seen here except- 
ing in the first half of the name, Charmmg 
coDection. Nice boys they were of the Bar- 
hizon School, all in the best form. Mr, Punch 
recommends everybody not to neglect to pay 
an immediate visit to this superb exMbition. 
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LE KICK-BALLE FIGHT. 

** ITo definite date has yet been fixed for the football match which is to 
take place here between an English and a French eleven, the latter con- 
sisting of pupils from the Lycee Janson de Sailly, but the preliminary 
negotiations are still proceeding.” — Letter of Paris Correspondent, 

Mon cheb Monsieus, 

It is with the feelings of a ^Igh Life- Sporting- Gentlemans 
most ecstatic and profound, that I find myself preparing “ Le Onze ” 
of the great spirited youtns of our Lyc§e,twlio have, brave-souled 
heroes, volunteered to meet on the veritable champ de hataille of 

the kicke - legges - match 
your Public -school -team, 
who have thrown in their 
faces the challenge glove of 
combat. I say, I am pre- 
paring, but tils means, of 
course, with such modifica- 
tions of your Jeu-de-Rugbg 
rules, which, indeed, turn 
the struggle into un vrai 
carnage^ degrading alike to 
humanity and civilisation, 
as will permit the enlight- 
ened clmdren of our great, 
refined and Republican 
France, to meet their antagonists not with the savage antics of 
Blood-thirsty Cannibals, which seem to characterise what you term 
“ le scrimmage, as practised by your contending “ ^ome-teams ” at 
le Kovals and other arenas, where meet and rend each other with the 
fury unrestrained, terrible and indescribable of the wild beasts and 
gladiators of the barbaric Roman Circus, of ancient times, but with 
the humanised activity of that expurgated and refined form of the 
contest which has enabled the courageous but reasoning youth of 
this great reforming and Republic France of ours, to throw open 
wide her arms and welcome to her heart elastic and generous Le 
Kick-Balle Fight, as henceforth her own chosen and peculiar 
national game. 

You can understand, Mon cher Monsieur, that I cannot, in the 
short space at my disposal in this limited letter, do more than merely 
outline the suggestion of the Kew Rules, but when I assure you that 
they have been cautiously thought out, drawn up and revised by a 
carefully selected Committee, comprising, among other noted experts, 
a Major-Q-eneral of Engineer s, t wo Analytical Chemists, a Balloon 
Proprietor, an Archbishop, a Wild-beast Tamer, a Ballet Master, a 
Professor of Anatomy, a Patent Artificial Limb Maker, and a 
Champion Fighter of Le Boxe Americain, you will see that the 
features of the game, gay, murderous, active, and terrible, have all 
been considered with a due regard to their preservation where this 
has been found compatible with the sacredness of human life and the 
protection of le shin from too much furious and brutal bruising. 
But here I subjoin a few of the simpler “New Provisions” as 
adopted by the Committee. 

1. “ Le Balle.”— He will be constructed of Gold-beater’s Skin, and 
covered with Pink or Blue Satin, with perhaps a few White Silk 
Bows, sewn on to him for the purpose of elegant adornment. It is this 
making of “ Le Balle,” a light, gay, and altogether ethereal creation 
which will strike the key-note of the new game of Le Kick-Balle Fight 
as a recognised pastime for the courageous youth of modem France. 

2. Le Onze, will all wear one uniform, which will consist of white 
satin slippers, pantalona of cashmere, with feather pillows worn as 
a protection strapped over the knees, a bolster being wound round the 
body to safeguard the chest, ribs, and spinal column. A broad gay, 
coloured satin sash with a cocked hat and ostrich feathers completes 
the costume. The last to indicate, owing to the risks and dangers in 
which the combatants may be involved, its association with te vrai \ 
champs de hataille, to which, but for the “ new provisions ” it would 
bear such a terrible and striking resemblance, 

3. “ Le ’ Arf-back.” — This dangerous officer is abolished altogether, 
the Committee being of opinion, unanimous and decisive, that the 
position is only provocative of strife. 

4. “ Le Forward.” — ^He is for the same reason equally abolished, 
and in the French game exists no more. 

5. “ Le Goal-keepere.” — ^He may keep “ Le Goal” if he can do so 
writhout danger of being struck iu the face with “ Le BaUe.” 

6. “ Le Balle ” must, on no account, be touched with the foot, but 
merely slapped playfully, enough for the purposes of propulsion, 
with the palm of the open hand, 

7. “ Le Scrimmage.” This barbarous and savage entanglement is 
absolutely difendu. No two opposing combatants must ever, under 
any circumstances, permit themselves to touch each other. The 
great skill of the new game will be, by subtle and appropriate 
gesticulation, to dance out of each other’s way. On any two opposing 
combatants, by any chance, touching each other, “ Le Oapitalne” of 
either side will appeal to the Umpire, and, after the manner of “ Le 
jeu de Cricket,” will propose for him the simple question, “Mister 



Umpire, ’ow is that ? ” Upon which, that official saying “ Out I ” the 
two offenders will be struck from the game, and enjoy no share of 
“Le gate-money,” if that is the prize for which the two teams are 
honourably contending. 

The above, Mon cher Monsieur, are the principal Rules, as arranged 
by the Committee, and you will see that they have been drawn 
up with a view to eliminating the bloodthirsty houle-dogue^ ferocity 
from a pastime which, under the title of Le Kick-Balle Fight, bids 
fair to become the characteristic sport, gay, active, ^d courage- 
in^iring, of our modem French youth awakened with elan and 
ardour to the athletic spirit of the age which has overtaken them. 
Receive, Mon cher Monsieur, the assurance of my most distin- 
guished consideration, 

Le Hea.ds-Masteree oe the Ltcee Janson de SAiuLr, 


THE EARTHING NOTEL SERIES. 

Now that the entire works of the late William Shaes pe a ee can 
be purchased (allowing for discount) for fourpence-halfpenny, it 
seems strange that no publisher has issued the more celebrated of 
OUT romances at the rate per volume of the smallest coin of the 
realm. That it can be done will be obvious to ^e meanest conmre- 
hension. All that is required is brevity and intelligibility.^ It is 
only necessary to give an outline of tne story — ^the sketchier the 
better. If a little “ local colouring ” can be thrown in, no harm 
will be done. But that local colouring must be distinctly modem. 
Again, if sentiments calculated to be popul^ with the dps by 
whom the series is likely to be purchased are introduced, a distinct 
gain will be the consequence.^ But as an example is better than 
pages of description, a sample is subjoined; — 

IVANHOE ; 

Or, The Disguised Knight, the Distressed Jewess, and the Templar xoho 
did not Behave like a Gentleman, 

Chapteb I, 

“You are very welcome,” said Cedeic the Saxon, for the fifth 
time, as Sir Beian de Bois-Gilbeet took down the Fair Rowena 
to supper. “ As for you, Wilfeid the Pilgrim, sit below the salt, 
and, Sir Seneschal, keep your eyes upon the horn spoons.” 

“And this is the curse of the land,” murmured the heir, as he 
helped himself to plum- pasty, the forerunner of plum-puddmg. 
“ It is this haughtiness that causes our yeomeu to strike, and makes 
Robin Hood, Friar Tucb:, and the rest of his merry men possible I ” 

Cbcaptee. II. 

The next day joined in the tournament. It was a grand sight. 
The horses pranced, the plumes flowed iu the wind. The refreshments 
were executed by contract, at so much a head, hy a body of 
adventurers, who had combined together to ke^ down prices.^ 

*‘Nay, beshrew thee, man!” exclaimed John, the Smith, to 
Thomas the Jones — a contraction of joiner. “It is these combina- 
tions— co-operations, as Sir Evans, the Clerk at the church over 
yonder hath it— tiiat ruin trade.” Before Thomas the Jones or jomer 
could reply, there was a crash, and it was known that Sir Beian had 
been overcome by a Knight who had no crest. 

“ He does not deserve to win,” said a Herald to a Pnrsnivant— 
** defrauding us of our fees I No coat-of-arms ; no pedigree ! It is 
simply disgraceful.” 

“Ay, and so it is,” replied the under-officers of the College of Arms. 
“ But see yonder is Isaac of Yohb: the Jew. Jom me in a bond, and 
we will avail ourselves of his usury.’ ’ And within t wenty-f onr hours 
the two gentles had borrowed one-and-sevenpence-halfpenny ! 

Chapteb III. 

In the meanwhile Sir Bbian had carried off Rebecca, been slain, 
and disposed of. 

Chapteb IY. 

Then there was a magniflcent wedding, as "Wilebid of Ivanhoe, 
no longer the disowned, but the heir to estates belonging to a highly 
respectable county family led bis bride to the altar. 

“ Methinks she takes the cake,” whispered Wamba the Jester. 

“ Not until after the breakfast,” replied Richabd Ccextb de Lion, 
throwing off his disguise as the Nameless Knight, and appearing in 
the full costume of a monarch. 

“ Long live the King I ” shouted the populace. 

“You are right to utter that wish,” returned His Majesty, “ so 
long as I reign without attempting to govern. Believe me, it is 
better to have universal suffrage than a despot who may be at once 
cruel and incompetent.” 

“ In fact, an idiot,” put in a reporter, who was doing the ceremony 
for a local record. 

“Q,uite so,” aoqniesced the Monarch; and then, turning to the 
newly-married pair, he observed, * ‘ Bless you, my children ! 
Mark me, I order you to live in happiness for ever afterwards.” 

And Ivanhoe and his bride obeyed the royal command. 
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Ixmtary applansfe, read on witli increased impressivenes and com- 
placency ; murmurs grew into shout. At yiew-halloa I lox stanza. ; 
fifth folio now reached ; only seven more to read. Chaplin began 
to wish Goschbn or Old Mobalitt would go and fetch him glass ot 
water. Cries from crowd grew louder. At last Chapm^, looking 
up, beheld, through astonished glasses, Opposition indulging in roar 
of contumely. Wouldn’t have taken him more than quarwr ot 
hour or twenty minutes to finish his few remarks, and yet a lot oi 
miserable Members who didn’t know a fox from a hare wouJun t let 
him go on I Struggled gallantly for some minutes; at last sat down ; 
whole pages of his answer unrecited. 

Speeches all night in continued Debate on;the Address. Pabtte^ 
has moved Amendment arraigning Balfoub’s administration m 
Ireland. William O’BEiEsr, chancing to be out of prison, looks in 
and delivers fiery harangue in support of Amendment. ^ But yes- 
terday, Balfotjb, his gaoler; 


The Iaq[uiring Cobb. 


lU. Vi. ii.M*V**N**.iW*-.*. ^ — — 

terday, Balfotjb, his gaoler; 
ordered his food ; not too much 
of it and not full variety ; fixed 
his hours of going to bed and 
getting up. Kow prison-doors 
openeuby lapse of time; O’Bbieit 
walks out through Westminster 
Hall into House of Commons; 

L stands before Speakee on equal 
terms with his whilom gaoler, 
and scolds him magnificently. 
By-and-by Baleotjb will pro- 
bably have his turn again, and 
O'Bbieb’ will be eating and] 
drinking the bread and water 
of afliiction. Meanwhile, storms 
at top of his voice, beats the air 

wilhlong lean arm and clenched 

hand, and makes dumb dogs of 
to /j English Members sad with mus- 
^ ing on theinequalities of fortune, 

whioh has given these Irishmen 
\I/^ the great gift of pointedly saying 
what they have at heart. 

Business efowe."— Debate on 
Address. 


Tuesday,—^'' Well,” said Thomas Baylet Pottee, sinkmg slowly 
into comer seat, grateful to find that Pet:^ O’Bbien was ms neigh- 
bour, for Petee finds it possible to pack himself into a limited space 
and Thomas Batlet’s proportions are roomy—* well it %s nice to 
see how these old colleagues love one another. Come n^t April, i 
have sat in House man and boy for twenty-five years. Have louna 
that on some pretext, on one occasion or another, ^ey are always at 
it, scratching each other’s face, pulling one another s ha^, or gab- 
bing each other in the back. Why don’t they all join the Cobden 
Club, sink minor differences, and be friends ever aftOT r 
As Thomas Batlet thus mused, he gazed across Gangway on to 
Front Opposition Bench. An interesting incident developm^. 
He]set James on his legs (generally on one) opposing Paemell s 
Amendment to Address, He stands between the outs^etched legs of 
his two dear and right hon. friends, Gladstoioi and Job k Moklet. 
Just beyond John Moelet, Tbevelyah sits. At the other side of 
Gladstone, Haecoxjet towers, toying with the gracious folds of his 
massive chin, looking 
straight before him with 


sphmx-like ^aze. Ac- 
cording to etiquette and 
usage, James should be 
addressing the Chair ; but 
his back is turned to 
Speaeee. He faces half 
round to Front Opposi- 
tion Bench, and, with 
left foot clasped round 
right ankle, elbow of 
right arm leaning on box, 
and clenched left hand 
swinging to and fro in 
perilous proximity to! a 
grand old proboscis, he 
literally drives home his 
argument. House may 
listen, if it pleases, like 
crowd closing in on street 
sqnabble ; Heney James 
is having it ont with his 
old friends and Leader ; 
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professing fullest respect, and even reverence for his right hon. friend Bound to supply this interesting work gratuitously to Members of 
the Member for Midlothian, but at same time showing how utterly, Parliament ; to go beyond that most unbusinesslike, 
hopelessly wrong he and his have gone since his former Solicitor- ^‘l^o, Sir,” he said, firmly; “it is open to other persons to obtain 
General parted company. ^ ^ the volumes by purchase.” 

Haecoubt, a little out of it, sits and ponders, possibly thinking of House roared with laughter, turned delighted from this little comedy 
the days when he was plain Mr. Yeenon' Haecoubt, and, seated to face the gloomy prospect of Sxanspeld on District Councils. 


below the Gangway, used, in company with his young friend, 
Mr. Hev et James, bait Gladstone, then on Treasury Bench, 
hastening to the catastrophe of 1874. 

“ Makes me feel quite old,” said Thomas Batley PotteEj dexter- 
ously appropriating another half-inch of the space that rightfully 


Business Still harping on Address. 

Friday Night. — “Strange,” said J. A. Picton, slowly rubbing his 
brawny hands, “ how in our ashes live our wonted fires.” 

Dwelt amongst dead ashes all week ; dreary dulness. To-niirht. 

X At J* i-T- -L •11? ? 




belonged to Petee O’Bbien. “ Seems but yesterday that Haecotjet in very last hour of week, Debate suddenly fiashes forth in brilliant 
and James were in the running, one for Attorney- General, the other fiame, worthy of old traditions. Chambeelain, with his back to the 
Solicitor-General. But getting it, having got it, or having abandoned wall, faced and flanked by jeering, scornful, angry Liberals, 
it, seems all to lead to the same end—the worrying of the Grand Old Explains why he ’s going to vote with Government against demand 
Man.” for Free Education. A tough, dialectical job, requiring skill. 

Business done.-~TAJB3!nELL^8 Amendment to Address negatived by temper, courage. Chamberlain displays each quality. Cool, ool- 
307 Yotes against 240. lected, master of the situation, deftly warding off thundering blows, 

Wednesday.— LjciDis is dead— dead ia his prime! It was this thm ohaagiag, wth swift action, from defensive to 

very morning, in the earliest moments of its birth, that I watched A pretty sight, worth waitmg a week for. 

Joseph Gillis walking up the floor shoulder to shoulder with old Business done.-^AcLAND^s Motion for Free Education rejected by 

friend Dice Power, “telling” in division on Parnell’s Amend- 223 Yotes against 163. 

ment to Address. Beaten, of course, but majority diminished, and — " "r-i-" - 

Joey beamed as he walked across Lobby towards Cloak-Boom. ^ 

Rather a sickly beam, compared with wild lights that used to flash ^ ^ 

from his eyes in the old tiraes, when majority against Home Buie ^ 

was a great deal more than 67. 

^ ‘‘Yes, 1 am a little tired, Toby, dear boy,” he said. “These dull 
sittings ^d early adjournments don’t suit me. I was better and ' 

stronger in the old times, when we used to sit up all night and fight y 

all day.^ Remember thirteen years ago, when I slept for an hour on rx 

two chairs in the Library ? Returned to House at five in morning ; 

found them all looking jaded and worn ; cheered them np by saying { 

I ’d come hack like a giant refreshed. Well, I ’ll go home now, have 9^ ^ I 

I a good sleep, be all right in the morning.” _ v 

I And when we are gathered in House for Wednesday’s sitting we rf ra 

! learn that all is right indeed, and that poor old Joey B. lies quiet, earn ' i \ " - 

with face upturned, in his alien lodgings off Clapham Common. ^ ” ll ' 

He would be surprised if he knew with what warm and sincere » a ’ 5*' * • 1 \ ' 

feeling his sudden taking-ofi is mourned. At the time he spoke of, ' -o , ^ ^ ' 1 • .v ' 

thirteen years back, he was certainly the most abhorred person on r/ a-: 1,^- ^ | * il'J ' -n 

the premises, and jrleefully chuckled over consciousness of the fact. ' : i •' f 

But the House, with nearer knowledge, learned to recognise his ■ < * l& 

sterling qualities, and now, when Death rounds off with tragic touch ‘Y ~ ‘ W 

the comicalities of his public life, everyone has a kindly word to say ‘ li ' • i ' '» / ' 

for Joseph Gnus. ll .ji,’ ) ^ ' ii 

Business done. — Debate on Address. j 1 

Thursday. — “Curious,” said Campbell-Bannerman, “how habits ’ ! '. { i 

ingrained in early life, born in the blood as it were, come out at ’ i ' i '-..■* i I 1 ' 

chance times. Here *s Old Morality been for a generation practically ! ; ' ■ ■ ; V ) . ^ • , ' ; L 

f n business affairs in the .'i‘ il' '• '"'i \ w y*^ — 

jret look at him now, and 

Lon put by Hunter^ as ^ oittw ■tnsncmi •rr/%T<n 

volumes of evidence, upon THE KENT COAIi HOLE. 

b of Special Committee Finding Coal in the Channel Tunnel 'Work?. Rush of delighted S.E.R, 

Id be on the bookstalls. Shareholders to Shakspeare's Cliif. 

z at the table in a moment, - ■ ■■ ■■■■- " -■ — ^ 

brisk yet deferential, his 

hands involuntarily wan- SONG FOR MR. STANSFELD, M.P. 

dering over the books and y jj ^ .. 

gapera scattered about, as {Adax>tedfrom Mr. J. L. TooU s Speaker’s Eye.") 

special edition someoue on In Eyer-land I used to try, 

other side of counter had But I uever could oatch a P’leeoei^n’a eye. 

“Thr Evidence” he I never could catch VWhxHles. 

said, “given hrfore the Chorus of Mernbers,hdhy the Speaker. 

Special Commission occu- He never could oatch 

^^"TS^^Eriieno; I , Stansfeldand Chorus ensemlU. 

^ pr^^S^be^f ^ ^ P’leeceman’s eye. 


THE KENT COAL HOLE. 

Finding Coal in the Channel Tunnel Works. Rush of delighted S.E.R. 
Shareholders to Shakspeare's Cliff. 


SONG FOR MR. STANSFELD, M.P. 
{Adapted from Mr. J. L. Tcolds “ Spealcer^s Bye.**) 
Befrain. 

In Eyer-land I used to try, 

But I never could catch a P’leeceman’s eye. 

I never could catch [ 

Chorus of Members, led hy the Speaker. 

He never could catch 

Mr. Stansfeld and Chorus ensemble. 

I never could catch the PTeeceman’s eye. 


[ WTiUtles. 


^ twelfth volume con- should be on sale in the House, with an illustratioii bv 

taining Index matter. We Mr. Fbanh Locewood, Q,.C., M.P. ^ 

trust that the first eleven =-■■ - 

District CounciTs delivery to customers be- I ^ Press). New 

^ ^ CoTuicils. March.” Emtion oi Allsopps Fables. N.B.—This volume will contain two 

since compressed by contiguity .fables, illustrating the proverb of “Allsopps to Cerberus,” 

w-of tS ‘«^athe Hind-Up:” 


MoidAdaminbrnatrongerfhanever. Here waa a pretty propo sal ! i “ Eeshna LBra.”-Get through Lent festively. 

“y description, wiU 

there will he no exception? accompanied hy a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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THE LONDON COUNTY COUNCIL AND THE LYCEUM THEATRE. 

APPEAL OP MR. HENRY IRYING. RESULT. 

{A not imjpossible Extract from Next Year's Morning Papers,) 


myself with yoiu dramatic career, and I find that yon have plajed 
as hero at yarions times in Romeo and Juliet, RLamlet, The Corsican 
Brothers, and The Dead 3eart, besides Macbeth, Am I wrong in 
saying that in each of these pieces ^ou fight a dnel ? 

Mr. Irtihg. No. I fight a dnel in each of them, except Macbeth, 


Yesterday, before the Theatres Committee of the London County in which there is no duel, only a hand-to-hand combat. I do 
Council, the appeM of Mr. Henry Irting (the weli-lsmown actor commit a murder in Macbeth, 


and manager) against the decision of the Sub-Committee to refuse 
a licence to the Lyceum Theatre, came on for hearing. 


A Member. Mr. Irving’s tastes seem rather to run in the direction 
of murders. {.Laughter,) 

After the report of the Official Censor upon the general tone of the 


ll 












full of incidents that were 
revolting to all well-regu- 
lated minds. Shakspeare, 
who, with his undoubted 
talents, should have known 


After Mr, Henry Irving (who appeared in person) had addressed After the report of the Official Censor upon the general tone of the 
the Committee at some length, dweUing upon the character of the Lyceum plays during the last fifteen years had been read a second 
pieces he had produced during his management, and the care and time and adopted, the Chairman, without more than a formal eon- 
expense with which they had been mounted, several members of sultation with his colleagues, proceeded to announce the decision of 

the Committee expressed a wish to put questions to him, which the Committee, He said that they had not come to their present 

Mr. Irving promised to answer to the best of his ability. conclusion without long and anxious deliberation. They were now 

MLr. Hecklebtjry. I think you told us that JSaanlet was one of the constituted guardians of the public morals, and must fulfil their 
your favourite parts ? Is it not the fact that the chief character in functions without fear or favour. {Applause,) They must look at 
the play drives his fiancee to madness and suicide by his cruelty, the character of the performances at each theatre,^ considering only 
slays her father and brother, together with Ms own step-father, whether they were or were not beneficial to morality. In the past, 
and procures the death of two of Ms school-fellows ? under a regime happily now at an end, public opinion had been 

Mr. Irving admitted that this was so. {Sensation,) shamefully lax, andT official control purely nominal j plays had 

MGr. Hecrlebitry. That is alL I wanted to ask you, been repeatedly performed, and even welcomed as classics, which he 

Mr.ETJSSiER, I understand did not hesitate to say were 

that, you have produced a ■ ■ ' ' ■ ^ \ '-'V'' ij \ 'i\ 'i full of incidents that were 

play called Othello on more ' \ r-'l'’ ; ' *''■ \ \\\\ revolting to all well-regu- 

than one occasion; perhaps - a'''- . \ •• \-i , cX ''V/.. ' \ lated minds. Shakspeare, 

you will inform us whether ^ v . ■" ' iX\V who, with Ms undoubted 

the'following passages are in A talents, should have known 

your opinion suitable for ‘ better, was, so far from 

public declamation? (Mr. ^ '“"x T being an exception, one of 

Ettssler then proceeded to ir' mr ' the worst offenders. The 

read several extracts to which B Council must free them- 

I he objected on account of their ... ! IWB selves from the shackles of 

offensive signification,) V® i ' ' ' ' V/CJ? ' < ■*’ conventional tolerance. {Ap- 

Mr. Irving protested that ^ j plause,) Evil was evil — 

Sharspeare, and not Mm- murderwasmurder-coarse- 

self, was responsible for such y ness was coarseness-whe- 

passages. TB^’Fv ther treated by Shaespeare 

Mr, Ettssler. Unfortu- i or anybody else. Nor could 

nately, Shaespeare is not . - - ■ the Committee shut their 

before us — and you are. You >ir^\ . f ^ fact that Mr. 

admit that you have pro- 'A . // Irving’s MstrioMc abili^, 

duced a play containing fines y I s-D-d his popularity with 

such as I have just read? thqsewhoattendedhisexM- 

That is enough for Us. " . \ \ ~ O/ ^ hitions could only intensify 

Mr. Mediam:._ Unless I ---I." . _ ^ J ^ the injurious effect wMch 

am mistaken, the hero in ■ v ' \ such representations must 

Othello is not only{a mur- ; j \ \ . :=z^r^jErrr have upon young aiffi im- 

“toS.fS.bteair, ^/W/f/.' ' I I r SSilTmx.^' k s 

{Semation.) ‘ jetted having to say so, the 

Mr . Mig.-nT.A‘\r . have “ TMs is what the County Council’s Licensing Bill for Places of Entertainment did Lyceum was nothing less 




heard something of a piece 
called The Bells, I seldom 
attend theatres myself, ex- 


“ TMs is what the County Council’s Licensing Bill for Places of Entertainment did 
not intend, as, according to the latest authoritative explanation, the L. C. C. does 
not consider Theatres as coming under the head of “ places of entertainment.” Rather 
hard on the Theatres ! 


Council must free them- 
selves from the shackles of 
conventional tolerance. {Ap- 
plause,) Evil was evil — 
murder was mnrder—ooarse- 
ness was coarseness — ^whe- 
ther treated by Shaespeare 
or anybody else. Nor could 
the Committee shut their 
eyes to the fact that Mr. 
Irving’s MstrioMc ability, 
and his popularity with 
those who attended his exM- 
hitions could only intensify 
the injurious effect wMcn 
such representations must 
have upon young and im- 
pressionable minds. In his 
opinion, much as he re- 
vetted having to say so, the 
Lyceum was nothing less 
than a School of Murder. 
It aggravated rather than 
extenuated the evil to be 


cept iu the exercise of my public functions, hut I do happen to have] told, as they had been told, that all these deeds of violence had 
seen that particular play on one occasion. Does my memory mislead been represented on the stage with every aid wMch money, art 
me in saymg, that you committed a brutal and savage murder in and research could give. Again, was it desirable that the Demo- 
the course of the drama ? eracy should derive their ideas of the family life of crowned heads 

Mr. Irving said that, as' a matter of fact, the murder took place from being admitted into the scandalous secrets of the house- 
manv vears before the cur tain rose— other wise, the Member’s memory hold of Samlet f Or did they wish to see an injured husband 


was entirely accurate. 


following the example of Othello f A thousand times no. These 


Mr. Medlam. Whenever the murder was committed, it remains things must he stopped. The Council was very far from taking a 
undetected, and the criminal escapes aH ijenalty— is not that the case ? Puritanical view of the question — {applause) — ^they fully recognised 
Mr. Irving urged that the Nemesis was worked out by, the that the stage was a necessary social evil, and, as such, must he 
murderer’s own conscience. tolerated until the public taste was sufficiently purified to refuse it 

Mr. MTi»T^T.A-ivr said that was all nonsense ; a person’s conscience further countenance ; but, in the meantime, the Counon mnst insure 
could not he made visible on the stage, and here a murderer was that such exhibitions as they were prepared to sanction were of a 
represented as d 3 dng several years after Ms crime, in Ms own bed- kind consistent with the preservation of good manners, decorum, 
room, respected by all who knew him . Did Mr. Irving intend to and of the public peace — {applause)-^Ti.ojojb of wMch conditions, in 
teU them that such a spectacle was calculated to deter an intending the unanimous opinion of the Committee, was fulfilled by the 
murderer, or did he not? That was the plain question. ^ class of entertaimnent wMch the appellant Irving ha<L by Ms own 

Mr. Irving thought that intending murderers f onqed so inappre- admission, persisted in providing. On those grounds alone the 
ciahle an element in Ms usual audiences, that they might safely he Committee Msmissed the Aweal, and declared the Lyceum Theatre 
left out of the calculation. , closed till further notice. He might say, however, that they might 

Mr. ‘Mediak. But you might have an intending'murderer among possibly he induced, after a certain interval, to reconsider the 


your audience, I suppose ? 

Mr, Irving’s reply was not audible in the reporters’ gallery. 


question, and allow the theatre to be reopened on Mr. Irving’s 
undertaiing to produce dramas of an entirely unohjoctionahle 


Mr. Parseeebr. I .should like to hear what you have to say about character in future. (Mr. Irving begged for some more defiMte 
duelling, Mr. Irving — ^I mean, is it, or is it not,, a practice leading as to the dramas allnded to.) The Chairman said that he 
sanctioned by the laws of tMs country ? had been informed that an illustrated periodical called Punch was 

Mr. Irving said that he did not quite understand the drift of publisMng a series of Moral Dramas, in wMch the sentiments and 
such a question ; hut, since they asked him, he should say that incidents were alike irreproachable. Let Mr. Irving promise to eon- 
dueUing was Mstinctly illegal, , fine himself to these, and the Council would see about it. (Mr. Irving 

Mr, Parsbeeer. You ■toI understand the drift of my question then withdrew, without, however, having given any definite under- 
directly, Mr. Irving. I have made it my business to acquaint taking, and the Committee adjourned.) 
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PUTTING HIS NOSE OUT OF JOINT.” 



mg%neering {to Utile Tow MfeV) 

B ^^-seraping friend, 

But Img compassed that end : 

TW himself would allow 

The the Bndgelicks the Tower ; so where are you now f 
J y *«w etfyreeU, my big friend and great rival 
tttope for a long and a glorious ^val ; ’ 


Whbee abb You, Now, nr Little Mak ? ’ 


No wonder ’tu opened by princes and peers 
Amdstteotocal triumph and popular cheers : 

No wonder that Benjamust Bakee feels P-laVl , 

8m John Fo-vraE and Coopee quite other than sad. 

very hig job, >tis a very big day, 

And the whole country joins in the Scotchmen’s Hooray! 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Wmi train of thoxiglit was it that led the indefatigable Percy Pitzgeraxi) 
to write, The Story of Bradshaw's Guide^ which appears in one of the most 
striking wrappers that can be seen on a railway book-stall ? How pleasant if we 
could obtain a real ontside coat-pocket railway rade jnst this size. It is a pity 
that the Indefatigable and Perey-vering One did not apply to Mr. Bunch for 
permission to reprint the page of Bradshaw which appeared in Mr. Bunches 
Bradshaw's Guide^ marvellonsly iHnstrated by Bennett, many years ago. This 
magnum opm inparvo is really interesting and amnsing, bnt if there is one 
thing more than another which he who mns and reads desiderates of an author 
writmg of time-tables and guides, it is accuracy. Now, in one particnlar 
instance, our Percy is inaccurate. He writes : “ Close on fifty years have passed 
by, and the guide with every year has continued, like Mr. Stigginsy to be a 
‘ swellin* wisibly.’ ” The Brave Baron challenges Percy to mortal combat on 
this issue, defying him to prove that Mr. Strains was ever described within the 
limits of Bickwicky as “ swellin’ wisibly.” Will the erudite biographer of Brad~‘ 
shaw be surprised to le^, that, in the first place, the description “ swellin’ 
wisibly ” was never applied to Mr. Stiggins at ah, but was used by Mr. Weller 
senior, as illustrating the condition of a “ young ’ooman on the next form but 
two ” from where he was sitting, who had drank nine breakfast cups and a 
half, and,” he goes on to whisper to Sam^ “ She ^s a swellin' wisibly before my 
wery eyes.^^ In the second place, the expression was employed at a time when 
Mr. Stiggins was not present, but, in his official character, as “ a deligate irom 
the Dorking branch of our society. Brother Stiggins'^ was in attendance down- 
stairs. With these two exceptions, one mistake of omission, and one of com- 
mission, the Baron confers his imprimatur on the Story of Bradshaw's Guide, 
and recommends it to the public. 

For a first-rate, short, well-constructed, and sensationally interesting story, 
let me recommend my readers to The Beril of Richard Bardon. Only one 
possible objection do I see to it, and that is a matter of my own private opinion, 
which is, that Richard Bardon is the most irritating idiot ever created by an 
author. For the sake of the story, it was necessary that he should be weak ; 
but he is such a very backboneless man, and yet quite strong enough to support 
the fabric of the plot. Then one is cleverly put off the scent by a certain Richard 
Mortlock, from whom the reader expects much more than ever comes out. The 
sequel of this capital novelette must be Richard Mortlock. I have quite for- 
gotten to say that The Beril of Richard Bardon is by Mr. B. L. Farjeon, 
whom I have to thank for makmg time pass too rapidly on many a previous 
occasion. The Hour Before Dinner Series— not that this is the genuine title, but 
it might be, and is a suggestion— is a real “ boon and a blessing” to those who. 
like Podyars, in John Hollingsbead’s immortal farce, “only have a ’our,” 
not for “their dinner,” but for their novel-reading throughout the day. 
Farjeon soit hini ! (Signed) The Baron he Book-Worms. 


AN EYENTFUL WEEK. 

{From a Brophetic Journal of Events, looming possfibly somewhere a-head.) 

Jfowdaj/.— London, having now been without coal for sixteen weeks, and 
people having kept their kitchen-fires alight by burning their banisters and bed- 
room furniture, several noted West-end houses undertake to deliver the arms 
and legs of drawing-room chairs (“ best screened ”), at £26 Ss. a ton for cash. 

Tuesday, — ^All the petroleum in the country having now been exhausted for 
heating purposes, and riccadilly being, in consequence, illuminated by a night- 
light in one lamp-post in every three, a “ Discontented Eatepayer” commences 
a correspondence in the Times, commenting on the matter in a severe temper. 

Wednesday. — Several Colliery Owners, in deroair, descend into their own 
mines for the pxurpose of trying to raise some coal themselves, but their employes, 
declining so assist in hauling them up again, they are left to their fate, and 
nothing more is heard of them. 

Thursday. — L Syndicate of Noblemen determine to try for coal on the spot, 
by sinking a mine in the middle of Belgrave Square, when, on arriving at a 
depth of 2500 feet, they come across an active volcano, which proves such a 
nuisance to the neighbourhood, that the Yes^ is aj^lied to by several 
parishioners to put a stop to it. On their sending the feinitary Inspector to 
investigate the matter, he orders the mine to be closed. On this being done, 
the scheme collapses, several of the Syndicate, as a consequence, in despair 
emiMating to Tierra del Fuego. 

Friday. — A. set of studs and a drawing-room tiara of “ Best Wallsend,” are 
shown in a window of a j eweUer’s in Bond Street, and attract such crowds that the 
Police have to be called in to prevent a block in the traffic, and keep the 
pavement clear for foot passengers. 

Saturday. — ^Furious street riots commenced by a noble Duke in Grosvenor 
Place pulling up the wood pavement in front of his house, and having it carted 
rapidly into his coal-oeUars. The move becoming popular, spreads in all direc- 
tions, with the result of leading to serious collisions with the local Yestry 
Authorities, who call in the aid of the Police. 

The Archbishop of Canterbury preaches to an enormous congrega- 
tion in Westminster Abb^, on the “ Plague of Darkness ” in Egypt by the light 
of a one-farthingcandle. Thisbeing, by some misadventure, inadvertentlyknooked 
over, the assembled multitude are enabled to realise, to some extent, the gloomy 
horrors of the situation as described by the reverend preacher, and, stumbling over 
each other, retire to unlighted streets and fireless hearths, to face another week 
of the consequences of the “Trade Problem,” with the solution of which they 
have been brought face to face. 


GEAND OLD BELLEE.^ 

“It is stated that the captaiacy of Deal Castle . . .. is to be 
offered to 2klr. G-ladstonb, the captaincy being in the gifc of the 
Lord Warden of the Cinque Ports .” — Daily Mews. 



There were three sailors of Londou city 
Who found their (Party) ship at sea, 

Alffiough with programmes, authorised and unauthorised, 
Most carefully they had loaded she. 

There was greedy Job and glosing Jimmy, 

And the third was named Grand Old Billee ; 

And they were reduced to the piteous prospect 
Of grubbing on one split (Party) pea. 

Says greedy Jos to glosing Jimmy 
“ For captaincy I am hungaree.” 

To greedy Job says glosing Jimmy, 

“ Then you and I must get rid of heB 

Says greedy Joe to glosing Jimmy, 

“ With one another we should agree. 

With me as Captain, and you as First Mate, 

If it wasn’t for (3-rand Old Billee.” 

“ Oh, Billee, we’re going to chuck you over, 

So prepare lor a bath in the Irish Sea.” 

Wken Bill received this information, 

His dexter optic vdnked he. 

“ First let me take an observation 
From the main-top over the Irish Sea ! ” 

“ Make haste, make naste,” says glosing Jimmy, 

Whilst Joe he fumbled his snickersnee. 

So Billy went np to the main-top-gallant mast. 

And began to count o’er the Irish Sea ; 

And he scarce had come to eighty^six, or so. 

When up he jumps. “ Land Ho ! ” shouts he. 

‘ ‘ I can see Quid Ireland ! There ’s the Bay of Dublin ; 
With a distant glimpse of Amerikee. 

And the Parliament upon College Green, bhoys,’ 

With a right good glass I can (almost) see.” 

So they went asbore, and the crew when mustered 
Kicked QuzzHng Joe, and cashiered Jtmmee. 

But as for Grand Old Billee, they gave him 
Of the old “ Deal Castle ” the captaincy 1 

* As various versions of the popular song of DittU Billee'^ 

have been set to music and sung, no apology is needed for the 

insertion in these pages of the version most np to date. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED TROM 

THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons. Monday, February 24, — ** Look here, 
Toby, M.P„” sair ‘ — 

fiuppos 

Hadn’ ^ ^ , , - - 

matter. Only looked at liirn inqnirmgly, as ATTOBiTET-GrENEEAL for 
Ibblanb, trudging stoHdly throngh the mire, attempted to answer 
Chaeijjs RxtsseIiL. “If 1 am Insh Secretary, as Tbeybltan once 
said, I’m an English gentleman, and if yon snppose I have any 
sympathy with the sort of thing that goes on at Clongorey. yon ’re 
mistaken. ^ Bnt I am answerable for law and order, and law and 
order I maintain.” 

Thns Aethtje, qnite qnernlons. Have noticed sometimes, when a 
man hopelessly in the wrong, he is inclined to turn on his best 
friend and rend him. This Clongorey business, truly, a bad onei. 
When, just now, Sextok moved adjournment of House, in order to 
call attention to it. Conservatives rose with one accord and went 
forth. They know Wiotbao Sextoit of old, and thought he was 
probably going to favour them with one of his usual exercises. 
Better this once have stopped and listened. Interesting to see how 
two hundred EngHsh gentlemen would have voted had they learned 
all about Clongorey. Happily less, far less, than usual of the 
windbag about Sexton". EGs story, in truth, needed no assistance 
from wind instrument. Farms at Clongorey simply strips of re- 
claimed bog land, on which struggling tenants had built miserable 
shanties ; got along in good times ; just managed to keep body and 
soul together, and pay the rent-rent on land they had literally created, 
and for huts they had actually built. Two years ago came a flood ; 
swamped them. Asked landlord to make temporary (reduction or 
rent, to tide over troublesome times. Landlord offered a pitiful 
trifle. What was thought of this shown by County Court J udge, who, 
on 'cases that came before him, permanently reduced rent by thrice 
amount of temporary reduction proffered. Judge further suggested 
that arrears should be wiped out. Landlord dechned to listen to 
suggestion. Tenants drowned out by the cruel river, dragged out 
by the relentless landlord. Stood by whilst the emergency men 
wrenched roofs off their huts,!and set lire to the ruins. A neighbour 
offered them shelter, enlarging out-buildings on her farm. Down 
came the police on workmen engaged in this act of charity. A 
hundred police, paid for by tax-payer, swooped down with fixed 
bayonets on Clongorey, arrested labourers, handcuffed them, marched 
them off to police barracks. 

This is the simple Story of Clongorey, reduced to facts not 
denied by Baieoxjr or Attoextet-Q-enebai, divested of all incidental 
matters alleged, such as the parading of the handcuffed prisoners 
through the crowded streets of the town, the Ipolice makmg raids 
among the crowd, naturally gathered to see the sight. “ One man 
had his eyeball burst, another nis skull broken.” Chaeles Russell, 
not given to exaggerated views, somewhat reputable as a legal autho- 
rity, with law-books in] hand stated his opinion ihat, apart from 
incidents of the foray, magistrates and police were acting ilWally. 

“Well,” said Lon'o Laweantcb, turning his back on House of 
Commons, “I’m glad they’ve made me a Judge. Have ever 
been what is called a good Party-man ; believe in Baleope ; always 

to render 

— -- . Clongorey, Must 

begin to cultivate a judicial frame of mind ; so I ’ll go for a walk on 
the terrace.” Lawean'Ce’s view evidently taken in other quarters of 
Conse^ative camp, for, after diligent whipping up. Ministerial 
majority reduced to 42, Business done. — ^Ad(&ess agreed to. 

Tuesday. — Midst a mass of Hotices of Motion, a sea of troublous 
words, Geoeoe TEEVELYArr drops in a score which shine forth with 
light of common sense. “'\^y,” he asks, “does not Parliament 
rise at begin ni ng of July, sitting through winter months for what- 
soever longer period may be necessary for the due transaction of 
pubHc business ? ” 

Why not? On Friday, the March, Teevelyant will put the 
question in formal way before House, so that they may vote on it. 
(^mtervative majority may well be expected to support it, Ho new 
ming ; simply revival of older fashion. Our great grandfathers 
mew better than to swelter in London through July, pass the Twelfth 
of Augxst at Westminster, and go off forlorn and jaded in the 
early days of September, Hunting men may have objections to 
raise: but tlmn hunting men, though eminently respectable class, 
are not everybody, not even a majority ; may even be spared to go 
hunting as ^uw, Walbole hunted like anythink, ; yet] in Wax- 
pole s day Parliament oftener met in Hovember than at any other 
time of year, and with due provision for Christmas holidays, sat 
into early sumnmr. The thing can be done, and ought to be done — 
will be done ri Teevelxait stacks to it. Hot nearly such a revolu- 
tion in Procedure as that which, only a couple of years ago, estab- 



lished the automatic close of Debate at midnight. Who is there 
would like to go back to the old order of things in this respect ? 

Got into Committee of Supply to-night on Yote for Houses of 
Parliament. Tony Lumektet turned 
up again. Last Session, in moment of 
inspiration, Tony spluttered forth a 
joke; likened new staircase in West- 
minster HaU to Sptjeoeont’s Pulpit. It 
is just as like the River Thames or 
Finsbury Park ; but that’s where the 
fun lies. Incongruity is the soul of 
wit. Everybody laughed last Session 
when Tony, with much gurgling, pro- 
duced this bantling; brings it out 
again to-night. 

“Can’t have too much of a good 
thing, Toby,” he says, wrestling with 
his exuberant shirt-front, and rubbing 
his hair the wrong way. “ Always had 
my joke, you know, down in the coun- 
try. Remember the little affair of the 
circuitous drive? This is what you 
may call my urban class of humour. 
Spueoeon’s Pulpit, Ha, ha ! ” — and 
Tony walked off delighted with himself. 

Business done. — Supplementary Es- 
timates. 

Thursday. — Pity that prejudice 
should be allowed to stand in way 

“Spm-geon’s Pulpit, Ha, lia!” “f the best thing.. Talk jnst 

^ ^ r » » peuLdmg vacancies on the 

Bench ; such talk recurrent ; sometimes more talk than vacancy. 
“ But I pass from that,” as Aetbcue Baleotje says, when gliding 
over knotty points of question put from Irish Benches. If not 
vacancy to-morrow, sure to be within week, or month, or year. 
Why^ not make Jemmy Lowthee a Judge ? It is true he has no 
practice at the Bar; but he was “ called,” and, I believe, went. 
That is a detail ; what we desire in our Judges are, a certain impressive 
air, a striking presence, and an art of rotund speech. James has 
played many parts in his time — ^Parliamentary Secretary to the Poor- 
Law Board, Under- Secretary for the Colonies, Chief Secretary for 
Ireland, and Steward of the Jockey Club. In this last capacity he, 
a year ago, temporarily assumed judicial functions. How well he 
bore himself! with what dignity! with what awful suavity ! with 
what irreproachable integrity ! 

That tins manner is ingrained, is testified to on the occasions, too 
infrequent, when Jemmy rises in House. To-night Buchanan asked 
Home Seceetaey a question, 
involving disrespect of rabbit- 
coursing. James, the great 
patron of British sport in aU 
developments, slowly rose, 
and impressively interposed. 

Was his Right Hon. mend, 
the Home Seceetaey, aware 
that rabbit - coursing, con- 
ducted under recogmsed and 
established regulations, af- 
fords pastime to large masses 
of the industrious population 
who are unable, from their 
pecuniary circumstances, to 
indulge in the more expensive 
forms of sport? Those were 
Jemmy’s words, each syllable 
deliberatelyenunciated. YThat 
a study for the aspirant to 
Parliamentary style I 

Eindly Earl of Ravens- 
woETH, who stiB haunts the 
Chamber in which Lord Es- 
LiNGTON once had a place, 
chanced to hear this question. 

Delighted with it. Wished 
he could introduce something 
of that sort in House of 
Lords. Went about Lobby 
with his faithful umbrella 
(companion of his dailj ^e, 
wet or shine) murmuring the musical phrases. “ Recognised and 
e^abHshed regulations,” “ afford pastime to large masses of indus- 
trious population,” ‘‘unable from pecuniary circumstances,” “the 
esipensive forms of sport.” That aU very well, but not quite 
Easy enough to catch the trick of speech; who but Jemmy 
Lowthee can add the indefinable personal gifts which invest even 
the commonplace with impressiveness ? 



Earl and Umbrella. 
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Business Lots. Ministers bring in Bills by the half-dozen. 

Friday. — Snch alouettes! Saob op Queen Anne’s Gate, “who 
. can’t abeax scandals, 

brought on alleged ini- 
quity of Government in 
\ connection with Cleve- 

\ land Street afEair. Get 

\ off his speech; Attoeney- 

/“X y Geneeaj. replied ; then 

Anjudw \ Sage proposed to offer few 

\ supplementary remarks. 

wAn) In course of these ap- 

frank declaration 

|i|K i / of his private opinion that 

everything the Maebiss 
says must be taken cum 
iiln m ^ grano Salis - isimY ; only 

lilll iff \ 

Hmk Jl ) ™Lueh worse than that. 

/ CouETNEX asked him to 

withdraw. “Shan’t I” 
Sage, Then 
CouETNET named him 

(calling him, by the way, 
“Mr. Hbney Labott- 

CHEEE.”) OldMoBAIiITY, 
M®8Pr^ rising to ^height of duty 

I and occasion, moved that 

It J Sage be suspended. 

I '‘Oh, hang iti” cried! 

, „ Oppositton — can’t agree 

rand Historical Pictoe. ^Mr. Labonchere ^ fiiat.” 


Grand Historical Picture. Mr. Labonchere ^ ” 

struggling -BiOi Mb Conscience. Dmded on proposal; 

beaten, and Sare bnng np for a week. “ He ’E be pretty weU dried 
hy that time,” grimly muttered the Attoeney-Genebai, whom the 
Sage had stroked the wrong way. 

Business done . — ^Yote on Account agreed to. 


DOSE OF ^GREGORY.*” 

It is some time since I have tasted a dramatic mixture so much to 
my liking as Mr. Geunby’s Gregory’s Mixture, known to the public, 
and likely to be highly popular with the public too, as A Pair of 
v r 1 j Art more 




refined than Mr. 
m// , Hake’s, as Benjamin 

/ Goldfinch in this 

^ piece, has not been 

W stage for 

many a long day ; 
nor, except in A 
Quiet Bubber, do I 

m remember Mr. Hake 

^ 'I having had anything 

% particular 

M ^ ' chance of airolaying 

1 ■ '■ his rare skill as a 

genuine comedian of 
the very first rank, 

■ Everyone remem- 

remember, Dickens’s 

- hle.'^^ 'W^^BenJamin 

Goldfinch has all the 
milk of human kind- 
ness which charac- 

The Ruffled Hare. “ This is your umbrella ! ” terised these philan- 
thropic Gemim. As to 

moral characteristics, he is “these two single gentlemen rolled into 
one, while physically, his exterior rather conjures up the pio“ture of 
Harold Skimpole^ though his eyes beam with the youthful im- 
petuosity of old Martin Chu%zlewit when he caned Pecksniff. To 
this dehghtfuUy guileless good Samaritan, the rough, nay brutal, 
Uncle Gregory from Sheffield, with a heart apparently as hard as 
his own ware, is a contrast most skilfully brought out by Mr. 
Chabxes Geove. Though the part of Uncle Gregory does not 
require the delicate treatment demanded by that of Goldfinch, yet 
it might very easily be overdone ; but never onoe does Mr. Geove 
overshoot the mark, although the author has inyperiUed its success 
by too frequent repetition of a catch-phrase, “I know that man,” 
“ I know that father,” “ I know that friend,” and so forth, which 
is sometimes on the verge of becoming wearisome. Indeed, even 
now, I should he inclined to cut out at least half a dozen oi these 
variations of the original phrase. His short but sufdcieut represen- 
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tation of the effects of too much lunch on Uncle Gregory is masterly. 
So realistic, in the best sense of tbe word, is the impersonation of these 
two characters, that one is inclined to resent the brutality of Uncle 
Gregory, when one sees the 
change suddenly effected in the 
sweet and sympathetic nature of 
Benjamin Goldfinch, and when 
we see him suspicious of every- 
body, and even of his young 
wife, whom he loves so dearly, 
we murmur, “ Oh, what a noble 

mind is here o’erthrown 1 ” And, lit 

mdeed, but t hat itjis im;^sihle 

last, |be final scenes ^f tlm 

would send an audience away ir 

crying “with joy, to think of the ^OT||j! 

possible goodness existent in the 
world, of which one occasionally 
he^, b^ so seldom sees, except 

in^erenS* The ®“*®’^- 

young men, 1&. Etjdse HAEDiRff, and Ifr. SxDiTEr Beotoh, both 
very good, the latter having better dramatic opportunities, and making 
the most of them. Mr. Dobswoeth just the very man for Friend 
Lorim&r ; Mr . Cathcaet is Joyce, the Butler ; and of the two 
Shoemakers, respectively played by Mr. Knight and Mr. Byeon, 
I can only say, “I know mose shoemakers.” 

As for the Ladies, Miss Kate Roekb looks very pretty, and acts 
charmingly as young Mrs. Goldfinch ; Miss Hoelock is very nice 
as Lucy Zorimer, delivering herself of a little bit of picturesque 
sentiment about feeding the birds {Les Petits Oiseaux is the title of 
the old French piece, if I remember righGy) in a rather forcedly 
ingenuous maimer, but behaving most naturally in the interruptea 
courtship scene, and being generally very sympathetic. I mustn’t 
omit Miss Hxjntek, pink of parlour-maids, not the conventional 
flirty souhrette nor the low-comedy waiting-woman, but a self- 
respecting, responsible young person, conscious of her O'wn and her 
young man’s moral recu'tude, and satisfied “with quarter-day and the 
Post-Office Savings Bank. 

Only one single fault have I to find with the piece, and as it 
cannot be entirely remedied, though it might be modified, I will 
mention it. The title is a mistake ; that can’t be altered now : but 
the attempt at illustrating the donbie-meaning conveyed in the title 
by the practical “business” of changing the material glasses and 
thus hampering the actor by the necessity of altering his expression 
and his manner in accordance “with his deposition or his resump- 
“don of these spectacles, seems to me to be childish to a degree, 
and tends towards turning this simple tale into a kind of fairy story, 
in which the spectacles play the part of a magic potion or charm, 
such as Mr. W. S. Gilbeet would use in his Creatures of Impulse, 
his Fogarty'* s Fairy, and his Sorcerer, whenever he wishes to bring 
about a sudden and otherwise inexplicable transition from one 
mental attitude to another, and en“firely opposite. But for the 
earnestness of the actors, this reductio ad Fairydum would have 
imparted an air of unreality to the characters and incidents which 
does not belong to them. The plot is a model of neat construction ; 
and, “to everyone at all in doubt as to where to pass an agreeable 
evening, I say, “ Go to tbe Garrick Theatre.” By the way, a Corre- 
spondent suggests that A Pair of Spectacles is an illnAration of 
“The Hares Preservation Bill,” Jack in a Box, 

A DiscLAi3\rEE. — The Right Hon. Mr. Heney Chaplin, M.P,, 
Anti-muzzle-man and Minister of Agriculture, wishes to deny 
explicitly that, when, by a lapsus calami, he was made to describe 
Mr. Tay Pay O’Connoe as “peeping from behind the Speaker’s 
chair,” he ever intended to fix upon that honourable gentleman the 
sobriquet of “ Peeping Tom ” ; nor had he any idea of sending hun to 

Covenl^. What he aid say was ^bnt it doesn’t much matter what 

“he did say,” what he didnH say is so much more to the point. 

The Staihey anb Apbican Exhibition.— One of the largest 
contributors will he Mr. Bonny. This sounds well ; at all events, 
it’s Bonny. The French, who are now welcoming their own private 
African hero, le Capitaine Tbiviee, back “to his native land, may be 
induced to place their trophies under Mr. Bonny’s care, as, if Impe- 
rialists, they can then say they have a BoNNY-part in this Exhibition. 

Feom an Indignant Cobbesponbent.— “ Sir,— I sent yon a joke 
three months ago, which you have not used. Since then I nave 
made arrangements for the joke to appear elsewhere,” [What a 
chance we have lost ! — ^E b.] 



INFELICITOUS QUERIES. 


Ee, “By the bye, talking of old times, do YOIT KiraMBEE THAT OCCASION WHEN I MADE SUCH AN AWFUL AsS OF MYSELF?’^ 

She, 


^THE BIG GUIf!^^ 


iN'ow, Moelet, my boy, and brave Pahnell, 
lay it ; just follow my hand. 

That plain wifl soon look like a charnel,' 
With all that remains of their band ; 

The “ fragments of him called MoCaett ” 
(Referred to, I think, in the song) 

Were huge chunks to the scraps that their 
Party 

Will show before long. 


Grand Old Gunner loquitur : — 

’Trs a regular “ Mons Meg of a cannon I 
The swabs, they have been every one, 
Tery hard the Q-rand Old (Q-unner) Man on, 
But what will they think of this gun ? 
Double shotted, and charged to the muzzle. 
And trained by my hands and my eye. 
The fo33 I conoeive it will puzzle. 

And tempt them to £y. 


'have continued, “that Cox was prevented 
from becoming the husband of Penelope 
Anne, relict of William Wiggins, Pro- 


prietor of Bathing Machines at Margate and 
Ramsgate, by the sudden and totallv unfore- 


Ramsgate, by the sudden and totally unfore- 
seen union of the lady in question with one 


Mere s kirmi shing, up to the present. 

With pop-guns, and fiint-locks, and such ; 

T>^x f mi _ • I /I ^ 


But now ! They will not find it pleasant. 
When once tMs huge touch-hofe I touch. 
Mighty C^SAE I I guess they won’t like it ; 

Creat Scott ! won’t it just raise a din ? 
And don’t they just wish they could spike it 
Before we begin ? 


They shall see what I can do, when ready. 

As Grand Old (ArtiUery) Man. 

Right, Paenell! left, Mobley I Now, 
steady!!! 

Stop ! Just one last peep, whilst I can.! 

I do hope, dear boys, there ’s no blunder ; 

I think it is loaded aU right. 

Are they horribly frightened, I wonder ? 
WeU, now for a sight ! ! ! 


The fun of it is, they have furnished 
The filling themselves, unaware. 

The shot they’ve cast, poHshed, 
burnished, 

_,yte powder were prompt to prepare. 
It s pitiful, quite, their position, 

To see, the unfortunate elves ! 

Their carefully-stored ammunition 

Thus turned on themselves. 


OLD FRIENDS AND COUNSEL. 


Knox, whose residence, as the Musical 
Revised Yersion has it, was usualW * in the 
Docks ’ ; and with this marriage of Penelope 
Anne Wiggins with Mr. Knox of the Docks, 
Messrs. Box and Cox professed themselves 
entirely and completely satisfied, as it is my 
earnest hope that Your Grace, and My Lords 
the Bishops, will also be. And should this 
be the result, then I assure Your Grace that 
there will not be a happier party sit down 
this night to supper than ‘ Read and others,’ 
of which fact you may take your Davey.” 

On the Learned Counsel resuming his seat, 
there would have been considerable applause, j 
which, of course, would have been instantly 
suppressed. 


Their batteries big it should batter. 

Then trenches should burst and blow up, 
Their forces allied it should scatter. 

It ’s worse than an Armstrong or Krupp, 
Cl^-shot for swift slaughter ’s not in ftf 
_/or spreading it ’s better than grape. 
They ’U all be smashed up in a minute, 
Scarce one can escape. 


OuE old friend Maddison Moeton’s Box 
and Cox runs Shaespeaeb’s works generally 
very near in the matter of daily applica- 
tion, But fancy its being quoted as an 
authority by Sir Hoeac® Davey, in his 
masterly reply to t’other side in the Bishop 
of Lincoln’s case. Yet so it was, “ Bishop 
CosiN,” said Sir Hoeace, “ had erroneously 
assumed that a letter had. been written by 
Calvin to Knox, whereas it had been really 
written to an Englishman named Cox.” So 
it was a mistake of the postman, after all, 
and it only wants the introduction of the 
name of Box to make the whole thing perfect 


Notes “in Globo,” — Dorothy was long 
ago taken ofE the stage of the Prince of 
Wales’s to make room for Paul Jones. But 


and satisfactory. “It will be withm "^e 
1 recollection of the Court,” Sir Hoeace might 


Dream, wherein Doeothy Dene enacts the 
part of Hippolyta. By the way, the lady 
who used to speak of that immortal work, 
Dixon^s Johnsonary, the other day referred 
to Shaxspeaee as being “ contemporaneous 
with that great wit~dear me— what was his 
name? — who wrote Every Man in his own 
oh, I remember — ^John Benson.” 
Eminently satisfactory. 


‘'THE BIG GUN!” 

Old Gdnnbe {fmpeclinj Cannon). “IT’S BEAUTIFULLY LOADED! -WHY, THE MERE LOOK OF IT IS ENOUOII TO SHAKE SM-TE’S ‘ RESOLUTIOK. 
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MY TAILOR. 

- — “The St. Peter shurgh 

t tailors have hit upon an 
ejOEectual device for obtain- 
ing payment of their bills. 
Immense black-boards are 
hung up in the most con- 
spicuous place in the re- 
ception-room; thereon are 
chalked, in letters as big 
as arrow-headed inscrip- 
tions, the names of their 
hopelessly-indebted cli- 
ents, and the amount of 
their indebtedness.” 

Daily Faper, 

Who always seemed serene and bland ; 

Who never asked for ** cash in hand,” 

Quite pleased that my acconnt shotdd 
‘ ‘ stand ” ? My Tailor ! 

Who’catered for the gilded throng, 

Who chid me when my taste was wrong, 
Whose credit— and whose price— was long ? — 

My Tailor I 

Who chatted when I felt depressed, 

Who proffered wine with friendly zest. 

Whose weeds were ever of the best ? — 

My Tailor ! 

Who with sartorial oil anoints 
My vani^, who pads my joints, 

And fortines my weakest points ? — 

My Tailor I 

But who in future, much I fear, 

Will greet me with no words of cheer. 

But talk of “settling ” — language queer ? — 

My Tailor ! 

Who silently will point his hand 
To figures white on black-board grand. 

Where all my unpaid “ items ” stand r — 

My Tailor I 

Who ’ll thus expose me to my peers. 

Bring on me jibes, and fiouts, and sneers, 
Male sniggermgs, and female tears ? — 

My Tailor ! 

Who ’U frown when I suggest a loan. 

And ne’er produce Clicquot or Beaune, 

But for his “ checks ” demand my own ? — 

My Tailor ! 

Who ’ll take my “ measures ” when he wills. 
But only if I take his “ bills,” 

And add one more to human ills ? — 

My Tailor ! 

TAKESr AS YOU LIKE IT, 

Mt Dear Editor, 

It was most kind of you ter ask me 
to go to the St. James’s Theatre, the other 
evening, to see Mrs. Langtry, Mter I had 
told you that siuce my recovery from the in- 
fluenza, I had unfortunately lost my memory. 
“Don’t you know anything about As You 
Like ItV'* you asked. I pondered deeply, 
and then replied, that I half fancied it was a 
Q-erman Eeed’s Entertainment, that would 
have gone better had it included a part for 
Mr. Cornet Grain. You told me I was 
wrong, but intimated that my ignorance on 
the subject would make my notice the more j 
impartial. So I went. ! 

As to the play — ^was I pleased with As You 
Like It ? Well, I have xnown worse, but I 
have seen better. It seemed a mixture of 
prose and verse, with several topical allusions 
that appeared, somehow or other, to have lost 
their point. For instance, a dull dog of a 
jester (played in a funereal fashion by 
Mr. Shgden) stopped the action of the piece, 

. for what seemed to me (no doubt the time 
was actually less) some three-quarters of an 
hour, whole he explained the difference be- 
tween the “retort courteous” and “the 
I reproof valiant.” The plot was as thin as a 


wafer, but as it is, no doubt, generally known, 
I need not further refer to it. Mrs, Langtry 
was a most graceful and pleasing Itosalind, 
She acted with an earnestness worthy of a 
better cause, and afforded not a trace of the 
amateur. Of Miss Yiolet Abmbrtjster as 
Hymen. I might say, with a friend who spent 
several hours in knocking off the impromptu — 
TO A SEASONABLE VIOLET. 

Had always Hymen 
Such mien, such carriage, 

You ne’er would fly, men. 

The state of marriage I 
Mr. Lawrence Cautlet, as Orlando^ had an 
uphill part. At times (thanks to the author) 
he appeared in situations that were abso- 
lutely ridiculous. For instance, he leaves 
an old retainer (capitally played by that 
soundest of sound actors, Mr, Everhl) 
dying of starvation, and, sword in hand, 
appears at a pic-nic of the banished Duke^ 
to demand re&eshment. “I almost die for 
food, and let me have it,” says Orlando y and 
is welcomed by the Duke to his table. And 
what does Orlando do ? Does he seize the 
boar’s head, or something equally attractive, 
and 'rush back to Ms fainting servitor with 
the prize? Hot a bit of itl He leisurely 
delivers fourteen lines of blank verse about 
the ‘ * sha^ of melancholy boughs,” “the 

^lushmgj,M<^ ^ 

gen^ation, and 
legal lu^^ary , 


AN ASTRAL COMPLICATION. 

In periods of sleep, des- — * 

pair, 

Of aberration, we 
have guessed ijK 

We were not altogether 

there, r , 

But seldom known i ' \i 
where was the rest. l 1 \ i &\ mil mi 
Our Astral Bodies wan- ^//t' 

Whenever they will 
not be missed. 

Strange things in earth 

and heaven are ^ 

For the devont theosopMst. 

Yonng Wilfrid wooed the wealth of Clare; 

Bnt ah, in spite of golden dearth. 

His mind and heart approved more fair 
Kate’s intellect and moral worth. 




Kate’s intellect and 


I worth. 


^fellow^s 

taMng, the old J 

servant will die 

of starvation,” 

and, the legal 

luminary was 

entirely and A Hew Piece, 

absolutely^ right. Adam would have died 
of starvation while his garrulous master was 
posturing, A country wench called Audrey 
was admirably impersonated by Miss Marion 
Lea, and the remainder of the cast was, on 
the whole, satisfactory. Stay, it is only just 
that I should single out for special commen- 
dation Mr, Artetur Bourchter, who played 
a character, to whom reference was rre- 
quently made as “the melancholy JaqueSy^^ 
faultlessly. Here again the author committed 
an indiscretion. Jaques (by the way, why 
was not Mr. Shgden’s role described as, 
“the more melancholy Touchstone is 
permitted to stop the action of the piece to 
deliver some thirty lines commencing with 
the trite truism, “all the world’s a stage.” 
Mr. Bourchier spoke his words with excel- 
lent discretion, but I cannot help thinking 
that, in the cause of Art, the speech should 
have been cut out, and I have no doubt, 
that Mr. Bourchier, as a true artist, will 
cordially agree with me. 

And so, to quote Mrs. Langtry iu the 
Epilogue, “ farewell ; ” but in spite of wbat 
you have said to the contrary, i am still of 
opinion, my dear Editor, that As You Like It 
must have been originally intended for Mr. 
and Mrs. German Reed’s Entertainment, 
minus Mr. Cornet Grain. 

Sincerely Yours, 

A Correspondent without a Memory, 

Art- Auctioneer’s Religion, “Christie- j 
anity.” 


“ Prudence my steps inspire ! ” he said ; 

And automatically to 
The residence of Clare he sped, 

And gained an instant’s interview. 

“ Fairest,” he cried, “my homage deep 
Ah, not your rank, your wealm command ! 
These idle baubles, lady, keep. 

Give me alone tnis lily hand ! ” 

“ I will,” she said. (The dinner gong 
That moment sounded.) “ Haste away ; 

But meet me in the social throng 
To-morrow— that is, Saturday.” 

That self-same hour —the clock struck eight — 
Iu Holloway began to muse 
The charming and the gifted Kate 
On logarithms most abstruse. 

Her door stood wide ! Who entered there ? 

’CCwas Wilfrid spoke in hollow tone. 

“ With me life’s logarithms share, 

Kate, that I cannot solve alone I ” 

* ‘ I will,” she answered. * * But begone ! 

Strange chaperons inspect, explore. 

The Principal, the stairs is on I ” 

He sighed, and vanished from the door. 

Hext eve, amid the social throng, 

Serene stood Clare at Wilfrid's side ; 

And dreaming not; that aught was wrong. 

She gaily questioned and replied. 

Till Wilfrid suddenly was ’ware, 

Close by, of a familiar face, 

And realised with wild despair 
All, an the horror of the case I ! 

“ Oh, what is wrong ? ” cried Clare in awe. 

Calmly, he answered. ‘ ‘ It was JYe, 

My Astral Body, that she saw. 

Oh, which am I ? Oh, woe is me ! ” 

East-ern Art in Bond Street. — “ So let 
the world jog along as it will, I ’ll he Jap- 
anese-y stul ! Japanese-y, Japanese-y. I’ll 
he Japanese-y still 1 ” Can’t help singing 
when we see Mr, East’s pictures of Japan at 
the^ Fme Art Society’s Gallery. This clever 
artist sojourned in that country £com March 
to September, He kept his eyes open and Ms 
hand ever busy, and has brought hack more 
than a hundred pictnres— fresh, brilliant, and 
origiaal. Such marvellous aspects of scenery, 
such wealth of colour, such novelty do we 
behold, that we long to start off at once to 
Yokohama, to Hikkd, to Hakone, to T6Myo, 
or any one of these deughtful places— singing, 
“Let’s quit tMs cold climate so dull and 
Britannical, And revel in snnshine and colour 
Japanical ! ” 

Probable Publication.— Companion work 
to Sardine and the Sardes y by the same author, 
to be entitled Sardinia and the SardineSy 
illustrated in oils, and sold iu tmeases. Great 
reduction (at lunch time) on taking a quantity. 
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THE GREAT LINCOLN TRIAL STAKES. 

Lambeth is in darkness. A Policeman vith a bull^s-eye prevents 
my driver^ s energetic endeavours to drive throngb the Palace wall. 
I stnmble into the lar|re hall known as the Library, “ Here,” said 
I to myself, “ is taking place the historic trial of the Bishop of 
Lincoln.” The weird scene strongly resembles the Dream Trial in 
The Belh^^ where the Indges, connsel, and all concerned, are in 
a fog. "Will the limelight Bash suddenly npon the chief actor, 
the Bishop of Lir’cclh, as he takes the stage and re-acts the part 
that has cansed the trial? Archbishop Bancroet founded this 
library, so theatrical associations are natural. The only lights in 
the long and lofty library (excepting the clerical and legal) are a 
dozen or two wax candles and a tew oil-lamps, but of daylight, gas- 
light, or electric, nothing. I can hear the voice of Jetoe, Q.C., 
the premier of this ecclesiastical drama. 

They have commenced proceedings. In this, the Archbishop’s 
Court, they, very properly, begin with prayer. So does the House of 
Commons. “Any special form of orison?” I ask in a whisper of 
the Jetoe premier y d.C. “Yes,” he answers in a subdued tone. 
“ Look in your prayer-book for ‘ form of jprayer to be used by those 
at sea.’ Tnat’sit.” Then he has to contmue his argument. 

At the further end of the library we have the Church, represented 
by an Archbishop and five Bishops ; also a Judge, in a full-bottomed 
wig, who has evidently got in by mistake. Then we have the Law, 
represented by a row of Q„C.’s, their juniors, and attendants ; and 
then a cherus of ordinary people, and common, or Thames Policemen. 
But where’s the Bishop of Lihcolh? Not among the Thames 
Policemen ? Not in the Dock ? Where ? Aha ! I see him. I focus 
him. I sketch him. Veniy mdiy vici ! I show result on paper to 
OfS-cial. “Oh, no,” he says; “that’s not the Bishop, fiiat’s 
THtHGtTMMX,’ ’ a Clerk of the Court, or something. Hang Thostoummy ! 
O£0.cial dissmpears. Lights, ho ! a link on Lincoln 1 1 determine to 
find him. The Bishops sit round three tables, on a raised platform. 
The Archbishop of Cahterbdby sits in the centre • on his right is 
the mysterious Judge, in fuU wig, and red robes ; this is the Yicar- 
G-eneral, Sir James Parker Deane, Q,.C. ; next to hiTn sits 
Assessor Dr. Atlat, Bishop of sHereeord, who looks anything but 
happy ; his hair has the appearance of being impelled by a strong 
draught, and his hand is to his face, as if the draught had 
produced toothache. The portly Bishop of Oxford is on ms right, 
and like the other corner man, the Bishop of Salisbury, he scribbles 
away at a great rate in a huge manuscript book, or roll of foolscap. 
On the left of the Archbishop sits the Bishop of Lokdont, who 
severely guestions the Counsel, and evidently relishes acting the 
school-master over again. TheBishopof BocHESTERsittingonLoNDOir’s 
left, supplies the comedy element, so far as facial expression goes ; 
his mouth is wide open, and he holds some papers in front of him 
in an attitude which suggests that he will presently break forth into 
song. But where, oh where, is the Bishop of Lincoln ? Ah, I see 
him. I sketch him. I write his name under sketch, and show it 
to one of the Keporters. He scribbles across it, “Wrong.” I 
write, “Where is he?” He waves me away. I believe the 
Bishop is at the other side of the long table, by his' Counsel. There 
is a candle in front of him. I make my way to the other side. I 
find the Bishop is an old lady ! I write, “ Where does the Bishop 
of Lincoln sit ? ” on a piece of paper, and take it to an Official, 
He cannot see to read it, so some time is lost while he finds a con- 
venient candle. He looks towards me, and points to a corner. 

G-ood ! At last ! There is an old gentleman, in plain clothes it is 
true, but still otherwise every inch a Bishop or a Butler, or perhaps 
both in one,— say Bishop Butler. I have just finished a careful 
study of him, when he turns round and whispers, “ Please, Sir, can 
you tell^me wMch is the Bishop ef Lincoln?” I shake my head 
angrily, and move away. I ’ll bide my time. Jeune ^emier is 
answering the hundred-and-seventh question of the Bishop of 
London, and is being “supported” by Sir Walter Phillimore. 
It amuses me to hear these two clever Counsel, in this natural and 
ecclesiastical fogj carryii^ on an animated legal conversation with 
each other, ignormg the Bishops ; not that the latter seem to mind, 
as they scribble merrily away at their folios. Are their Right 
Reverend Lordships engaged in writing their Sunday sermons ? 

But where is the Bishop ? He ought to ha near his Counsel. The 
severe Sir Horace Davey sits writing letters; next to him the 
affable Dr. Tristram, then the rubionnd Mr, Dankwerts, hut no 
Bishop, One o’clock I The Bishops rise for Lunch and Lev§e. 
“Where, oh where! is the Bishop of Lincoln?” I ask Jednb 
premier, “ Q,uick — I want to sketch him before he leaves ! ” 

“The Bishop!” returns the First Ecclesiastical Young Man, 
smiling. “ Oh, he never comes near the place.” Exit Jeune pre^- 
mier, I appeal to the austere Sir Horace Davey. “I can’t teR 
you,” says Sir Horace — “ Davey sum^ non (Edipue,^^ And off he 
goes, to argue another sort of a case about Baird language and the 
Pelican Club. He wiU say no more. On this occasion only, Horace 
is Tacitus, I do not find the Bishop, and quit Lambeth. 



LIKELY-VERY! 


“Confound these Blacks ! They follow me bvsrtwhjsrsJ'* ^ 
“ Yes, mt dear Fellow ; thev take you for a Miss-ionary ! “ j 

THE LITTLE DDC AND HIS BIG BILL. 

The revtaurateur evidently considered that he “ didn’t kill a pig 
every day,” when he stuck Le Petit Due for this now historic biH, 
which, as mven in fuR by the Figaroy Mr, Punch reproduces here 
for general edification : — 


tTu artichaut barigoule 

. 12fr. 

1 salade . 

. 3fr. 

Un chAteaubriand 

. 16 „ 

1 canetozL aux navets 

. 25 „ 

1 sole .... 

. 10 „ 

6 ^crevisses 

. 16 „ 

1 noir de yeau . 

. 10 „ 

Hors d’ oeuvre . 

. 6„ 

1 homard . 

. 25 „ 

Une assiette de fruits 

. 16 „ 


Whenever it may he the lot of any distinguished Member of the I 
Upper House to be sent to the Tower of London, or a Member of the 1 
Lower to be shut up in the Clock Tower, the Provisional Government 
for the time being wiR know what to charge for its provisions. The 
restaurateur addressed his little account, J. Sa Mageste {sic) Louis 
Philippe- Pohert (‘Robert’ was in it) Due d' Orleans,^* In styling 
Le Petit Due “His Majesty” the artful restaurateur evidently had 
in view a future restauration. The restaurateury who expected to 
provide the young Duke of Orleans with a second dinner, of course 
quoted Shakspearb, and exclaimed enthnsiasticaUy — 

I must go victual Orleans forthwith I ” 

Kenry F., Part J., Act Z, 8c, 5. 

But the youthful Due or Duckling wasn’t to be caught and stuffed 
a second lime. 

A Saturday Series. — “ Hunters’ D^s ” was the heading of an 
article in last week’s Saturday Eemew,^ As the counter-jumper 
politely says, “ What will he the next article ? ” We look forward 
with interest to “Shooters’ Swearings,” “Anglers’ Affirmations,” 

“ Coursers’ Curses,” and a few others that may suggest themselves. 

Royal Society of Painter-Etchers. — At the pleasant Gallery, 
5a, Pall Mall East, is a good show of needle- work. One of the most 
prolific contributors is a certain clever gentleman whose name may 
possibly be familiar to some of our readers, one Rembrandt van 
Rhyn, who sends no less than a hundred works. 
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MODERN TYPES. 

{By Mr* FwmKs Owii Type- TFriter,) 

No. III.— THE YOUNG M.P. 

Foe the proper production of the young M.P. ^ere are many 
receipts, but only one is genuine. Take a rickety boy, and proyide 

him mth a wealthy 

t vi/ ' father, sli^tiy fla- 

7 voured wim a good 

' I ! ' social position and 

political tastes. Send 




verbosity, and a strong extract of priggishness. Throw m a degree, 
and two speeches at the Union. Set him to simmer for two years in 
a popular constituency, and serve him. up, a chattering pedant of 
twenty-four, at 'Westminster. 

In the course of the contest which resulted in his return to the 
House of Commons, the young M.P. will have tasted the sweets of 
advertisement by seeing his name constantly placarded in huge 
letters on coloured posters. He will have been constantly referred 
to as ** Our popular young Candidate,” and he will thus have become 
convinced that the welfare of his country imperatively demands 
his immediate presence and permanent continuance in Parliament. 
When the genial butcher who, besides retailing the carcases of 
sheep and oxen, sits in the Town Council, and presides over one 
of the local political associations, declared, as he often has at other 
contests and of other candidates, that never, in the course of his 
political career, had he listened to more mature wisdom, adorned 
with nobler eloquence, tban that which had fallen from “ Our young 
and popular Candidate,” he was merely satisfying a hurning desire 
for rhetorical expansion, without any particular regard to accuracy 
of statement. But the candidate himself greedily gulps that lump 
of flatteiy, and all the praise which is the conventional sauce, for 
every political gander. On this he grows fat, and being,' in 
addition, puffed up hy a very considerable conceit of his own, he 
eventually presents an aspect which is not pleasing, and assumes 
(towards those who are not voters in the Constituency) a manner 
which can scarcely he described as modest. 

The majority of his Constituents regard him simply as an auto- 
matic machine for the regular distribution of large subscriptions. 
He regards himself as a being of great importance and capacity, and 
endowed with the power of acting^ as he likes, whilst the local wire- 
pullets look upon him as a convenient mask, behind which they may 
the more effectively carry on their own petty schemes of personal 
ambition. 

As a Candidate, moreover, the young M.P. will have discovered 
that the triumph of his party depends not merely or even chieffy 
upon the dne exposition of those political principles with which he 
may have lately crammed himself by the aid of a stray volume of 
Mill, and a Compendium of BoUtical History, hnt rather upon the 
careful observance of local custom and local etiquette, and the 
, ceaseless effort to trump his adversary’s every trick. He will thus 
i have become the President of the local Glee Club, the Pation of a 
Soientilic Association, and a local Dog Show, the Yioe-President of 
four Cricket Clubs and of five Football Clubs, a Member of the 
Committee of the Hospital Ball, and of the Society for Improving 
the breed of Grey Parrots ; to say nothing of the Guild for Promot- 
ing the happiness of Middle-aged Housemaids, and the local Asso- 
ciation for the Distribution of Penny Buns, at cheap prices, to the 
deserving poor. Moreover, before he has discovered the true rela- 
tion of benefit societies to polities, he will find himsAlf a Member of 
the Odd Fellows, the Foresters, the Hearts of Oak, the Druids, and 
the Loyal and Ancient Order of Free and Accepted Buffaloes, with 
the right, conferred hy the last-named Society, of being addressed 
on lodj^e nights as if he wmre a Baronet, or, at least, a Knight. 

Having thus met and shaken hands with tiie worldng-man during 
Ms hours of festive relaxation, the young M.P. wiU he properly 
qualified for discussing those social questions wMoh form the chief 


E art of every aspirantis political baggage, ^ Being gifted with a 
appy power of enunciating pompous platitudes with an air of 
profound conviction, and of spreading butter churned from the 
speeches of Ms leaders on the bread of political economy, he will be 
Mghiy thought of at meetings of political leagues of either sex, or of 
both combined. It is necessary that he should catch the eye of the 
Speaker during Ms first Session. He wdll afterwards talk to Ms 
Constituents of the forms of the House in the tone of one who is 
■PflTniliflT with mysteries, and is aeonstomed to mingle on terms of 
equality with the great and f am ons. He will hrin^ in a Bill wMch an 
M.P., who was once young, has abandoned, and, jfmding Ms measure 
blocked, will discourse with extreme bitterness of the obstruction by 
I wMch the efforts of rising political genius are oppressed. 

I In London Society the young M.P. maif he recognised hy an air of 
conscions importance as of one who carries the burden of the State 
upon Ms shoulders, and desires to impress the fact upon others. He 
may he fiattered by being consulted as to the secret intentions of 
foreign Cabinets or the prospects of party divisions. He will then 
speak at length of Ms leaders as “ we,” and will probably announce, 
in a voice intended not so much for Ms immediate neighbours as for 
the thoughtless crowd beyond, that “ we shall smash them in 
Committee,” and that “ Axees-Douglas ” (or Aenold Moeley, as 
the case may he) “has asked me, to answer the fellows on the other side 
to-morrow. I am not sure I shall speak,” the MS. of Ms speech 
being already complete. On the following day he will speak during 
the dinner-hour to an audience of four, md, having escaped being 
counted out, will be greatly admired by Ms Constituents. He will 
assiduously attend all social functions, and will not object to seeing 
Ms name in the paragraphs of Society papers. It^ is not absolutely 
necessary that the young M.P. should he bald, but it is essential that 
he should wear a 6ock-coat. It is well, also, that Ms dress should 
be neat, hnt not ostentatiously spruce, lest the more horny-handed 
of his supporters should take umbrage at an offensive assumption of 
superiority over those whose votes keep Mm in place. 

Custom demands that the young M.P. should travel extensively, 
and that he should enlighten his home-staying Constituents as to 
the designs of Barataria, the labour question in Lillix)ut, and 
the prospects of federation in Laputa, by means of letters 
addressed to the local newspaper. He will also interview foreign 
potentates and statesmen, and cause the fact to be published 
through the medium, of Eetjtee, On Ms return, he will write a 
book, and deliver a lecture before the Mutual Improvement Society of 
the town he represents. He will then marry, in order that he may 
attend Mothers* meetings by deputy, and cause bis wife to make 
lavish purchases at a local bazaar, wMch he will have opened. 
Shortly afterwards he will select an unpopular fad, which certain 
members of his own party approve, and will take a vigorous stand 
I against it on principle, thus earning the commendation of all parties 
as a man of independent views, and unswerving rectitude. 

If, at a subsequent election, he should chance to be rejected 
at the poll, he will publicly profess that he is delighted to be 
relieved of an uncongenial burden, wMlst assuring Ms friends in 
private that the country in which able and honest men are neglected 
must he in a very had Jway. He will, however, publish an address 
to the electors, in wMch he will claim a moral victory, and will 
assure them that it will ever be one of his proudest memories to have 
been connected with their constituency. He will spend his period 
of retirement on the stump, and, unless he he speedily furnished 
with another Constituency, will entertain doubts as to the sanity of 
Ms party leaders. Suhseqaently he will find himself again in the 
House of Commons, and, "having been spoken of as a young man for 
about a quarter of a century, will at last become an XJnder-Seoretary 
of State, and a grandfather, in the same year. 

Mastee Singees. — Sir, — In accordance with your request, I visited 
the Meistersingers* Club (an institution which, seemingly from its 
name, has been established as a memorial to ’Wagnbe), where 
a “dramatic performance** was given last week that had many 
points of interest to the languid pleasure-seeker, wearily tMrsting 
for fresh sources of amusement. The evening’s entertainment com- 
menced with a play obHgmgly described by the author as a farce, 
wMoh was followed by a new and original operetta, containing some 
very pretty music by Mr. Pbecy Eeeve, with the exquisitely droE 
title of The Crusader and the Craven, The one lady and two gentle- 
men who took part in this were, from a prompter’s point of view, 
nearly perfect. Mr. R. HEifDOU as Sir Rupert de Malvoisie (the 
Crasader) suggested, hy his accent and gestures, that he must have 
come from the East — ^how far East, it boots not to inquire. Miss 
I^oeencb Daelet was a good Lady Alice, and Mr. J. A. Shale an 
ejBncient “ Craven.** Later on an operatic performance is threatened. 
If the thrilling series of arrangements on the back of the Programme 
is to he accepted as anthentic, the members of the Club will he invited 
to have Batience, It would be difficult to find a more appropriate 
accessory to a Night with the Meistersingers. No one asked me to 
have any supper, Yours, A Haitd at Clubs. 


KOTIOE.~-Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS,, Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case ha returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. 
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MR. PUNCH'S MORAL MUSIC-HALL DRAMAS. 

No. VIII.— JACK PARKER ; 

Or^ The Bull who Tciiew his Business, 


CHAB.ACTBB.S. 

Jack JBarker was a cruel hoy, For mischief was his sole employ J 
Vide Miss Jaite Taxloe.) 

Miss Lydia Banks though very young. Will never do what ^s rude 
or wrongP — Ditto,) 

Chorus of Farm Hands, 

ScasasTE — A Farmyard, s. a stall, from which the head of the Bull 
is visible above the half-^door, Fnter Farmer Baisxs with a cudgel. 
Farmer B, [moodily), "WTieii roots are qiiiet, and cereals are dull, I 

vent my irrita- 
tion onthe Bull. 
\_We have Miss 
Tatxoe’s own 
authority for 
this rhyme. 
Come hup, yon 
beast I ( Opens 
stall and fiou- 
rishes cudgel — 
the Bull comes 
forward with 
an air of delibe- 
rate defiance,) 
Ob, turning 
narsty, is be ? 
[Apologetically, 
to Bull,) 
Another time 
will do I I see 
you ’re busy ! 
\_The Bull, after 
some consider- 
ation, decides 
to accept this 
retractation, 
and retreats 
with dignity to 
his stall, the 

door of which he carefully fastens after him, Exit Farmer 
Banks, e., as Ltdia Banks enters 'B,,, accompanied by Chorus, 
The Bull exhibits the liveliest interest in her proceedings, as he 
looks on, with his forelegs folded easily upon the top of the door, 

iS'ony— L tdia Banks [in Polka time,) 

I 'm the child by Miss Jane Tateoe sung ; Unnaturally good for 
one so young — [on the tip of my tongue, 

A pattern for the people that I go among, V^ith my moral little tags 
And I often feel afraid that I shan’t hve long. For I never do a 
thing that ’s rude or wrong ! 

Chorus (to which the Bull beats thne). As a general rule, one doesrUt 
live long, If you never do a thing that ’s rude or wrong I 
Second Verse, 

My words are aU with wisdom fraught, To make polite replies I We 
sought ; [good for nought. 

And learned by independent thought, That a pinafore, inked, is 
So wonderfully well have I been taught, That I turn my toes as 
children ought ! 

Chorus [to which the Bull dances). This moral lesson she’s been 
taught — She turns her toes as children ought ! 





Lydia (sweetly). Yes, I’m the Farmer’s daughter — ^Ltdia Banks ; 

No person ever caught me playing pranks I 
I ’m loved by aU the live-stock on the farm, 

[^Ironical applause from the Bull, 
Pigeons I We plucked will perch upon my am, ' « 

And pigs at my approach sit np and beg, [Business by Bull, 
For me the partial Peacock saves his egg, 

No sheep e’er snaps if I attempt to touch her, 

Lamhs like it when I lead them to the hntcher ! 

Each morn I milk my rams beneath the shed, 

While rabbits Rutter twittering round my head. 

And, as befits a dairy-farmer’s daughter, 

What milk I get I supplement with water, 

[A huge Shadow is thrown on the road outside ; Ltdia starts, 
whose shadow is it makes the highway darker ? 

That' bullet head I those ears ! it is Jack Parkee ! 

[ Chord, The Chorus flee in dismay, as Jack enters with a reckless 
swagger. 


/Sony— J ack Pabkee, 

I’m loafing abont, and I very much doubt if my excellent Ma is 
aware that I ’m out ; 

My time I employ in attempts to annoy, and I ’m not what you ’d 
call an agreeable boy ! 

I shoe the cats with walnut-shells ; Tin cans to curs I tie ; 
Ring furious knells at front-door hells— Then round the comer 
fly! 

’Neath donkeys’ tails I fasten furze, Or timid horsemen scare ; 
If chance occurs, I stock with burrs My little Sister’s hair ! 

[The Bull shakes his head reprovingly. 
Such tricks give me joy without any alloy, — ^but they do not denote 
an a^eeahle boy ! 

[As Jack Paekbe concludes, the Bull ducks cautiously below 
the half-door, while Lndia conceals herself behind the 
pump, E.C. 

Jack [wandering about Stage, discontentedly), I thought at least 
there ’d he some beasts to badger here ! 

Call this alfarm— there ain’t a blooming spadger here ! 

[Approaches stall — Bull raises head suddenly, 
A hull I This is a lark I ’ve long awaited ! 

He’s in a stable, so he should be baited. 

[The Bull shows symptoms of acute depression at this feu de 
mot ; Lxdia comes forward indignantly, 

Lydia, I carit stand by and see that poor bull suffer I 

Excitement ’s sure to make his beef taste tougher [ 

[The Bull emphatically corroborates this statement. 
Be warned by Miss Jane Tanloe ; fractured skulls 
Invariably come from teasing hulls 1 
So let that door alone, nor lift the latchet ; 

For if the bull gets out — why, then you’ll catch it ! 

Jack, A fractured skml ? Yah, don’t believe a word of it I 

[Baises latchet ; chord; Bull comes slowly out, and crouches 
ominously ; Jack retreats, and takes refuge on top of pump ; 
the Bull, after scratching his back with his off foreleg, 
makes a sudden rush at Ltdia, 

Lydia [as she evades it). Here, help!— it’s chasing] Me! — ^it’s too 
absurd of it ! 

G-o away, Bull — ^with me you have no quarrel I 
[The Bull intimates that he is acting from a deep sense of duty, 
Lydia [impatiently). You stupid thing, you ’re ruining the moral! 

[The Bull persists obstinately in his vursuit. 
Jack [from top of pwnp). Well dodged, Miss Banks! although 
the Bun I ’U hack ! [Enter Farm-hands. 

Lydia, Come quick— this BuB ’s mistaking me for Jack ! 

Jack, He knows his business best, I shouldn’t wonder. 

Farm-hands [philosophically). He ain’t the sort o’ BuU to make a 
blunder. [They look on, 

Lydia (panting). Such violent exercise wiU soon exhaust me ! 

[The Bull comes behind her. 
Oh, BuB, it is unkind of you . . . you’ve tossed ! 

[Falls on ground, while the Bull stands over her, in readiness to 
give the coup de grace ; Ltdia calls for help, 

A Farm-hand [encouragingly). Nay, Miss, ne seems moor sensible 
nor surly — 

He knows as how good chBdreu perish early ! 

[The Bull nods in acknowledgment that he is at last understood, 
and slaps his chest with his forelegs, 

Lydia, BuB, I ’B turn naughty, if you ’ll but he lenient I 
Goodness, I see, is sometimes inconvenient. 

I promise you henceforth I’B try, at any rate, 

To act like children who are unregenerate ! 

[The Bull, after turning this over, decides to accept a 
I compromise. 

Jack, And, Lteia, when you ready for a lark are, 

Just give a chyhike to your friend— J ack Paekeb ! 

[They shake hands warmly, 

Finaie. 


Lydia, I thought to slowly fade away so calm and beautiful. 
(Though I didn’t mean to go just yet) ; 

But you get no chance for pathos when you ’re chivied by a 
buB ! (So I thought I wouldn’t go just yet.) 

For I did feel so upset, when I found that aB you get 

By the exercise of virtue, is that huBs wiB come and hurt you ! 

That I thought I wouldn’t go just yet ! 

Chorus, We hear, with some regret, That she doesn’t mean to go 
just yet. 

But a Bull with horns that hurt you is a poor return for virtue, 
And she ’s wiser not to go jnst yet ! 

[The Bull rises on his hindlegs, and gives a, forehoof each to 
Lndia arhd Jack, who dance wildly round and round as the 
Curtain falls, 

[N.B. — ^Music-haB Managers are warned that the morality of this 
particular Drama may possibly he caBed iu question by some 
mem^rs of the L. C. C.] 
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A RETIRING YOUNG MAN. 

{Podtively Ms Last Appearafice,) 






















I ungjBjE on the same old stage 
'Which I have graced so long, 

Though oft, when sick, or in a rage, 

I Ve sworn to «.ve np song, 

Still somehow, like melHfLiions Reeves, 

I flow, and flow, and flow. 

Stage*stars, though fond of taking leaves 
Are very ioth to go. 


Teutons, once again. 

Greet me once again ! 

Old songs I 'm singing. 

Shall I sing in vain ? 

Once more I front the same old House, 
And hear the same “ Encore J ” 

My rivals slink as slinks the mouse 
When Leo lifts his roar. 


1 T1 take my turn with potent voice 
In solo or in glee. 

At my r entree my friends rejoice 
They only wanted Me ! 

Teutons, once again I 
Greet me once again I 
Old strength is waking. 

Shall it wake in vain ? 
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THE GET OE THE CITY CHILDREN. 

{For Flaying Fields , ) 

[A conference of delegates of various Athletic Clubs was held 
cn March 4, in the Memorial Hall, Parringdon Street, for the 
purpose of considering the necessity for the further provision of 
Playing fields for the people of the Metropolis.] 

Wouxi) you see Town Children playing, 0 my brothers. 
With their bats and leathern spheres ? 

They are herding where the slum-reek fmnes and smothers, 
And that isn’t play, one fears. 

The young rustics bat in verdant meadows, 

The young swells are “ scrumm^ing ” out west ; 

They are forming future Gbaces, Stoddaets, Hadows ; 

They are having larks, which, after all, is best. 

But the young Town Children, 0 my brothers, 

They are mooning all the day ; 

They are idling in the play- time of the others. 

Per they have no place to play ! 

Do you recollect they used to play at cricket 
In the bye-streets years ago. 

With a broomstick for a bat, a coat for wicket ? 

Now the Bobbies hunt them so I 
The old ladies grumble at their skipping ; 

The old gents object to their tip-cat ; 

So they squat midst slums that shine like dirty dripping, 
Not knowing what the dickens to be at. 

And the young Town Children, 0 my brothers, 

Do you ask them why they stand 
Making mud-pies, to the horror of their mothers, 

In their dirty Fatherland ? 

They look up with their pale and ^ubby faces. 

And they answer — “ Cricket ? Us ? 

Oidy wish we could^ but then there ain’t no places ; 

Wet’s the good to make a fuss ? 

Yes, you ’re right, Guv, this is dirty fun and dreary ; 

But ‘ Bounders ’ might just bring us ’fore the Beak, 

And it we dropped our peg-top down a airey, 

They would hurry up and spank us for our cheek. 

Arsk the swell ’nns to play cricket, not us nippers ; 

We must sit here damp and duU, 

’Midst the smell of stale fried fish and oily kippers, 

’Cos the Town ’a so blooming full.” 

True, true 0 children ! I of old have seen you ! 

Piayinff peg-top, aye, like mad. 

In the side-streets, and upon a village green you 
Could scarce have looked more glad. 

I have seen you fiy the kite, and eke ‘ ‘ the garter,” 

Send your ‘ ‘ Bounders’ ” ball a rattling down the street. ' 
If you tried such cantrips now you ’d catch a tartar ! 

In the vigilant big Bobby on his beat. - 

If you tossed the shuttle-cock or bowled the hoop now, J 
A-l’s pounce would be your doom. ^ 

In the streets at Prisoner’s Base you must not troop now, ^ 
There ’s no longer any room ! j 

So you sit and smoke the surreptitious ’baccy. 

And deal in scurril chaff ; 

Yulgar Jenny boldly flirts with vicious Jackt, 

You ’re too knowing now by half. 

They ’re unchildish imps, these Children of the City, 

Bold and blase, though their fife has scarce begun, 
Growing callous little ruffians— ah, the pity !— 

For the lack of open space, and youthful fun, 

Bedford’s Bishop says the Cricket pitch is driven 
Further, further, every day ; 

And the crowded City grows— well not a heaven. 

Where there is no room for play. 

So, if Cricketers and Footballers, who gather. 

Find Town Children space for sport. 

Punch win be extremely pleased with them ; so, rather, 
Will the thralls of lane and court. 

At.vr-rt) Ltitletoit, so keen behind the wicket ; 

Lord KmiTAiED, who once was hot upon the ball, 

Give our Arabs chance of football and of cricket. 

And you ’ll fairly earn the hearty thanks of all ; 

’or the young City Children, doomed to rummage 
In dim alleys foul as Styx, 

fever else may know the rwture of a “ scrummage,” 

Or “ a slashing drive for Six I ” 

A Desieable “Baixes”’ Progeess. — ^In the direction 
f concession to the overworked and underpaid Post-Office 
mploySs, I 
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APPRECIATIVE. 

Amateur Tenor, “ I shall just sing one more Song, and then I shall go.” 
Sarca stic Friend. ” Couldn’t you go First I ” 

A JUBALEE PEEEORMANCE. 

Dear Me. Punch, — ^After The Cotter^ s Saturday Night, which is a fine 
broad Scotch setting of Bantin’ Bearin’ Bobbie’s poem, came The Dream 
^ Juhal, This, as I take it, was a work produced in the Jubalee Year. 
I don’t know who Jubal was, at least I ’ve only a vague idea. Bather think 
he was a partner of Tubal. Ttjbal, Jubal & Co., Instrument Makers. From 
this Oratorio I gather that Jubal was an enthusiastic amateur, but that the only 
musical instrument he possessed was a tortoise-shell, — ^whether comb or simple 
shell I couldn’t quite meute out. However, comb or shell, he worked hard at it, 
until one morning, when he was practising outside the house (I expect Tobal^ & 
Co. wouldn’t stand much of it indoors), the birds started a concert in opposition 
to his solo. This quite drowned his feeble notes, and drove him half frantic. In 
despair he lay down under the shade of a tree and fell asleep, and in his dreams 
he saw the instrument which he had invented gradually developed into a “ Strad,” 
and from that into the most glorious instrument of our time ; namely, the banjo. 
This so soothed and pleased him, that, waking up, he adorned his tortoise-shell 
with fiowers, and sang aloud to all his descendants in all time and tune, and out 
of all time and tune, if necessary, to join him in praising the invention of Music 
generally, and of this Jubalee instrument in particular. 

Mr. Joseph Bennett has ^iven a most effective description of the dream ; 
the accompanied recitation being very fine indeed, and splendidly performed by 
Miss JuiLA Neilson, who, like Jubal, has been in the Tree’s Shadow at the 
Haymarket. Fine triumphal march and chorus. Your own Maggie McIntyre, 


Haymarxet. i? me uriuiimnai maren ana enurus. ± uur uwn ju.a.wwjLiJi jiLVJXjMxxjtr., 
and your Mr. Barton MoGuckin, were in excellent form, and everybody was 
delighted, with the exception of one person, — ^who is always d peu pres, never 
quite satisfied, and therefore rightly named, All-but Hall, S.W.” 

“ Haexowe'tbdeee I ” — ^This now familiar exclamation might be appropriately 
adopted as the motto of the Yaudeville Theatre during the run of Clarissa, She 
does run, too, poor dear — ^first from home, then from Lovelace^ s, and then 
“anywhere, anywhere, out of the world!” By the way, is it quite fair of 
Mr. Thomas Thoene, in the absence of a friend and brother comedian, to speak 
of himself, as he does in this piece, as “a mere Toole”? How can such a 
metamorphosis have taken phioe?^ YTe^ trust that Mr. Thomas Thoebte, 
Temporary Tragedian, will amend his sentiments. 

SiE W . V. Harcourt, on the night when he was so huffy, “ left the House.” 
True : he certainly did not “ carry the House with him.” 
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MR, PUNCHES PANORAMA OP THE YEAR 1889. 

Peologue. 

2Ir. Piuicli to Tohj, 

I AM the only Painter without bias. 

And Monster Panoramas, my Tobias, 
Now being quite the order of the day, 

I Ve limned the largest, which I here dis- 

play; 

And, issued in mine Almn- 
nack, ’tis clear 
’Twill be the Biggest Order 
of the Year 1 

’Tis painted in the Highest 
Arb Style— Mine I 
Here you perceive the pith of 
’Eighty-Nine, 

A Year of Grace — and also of 
disgraces. 

Look, Toby, on this sea of 
well-known faces ! 

Mark the familiar eyes, the 
ealient noses ! 

(The sign of Gladstone or 
the mark of Moses.) I 
Kings, Lords and Ladies, 
Statesmen, Whigs and 
'J’ories. [Allegories 

No painter of great sprawling 
Ever yet packed into so small 
a compass 

Sd mpiy -who ’ve won fame— or raised a rumpus. 

A ppvvis of a twelvemonth’s work and babble is 
This summary of the great Aimm MnYihilts, 

Perpend, Tobias. Hand me up the pointer. 

Listen, 0 World ! and. Time, thou great disjointer 
Of hearts and ei^ochs, stand awhile at gaze. 

Whilst I explore, explain the Mighty Maz?, 

Which, being made by Punchy the Friend of Man, 

You may depend is “ not without a plan.” 

^ Now for the rostrum ! Follow my pointer, Toby, with thy record- 
ing pencil. Listen, 0 World, with ears attent, and eyes *• sequacious 
of the— Truth-teller ! ” I speak urhi et orU / 

First, the newly-elected County Council, Ladies and Gentlemen ! 
Ritchie’s colossal Civic Symposium ! ** PiITCHIE’s Folly,” some 

hasty assayers of innovations may have been tempted to term it. But 
Punch is never hasty. 

Macheth Lyceum and Gladstone in Naples! Later on, 

Macbeth Ieving visits the Queen— an honoured guest! The 
return of the ^ve— if the Brummagem Bruiser may be likened to 
the Bird of Peace. All, at any rate, welcome his wife, a true 
m^senger of peace, let ns hope, from across the Atlantic flood. 

From West-to NoETH-the ‘‘Nitrate King.” Let us trust lie’ll 
prove a ^ True North” to the multitudes who trust 7^/;^. Next the 
Teuton Titan on the (Colonial) War-Path ! Formidable cunpetitor : 
but even Titans trip at times, eh, Orion? From Bismaeck askinjr 
for k^ainoa to Chaplin “ chucking” Protection is* a transit. Big ’uns 
both— of a sort ? But Boulanger, the pseudo-great General Bourn, 
coming a cropper ? Giiavda,^ e / 

.. ^ work of Art— scarcely native this 

time. We 11 hope their “ New Constitution ” may shape as well as 
their cabinets, and wear better than their locks and keys. Panto- 
mime child-pens turned out-^^;'^? tern., thanks he-of their Stage 
Paradise. ‘‘ See me reverse ! ” 

Two openings,— ParUament and the Parnell Commission. And 

then-sinister sequel to the latter !-the flight of the pitiful Pigott. 

picture is the return of generous D’Aumale to 
Lhantilly. Scarcely less agreeable, to lovers of peace and of France, 

IS the flight or the blatant firebrand Boulanger. Welcome the 
coming, speed the parting guest 1 

Big brave boys these Amerioan Base-Ball players. Game may be 
evidently thought our '• climato ’’ against 
rea^n. Loss of the Sultan.— not the Padishah him- 
self, worse luck! He would be no loss. Cambridge winning ‘-the 
classic rsee . Bravo, Light Blue I Who mutters demur ! Ah ' you 
are a brmette, though a “ fair” one, my dear, so PunoJi pardons you. 

Gracious Qheeh enjoying her Royal self in 
Portugal, will, perhaps, -put you in a better temper, Miss. 

'’w- ‘ Abolition of the Board of Works, and abdioa- 

Brtpwt Servia. Both can he well spared. But 

Bright brave belligerent John, true, tenacious, trenchant— no 
we could lU spare 7um. What, Punch wonders, would the fighting 
jostle of Peace have said of the “Haval Defence BiU” hard bv ’ 
ffiSlli ¥6 the Country said of it. And the esoane of that 


Kane-Captained Rcnnic-engined Callio}}e , — England has not for- 
gotten that yet, if the Admiralty lias. 

OjDening of the Great —the Colossal, the Titanic, the AVorld- witch- 
ing, Republic-saving French Exhibition ! As “ Big ” a thing as — as 
the Tour Eiffel itself 1 Can even Mr. Punch say more \ Jt must 
I have a paragraph all to itself. Well done, Lutetia ! 'W’cll may you 
\2)ro tcvi. at least, kick out politics. 

' Sandy ‘‘ takes the floor,” and his ‘‘ Scotch Local Govonimcnt Bill ! " 
Hope he’ll like ifc. He generally does like big things, bo they 
Bills or Cabers! Better anyhow than Paddy relishes “ Bal four’s 
Battering-- Ram,’’ which comes next. And then, (Joiitlcinon, the 
match at Brummagem betwccii those two })olitical pugilists, 
Churchill and Chamberlain ! Fight imflnishcd, result as ycit 
uncertain. National Portrait Gallery to be fitly liouscd at last. 
Then the picture takes us “across the herring-pond” to th<‘ great 
Washington Centenary. Four Millions more money for Ships, the 
opening of the Opera Season, the raising of the Rates ; all matters 
of interest, painful or otherwise, to most of you, Gentlemen. 

Abandonment of the Sugar Bill! Not one of the mucli-ialkrd-of 
“sweets of odicc” this, oh? Ask Bajion de ! Raid on 

the Betting Clubs! But the great Demon of C ambling, like 
the objects of the great Curse in Ingoldsby, ‘‘never” seems “one 
penny the worse.” Cpening of the Siiaiiish Exhibition, Equipment 
of our Volunteers. Bravo, Lord IMayor ■\Vjijteukai) ! 

The Johnstown Floods. Gentlemen ; too terrible to talk lightly of. 
Here is symbolised the discreditable I’arachnte IManiii, which -was a 
disagreeable feature of the dead year, hlay it die therewith ! I hear 
a stir, a silken amongst my fair auditors. Yes, Ladies, the JMarj-iage 
of the lucky Duke of Portland, lucky, as 1 said at the time, with 
both Bridal and Bridle. Another Djopped Bill, Gentlemen ; this 
time the Land Transfer Bill, ‘-knocked out” in the Lords by the 
“ Sluggers” of Legal Privilege. Westward Ho ! goes the ubiquitous, 
inexhaustible G. 0. M. on party thouglits intiuit ; whilst near him 
is shadowed forth the rise of that Irrcconcileiiblc, Socialistic new 
“ Fourth Party, ” the avowed purposes of which probably sometimes 
“ give him pause.’* 

Great Show of the ‘‘ Humorists ill Art.” Hope yon all wont to see 
it. If you didn’t, 'twas your loss. Then — strange juxta])( sition ! — 
the Great Turf Libel Case 1 Cun one “ libel ” the a’livf I Mr. PuneJi 


u.Aj.xAi^, cAi I vAoxu ux Wits rjJ'iAJt Oi I'CTSm. XOU Will 1 

say anything more about that threshed-out subject. The Lahouv 
Congress in Switzerland was less talked of, hut probably ((iiito ns 
important, whilst the appointment of Her Most Gracious MA.nw'rv as 
President of the Royal Agricultural Society is of oven grcjiter Jiomc- 
interest. 

Next conies tho Great Event of the Year ! Jilr. Punch's Vi.sit to ilio 
Paris Exhibition, already celebrated by him in proper time and shaixs I 
pu all of you have its record, of course. If not— get it 1 1 ! 'i’liat 
Balloon boro a happy party, and needed no parachute. 

The Dclagoa Bay Railway business, Mr. Punch's pictorial (soimnout 
on which so infuriated iniscliicvous Master Portu(jal 1 The White- 
chapel Woe ! Not a matter for -words. Gentlemen, but deeds. 

Hooray ! Another Royal Marriage ! The Wedding hTarch, aviih a 
Fife acconipaninient ! And — quite “ in a concatenation ac(;()r<liugly,” 
Panorama — the Golden Wedding of the 
Or. O. M. Prospect and retrospect, both pleasant-. Was it the tend(‘r 
association of sympathy which made tlio G. O. M. so elcxiuent in 
favour of the Royal Grants ? Who knows V Anyhow, liis more ram- 
pant “ follow^crs Labby among them— w'ould have liked, for the 
inomcnt to “muzzle” the “old man eloquent as Monro did the 
London dogs. The Naval Review, and the German Emperor’s briitf visit, 
‘synchronised, as the saps say; and as another “ Big Tiling,” 
OiiAP LIN Minister of Agriculture ! “Capping the Climax,” 
that ! Hard-by another Great-or Big-Man, hews away at the Tithes 
Bill. Go it, Haecouet ! 

Following the example of another rcalltj Great lifan, Gt.ad- 

?ONE goes to Pans, secs the Exhibition, ‘mounts the liliflcl Tow er, 
perorates pleasantly about the Two Republic.s, France and America. 
Ur should \ve say, America and France? Arcudrs urn ho / And the 
G, O. M. orating on them was vert/ Arcadian indeed, 
r w Miybrick Case calls for no comment here. Tim 

^ event, Ladies and Gentknien, which 

—as Truthful ri-iOMAb would say— “ will have results.” EcclesiaB- 
tical dress for ladies maij interest the more “ dressy ” portion of inv 
audience-or may not. The French Elections. JL? Pnnrh 
gratulates XtqmUi^uo whom primarily the Exhihitons, 

General Boum-Botv 


TAvr^T-T>i T^ArwxTrxTvVVArT T wjilwa uuu ucncrai jLioiuiMior- 
LAN GEE Balfour fe little in connection wdth an Irish 

Hniversity. Ikut fish won’t bite ! “ Outidanos ” on the Triple 
AlWel Outis-the Ulysses of Liberalism -defyiw L huge 
Polyphemus of Continental Despotism. So perhaps ho the Homer- 
Wemus may h^ave 
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Railways in China 1 Ah 1 Punch thinks he has heard of 

that before. He hopes it may be true this time ; though, to the Man- 
darin, the Locomotive is a Bogey, and the Line sacrilege. Arab 
advance on Suakin ! Neither is that a novel item of news ! Gallantly 
repelled this time, though, and partly, at leasts by native valour. 
A good omen I 

Trials at Maryborough, consequent on the lamentable Gweedore 
evictions, and yet more lamentable crime attending them. When 
will this sorb of thing be wiped out of the panorama of the year ? 

Raid of the egregious McDoug-all, compound, apparently, of 
Bottom and Paul Prjj. Well, all’s well that ends well, eh, “Mister” 
Rosebery ? Glad, anyhow, ijoa are to boss the London County 
Council yet a little longer. You may be counted on to minimise the 
McDougall element. 

Greek Royal Wedding. Rare year this for what may be called 
Splendid Splices ! Royal Princes, Princesses, and lucky Dukes well 
to the fore ! As a seb-oS—alas ! — Mr, Punch's Panorama has reluct- 
antly, and delicately, to record many lamented deceases of great, or 
worthy, or well-beloved ones. Poor Crown Prince Rudolph, stout 
and eloquent John Bright, quaint and clever Pellegrini, the 
Yanittj Fair Caricaturist, Lady Holland, of politico-social fame, 
Wilkie Collins, the master of ingeniously Sensational Romance ; 
and last, but, to Mr, Punch and his young men certainly not least, 
Percival Leigh, of Comic Latin Grammar^ and Mr. Pljos's JOlanj 
fame — to the world, and, to his private friends, “ dear old Professor,” 
of pleasant and unfading memory. 

Royal Globe-trotters again ? The German Emperor visits Constanti- 
nople, and hob-nobs with the Sultan ; the Prince of Wales is off to 
Egypt, where, perhaps, he hob-nohs with Pather Nile. Thence return- 
ing, Punch hopes, happy, and with renewed stores of sturdy health ! 

Yet later in the year come two Big Shows, the Lord Mayor’s to 
wit. with pretty reproductions of old English dresses and disportings, 
and that of the evergreen P. T. Babnum, with — well — with everything 
in the marvel line, if Mr, Punch may trust Phineas’s posters. 

The Public, anyhow, may trust Mr. Punch's ! By such a Panoramic 
Poster even the Great Showman will admit himself outdone. 

That is all, Ladies and Gentlemen, for the present. Mr. Punchy 
in conclusion, wishes you all a Merry Christmas, and a Happy New 
Year ! 


N 22nd of February 
Session opened ; date 
unusually late, but 
then remember our 
Autumn Session of 
previous year brought 
ns up to ChrLstmas Eve. i 
Charles Lamb, arriv- ! 
ing at office late in the 
morning, pleaded that 
he made up for it by go- 
ing away early. House, 
going away late, re- 
turns little later. Very 
modest Ministerial 
Programme to com- 
mence with. How it 
lias been carried out 
has been told from day 
to day with graphic 
minuteness and uncom- 
promising fidelity by 
Mr, Punch's humble, 
but respected com- 
panion. “ The Diary 
of Toby, M.P.,” fol- 
lows the British flag. 
Jb is read everywhere — 
ly the pathless ice- 
floes of Canada, through the length of North and South America, 
in the cities of Australia, by the watch-fires of the Squatters, on 
Greenland’s icy mountains, and ckc on India’s coral strand ; where 
Punch appears weekly on the bookstalls, price threepence. It will, 
therefore, not bo necessary to go much into detail, a brief summary 
sufficing. 

At the outset G-eoroie Hamilton promises Bill to .strengthen 
Navy ; Lord Advocate mentions Scotch Universities Bill, with 
Scotch Local Government Bill to follow. Paunioll j»uts in early 
appearance, challenging Balfour, amid wild cheers from Irish 
Members, to c.xplain why Caiu-jw, M.P., at present in prison, had 
been deprived nob only of his flannel shirt, but of his hair and 
moustache ? 

Debate on Address turns largely on Irish affairs. Suddenly, in full 
tide of attack, comes news of flight of I^igott. For awhile Figott’s 
presence fills the place ; his name thrown at Balfour whenever he 


rises ; cries of “ PiGOTT I ” punctuate Ministerial replies. Neverthe- 
less, John Mobley’s Amendment to Address negatived by 339 votes 
against 260 ; Address being finally carried without a division. 

Georgie Hamilton got on early with his scheme for strengthening 
the Navy. ^ Tvventy-one-and-a-half millions asked for, adding seventy 
ships to British Navy. Not all to be built at once ; whole scheme to 
be accomplished by April, 1891:. Bill, debated three several nights, 
finally passed. In accordance with pledge gi^en last -Session, Supply 
put in fore-front of business. House sat night after night, sometimes 
voting money, always talking. All kinds of questions came up in 
Supply ; treatment of Irish prisoners ; Ministers’ aUeged connivance 
with Times; above all, PiGO pt, by this time, huddled up in suicide’s 
grave at Madrid. Special attack made on Attorney-General for 
his professional connection with the 'Times case. Harcourt led 
attack, Charles Russell taking notable part in it. But his friends 
stuck to him through thick and thin, and 7ote of Censure defeated 
by large majority. 

^ On 2Sth of March, came news of death of John Bright ; fell like 
oil on troubled waters. Old Morality bore testimony to his worth. 
Gladstone pronounced a splendid eulogy ; Hartington added a 
postscript ; JusTiN MCCARTHY spoke for Ireland ; and Chamberlain, 
rising to height of occasion, informed the House, that Birmiogliam 
bad never allowed the Statesman they mourned to pay any of the 
subscriptions ordinarily exacted from a Borough Member, There- 
after the House went on with its ordinary business. 

On 16th of April, Goschen introduced Budget in smallest House 
gathered in similar circumstances for many years. Both ends made 
to meet by increase of Death Duties, and a little tinkering of the 
Malt Duty. About this time, the “Noble Baron,” began to loom 
on horizon vuth his Sugar Bounties Convention. Much time wasted 
thiougli remainder of Session over this matter. Government stood 
gallantly by “ Noble Baron ; ” in the end, amid the jeers of 
Opposition, Sugar Bounties Bill withdrawn to avoid Ministeiial 
defeat. 

On 14th of May, Old Morality brought in Bill to establish Board 
of Agriculture for Great Britain, a measure which, happily passing, 
has dowered the country with Chaplin as Minister of Agri- 
cullxire. 

Early in July, came on proposal to make provision for eldest 
Son of Prince of Wales. Manifestations of opposition induced 
Government to present the matter in modified form of Motion for 
appointment of Select Committee to consider the whole question of 
provision for Members of Royal Family. This agreed to, after debate, 
in which SAGE of Queen Anne’s Gate came to the front, keeping 
his place throughout subsequent pioccedings, Great efforts made 
to buy off opposition of this incorruptible person ; hesitated for brief 
moment, when position of Treasurer of Her Majesty’s Household 
dangled before his eyes. Principal public duty of Treasurer, is to 
bring in gracious replies from the Throne to Addresses from faithful 
Commons. In his mind’s eye, Sage saw himself in Windsor uniform, 
with gold stripe adown trouser-leg, leaning lightly on wffiite wand of 
office, as he stood at the Bar of the House awaiting the Speaker’s 
signal to bring up gracious reply. For a moment he faltered, but 
! only for a moment “No,” he said, “England expects every man 
to do hjs duty, and Labby will not disappoint expectation ; ” and he 
went straight off and put down five fresh Amendments. This, now 
published for the first time, is authentic. 

These debates on the Royal Grants were, perhaps, the most animated 
of Session. Vote for Royal Family of course granted, but in face 
of significant minority of IIG. Gladstone supported Government, 
marching into Lobby against large majority of his own following, 
who turned aside with the Incorruptible Sage. Oddest thing of all 
was to behold Irish Members voting with the Court Party— Joseph 
Gillis going out shoulder to shoulder with Arthur Balfour, and 
Tay Pay hobnobbing with Old Morality. 

After this the Session languished. Old Morality expedited busi- 
ness by announcing that no fresh measures of importance would be 
taken. Members began to clear out, and early close of Session seemed 
imminent. But, towards end of July, when everybody thought busi- 
ness would bo wound up, the Tithes Bill brought in, and stubbornly 
pressed. A difficult position for the Government. Bill hotly opposed 
by Liberals, and not- loved by Conservatives. Gray, Conservative 
Member for Maldon, moved crucial Amendment, which was negatived 
only by critical majority of four in a House of 286 Members. Never- 
theless Government still stuck to fiamework of Bill. Attorney- 
General tabled batch of Amendments which transmog*rified the 
Measure. On lOtli of August House faced by practically new Bill. 
Thi.s made matters no better. Liberals mollified, Conservatives angry. 
Next day, amid storm of jeering, borne with characteristic calmness 
by OjjD Morality, he withdrew the Measure. 

After this it was all over, even the shouting, and on the very last 
day of August the Session of 1889 came to a close. Its final hoiirs, 
otherwise peaceful, were fluttered by promise of a Measure endowing 
an Irish University, whereat there was much spluttering in political 
circlc.s. 
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MODERN TYPES. 

{By Mr, PwncTCs Own Type^ Writer,) 

IV.— THE GHDBY SOCIETY LM)Y. 

The Giddy Lady is one having been plunged at an early age 
into smart society, is whirled perpetually round in a yortex of 

pleasures and ex- 
citements. In the 
effort to keep her 

^ -- head above water, 

C- sai f 

This condition she 
naturally des- 
cribes as “ being 
in the swim.” ^ In 
the unceasing 
struggle to main- 
tain herself there, 
she may perhaps 
shorten her life, 
but she will ap- 
parently find a i 
compensation in 
the increased 
length of her 
dressmaker’s bills. 
She is ordinarily 
the daughter of 
aristocratic pa- 
rents, who care- 
fully allowed her 
to run wild from 
the moment she 

could run at all. By their example she has been taught to hold as 
articles of her very limited faith, that the serious concerns of life are 
of interest only to fools, and should, therefore (though |the inference 
is not obvious), be entirely neglected by herself, and that frivolity 
and fashion are the twin deities before whom every self-respecting 
woman must bow down. 

Having left the Seminary at which she acquired an elementary 
imorance of spelling, a smattering of French phrases as used by 
English lady novelists, and a taste for music whim leads her in after- 
life to prefer Miss Bessie Bellwood to Beethoven, she is soon after- 
wards brought out at a smart dance in London. From point her 

& ess is rapid. Balls and concerts, luncheons and receptions, 
rs and theatres, race meetings and cricket matches, at both of 
which more attention is paid to fashion than to the field, follow one 
another in a dizzy succession. She has naturally no time for thought, 
but in order to avoid the least suspicion of it, she learns to chatter 
the slang of the youthful Guardsmen and others who are her com- 

S anions. A certain fiashing style of beauty ensures to her the 
evotion of numerous admirers, to whom she babbles of “ chappies ” 
and “ Johnnies,” and “ real jam ” and “ stony broke,” and two to 
one bar one,’’ as if her life depended upon the correct pronunciation 
of as many of these phrases as possible in the shortest time on record. 
She thus comes to be considered a cheerful companion, and at the end of 
her ttod season, marries a j aded man of pleasure, whose wealth is more 
con^derable than his personal attractions, and who, for some inscru- 
tabk reason, has been approved by her parents as a suitable husband. 

She treats matrimony as an emancipation from rules which she has 
r^ely seen any one else observe, and has never honoured herself, and 
after a few years, she becomes one of that gaudy band of Society ladies 
who follow with respectful imitation the giddy vagaries of the Corin- 
thians of a lower grade. She dines often without her husband at 
smart restaurants, where she has constant opportunities of studying 
^e rn^era of her models. She adores the burlesques at the Gaiety 
and the Aveime, and talks, with a complete absence of reserve and 
a disregard of pedantic accuracy, about the lives and adventures of 
the actresses who figxue there. She can teU you, and does, who pre- 
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pleasure-palaces m Leicester Square. She allows the young men who 
ciuste^omd her to suppose that she knows all about their lapses 
teom strmt propriety, and that she commends rather than condemns 
mem. Caines celehres we to her a staple of conversation, her 
intorest m them varymg directly as the number of co-respondents. 

It IS impossible, therefore, that the men who are her friends should 
treat her with that chivalrous respect which an obsolete tradition 
would seem to requme, but they suffer no loss of her esteem in con- 
sequence. Such being her behaviour in the society of men, the tone 
of her daily conw^ti 9 n with friends of her own sex may be readily 
imagined, though it might not be pleasant to describe. Suffice it to 


say, that she sees no shame in addressing them, or in allowing herself 
to be addressed by a name which a Court of law has held to be libellous 
when applied to a burlesque actress. She is always at Hurlingham 
or the Banelagh, and has seen pigeons killed without a qualm. She 
never misses a Sandown or a Hempton meeting ; she dazzles the eyes 
of the throng at Ascot every year, and never fails at Goodwood. 

Twice a year the Giddy Lady is compelled by the traditions of her 
caste to visit Paris, in order to replenish her exhausted wardrobe. 
On these occasions she patronises only the best hotel, and the most 
expensive and celebrated of men-dressmakers, and she is “fitted” 
by a son of the house, of whom she talks constantly and familiarly 
by Ms Christian name as Jean, or Piesee, or Philippe. During 
the shooting season she goes from country-house to country-house. 
She has been seen sometimes *with a gun in her hands, often with a 
lighted cigarette between her lips. Indeed she is too frequent a 
visitor at shooting-luncheons and in smoking-rooms, where a woman, 
however much she may attempt to disguise her sex^ is never cordi- 
ally welcomed by men. The conventions of the society in wMch she 
moves seem to require that she should be attended during her visits 
by a cavaliere servenfe, who is therefore always invited with her. 
Their pastime is to imitate a flirtation, and to burlesque love, but 
neither of them is ever deceived into attributing: the least reality to 
this occupation, wMch is often as harmless as it is always absurd. 

These and similar occupations, of course, leave her no time to 
attend to her children, who are left to grow up as best they may 
under the fostering care of nursery-maids and of such relations as 
may choose, from time to time, to burden themselves with the olive- 
branches 01 others. Her husband has long since retired from all 
competition with her, and leaves her free to follow her own devices, 
whilst he himself follows the odds. She is often supposed to be 
riding for a fall. It is certain that her pace is fast, x et, though 
many wMsper, it is quite possible that she will ride to the end witiiout 
open damage. 

Of her dress and her jewels it need only be said that she affects 
tailor-made costumes and cat’s- eye banglesiby day, and that at night 
she escapes by the skin of her teeth from that censure wMch the 
scantiness of her coverings would seem to warrant, and which Mr. 
Horsley, R.A., if he saw her, would be certain to pronounce. 

In middle age she loses her brilliant complexion. Yet, for reasons 
best known tonerself, her colour continues to be bright, though her 
spirits and her temper seem to suffer in the effort to keep it so. As 
old age advances, she is as likely as not to become ^a gorgon of 
immaculate propriety^ and will be heard lamenting over the laxity of 
manners wMch permits girls to do what was never dreamt of when 
she was a girl herself. 


THE PINT OF IT. 

How curious that our youngest boy, aged fifteen months, should 
have already become partially paralysed, and be affiicted, besides, 
with anaemia, rickets, and growing inability to digest the smallest 
particle of food I 

If it were not that we procure our milk from the “ Hygienic Un- 
skimmed Lacteal Fluid and Food for Babes Company, Limited,” I 
should begin to^ believe that there might be something wrong with 
the beverage wMch forms the staple of his infantile dietary. 

The Company professes to sell milk ‘^ure from the cow.” From 
the quality of this morning’s supply, 1 should be inclined to fancy 
that that cow is suffering from an advanced stage of atrophy. 

As our eldest child, aged two-and-a-half, is still totally unable to 
walk, and its legs have become mere shrivelled sticks, I really must 
call in an Analyst to test our milk. 

Heavens I The Analyst reports that more than half the cream has 
been “ separated ’’—which seems to mean removed — and that its 
place has been supplied by “65 per cent, of impure water.” 

Under these circumstances, I hardly think that the fine of five 
shillings, and half-a- crown costs, which the Magistrate has inflicted 
onfhe Company, quite meets the justice of the case, or will be 
sufficient to stop such adulteration in the future. 


Buffalo Bill and Leo Pope. 

Went Bhpealo Bill to see the Pope pass by. 

Then were the Cow-boys cowed by the Pope’s eye, 
With wMch, like many an English-speaking glutton. 
They’d often met, and fastened on, in mutton. 

The difference vast at once they did espy, 

Betwixt a sheep’s eye and a Leo’s eye. 

Says Shiney William to Mmself, “I’m blest ! ” 

And so he was, and so were all the rest. 

I 


From A Nautical Inquirer.— “ Please, Sir, what’s the uniform of 
an Admiral of the ‘ Bouillon Fleet ’ ? I see this Fleet advertised, 
but ^ve been unable to obtain any information about it at the 
^miralty, where I have called repeatedly to make inquiries.” 
[Consult The First Lord I ” The first lord you meet will do. — ^E j>.] 
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“grenadiers to the FRONT!” 

I MUST confess, my dear Editor, I was greatly gratified at your 
gracefully recognising my twenty years’ service, spent in the defence 

of my ^TDBENT and my coun- 
try (in the -Militia) , hy asking 
me to be present at the 
ini tial performance of the 
Guards Burlesque Company 
of Fra Diavolo in the Thea- 
^e Koyal, Eecreation Eoom, 
Chelsea Barracks, S.W. 

The place was not entirely 
new to me. Last year it had 
been my good fortune to see 
IvanJioe^ with Mr. ITtjoent 
in the priucipal character — 
a gallant and talented gen- 
tleman, who was, alas ! 
conspicuous by his absence 
on the present occasion. I 
was given to understand 
/y/ that this year the Grenadiers 
were ordered ‘ \to the front,” 
- ” ^ and that the command had 
been obeyed, the list of the 
Dramatis Person(B amply 
proved. 

rrti. j T> 1 The music was admirably 

The 19tJi Sent ry Guards Burlesque. selected ^ by Mr. EnWARP 

Solomon, the Baher ItolV^ Fickwich going capitally. The 
scenery, by the Hon. Arnold Keppel (late Scots Guards), was good, 
and ‘ ‘ the writing up to date,” by Mr. Yardlet (never to be forgotten 
on the field of cricket), was better, 

Eor the rest, I may say that the Guards’ Burlesque Company, from 
a theatrical professional stand-point, were hardly “ Gaiety form,” 
but, as amateurs, they were simply magnificent. There was no 
supper— but this is a detail. Yours sincerely, 

A Yert Old Soldier. 

The Flains of Waterloo^ in rear of the Army and Kavy Stores, S. W, 

‘*Lent Lectures.”— a Correspondent signing himself “MissiNa 
Line,” says, that he frequently sees Lectures advertised as above, 
and wants to know if they come into the same category with 
“ Borrowed Sermons.” [Don’t know. Consult Mr. F, Jeune, 
Q..C., or the Archbishop of Canterbury. — ^Ed,] 

“ That ou|:ht to be an interesting and amusing article in Zippin- 
cotfs Magazine for March,” observed Mrs. Ram— mean the one 
called, ‘Who are the Chiis^ Minstrels’?” We referred to Ihe 
number. No such article in it ; but one entitled, “ Who are Chris- 
tian Ministers ? ” Probably this was it. Near enough for Mrs, R. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Walery-Galle^ Co.— for Walery has transformed himself 
into a Limited Liabmty— is bringing out a series of “ Sporting 
Celebrities,” with sportmg notes, monographs, and dramatic notes 
too. The photographs are excellent. Two in each monthly number. 
The monographs are right enough, but the sporting and dramatic 
notes in a monthly, are either not sufficient or too much. Three 
portraits and three monographs, one sportswoman and two sportsmen 
in each number would be better, at least, so it seems to the learned 
Baron, who would sum up the requisites for making the Walery- 
Galleiiy Sporting Series a success in a Shakspearian quotation, 
adapted for this special occasion, — “ More art and less matter.” 

The Baron is always much interested in the B&cue de FamHU, 
directed and largely contributed to by M. Jules Simon, who is also a 
pretty regular conmbutor to its pa^es. In December last, M. Simon 
wrote a thoughtful and interesting article on L^Fducation des 
Femmes, and M.- FRANdsqxiB Sarcey, a very amusing paper on 
Le Timide au Theatre. The number for February (it is only a 
bi-monthly publication) has a paper on Influence (not the iniuenza) 
des Femmes en France, the only fault of which is its length ; and 
Gyp gives a satirical sketch caUed Nos Docteurs, which hardly seems 
in keeping with the family character of the B&oue. The March 
Number is now out, and can be procured at BLachette’s. It is one of 
the best French serials. 

A delightful book is Yorkshire Legends and Traditions, col- 
lected and recounted by the Rev. Thomas Parkinson. He who 
writes of fairies and of witches should of course possess some potent 
spell — (how many members of the School-Board, had they hyed a 
couple of hundred years ago, would have been punished as witches 
for teaching “spelnn^,” it is pleasant to imagine)— and Mr, Par- 
kinson’s great cnarm is his apparent belief in the wonders he relates. 
Even when he occasionally alludes to “popular superstition,” you 
feel it is only a phrase introduced evidently out of consideration for 
the unphilosophic prejudices of his “ so-called” Nineteenth-Century 
readers, who pride themselves on being Huxleys in the full blaze of 
scientific light, and yet would shrmk from passing a mght in a 
haunted room, or, if alone, would go a mile out of their way to 
avoid an uncanny spot. The greatest mistake made by narrators of 
the marvellous is, attempting to account for the unaccountable. 
This book is, I believe, one of a series now being published by 
Elliot Stock, of Paternoster Row, a stock which Your Oto Baron 
recommends as a safe investment, for the book alone is a good 
dividend, the interest being kept up all through ; and it is satisfac- 
tory to hear that, as the other coxmties of England, and perhaps of 
Ireland and Scotland, are being dealt with in a similar manner, there 
is a good reserve-fund of information and amusement. 

Mr. Eunciman, in The Fortnightly, brings a serious indictment of 
plagiarism against Mr. Ridbr BAggard, which it strikes me he would 
be unable to sustain in a Court of Common Sense before Mr. 
President Punch, unless it were first laid down as a fixed principle, 
that a writer of fiction must never have recourse to any narrative of 
facts whereon to base his Romance, The Baron de Book-'Wobms. 



SONG SENTIMENTIANA. 

A Delightful All-The^Tear-Round'^ Resort 
for the Fashionable Composer.) 

Ex. I. — ^Respecting the Lover’s Indipper- 

ENCE POR THE ADVANTAGES OP CIVILISATION. 

I AM waiting in darkness to greet her — 
Why in darkness I cannot explain. 

For there ’s plenty of gas in the meter. 

And enough, I suppose, in the main ! 

But ’tis darkness so unpenetrating, 

And ’tis darkness so dismally deep ! 

And I ’m waiting, and waiting, and waiting. 
Like the chap in “ A Garden of Sleep.” 

I ’ve been patiently waiting to meet her, 

TiU I ’m thoroughly sick of this gloom ; 

It is ten by my Benson repeater— 

It was six when I entered the room ! 

But I must not begin to grow weary, 

And to stamp, and to fret, and to curse I 

The surroundings are certainly dreary, 

But they might be decidedly worse ! 

I am waiting, still waiting, to greet her I— 
Here all night I ’m determined to stand. 

For a prettier girl, or a sweeter. 

There is not to be seen in the land I 

If I go, I am sure to regret it, 

" So I ’ll make up my mind here to stay. 

What though time is departing ? W ell, let 
I shalL wait here fw ever and aye 


MAXIMS rOK THE BAR. 



“When Cross-examining a Lady, treat her with- 
Deference.” 


Sweet Lavender.— Miss Sprules, whose 
“ Lavender Farm ” in Surrey was recently i 
visited hy a ubiquitous F. M. Gazetter, 
appears to he a real scenter of attraction. 
“Does it pay?” asked the Interviewer. 
And of course the Lady’s answer was, “Scent 
per scent.” 

“Junketing” in London,— Last Satur- 
, day a grand Devonian Dinner took place at 
■ the Criterion. Of course, only La Creme de 
I la Creme of Devon were present. 

The ‘ ‘ So-called ’ ’ Nineteenth Century 
I FOR this Month. — “ ‘ F aimer ’ qui. . . . 

; ferat.” Has the gallant Corporal any more 
to Tel-(el-K ebir) F 

From “1st Flat, Colney Hatchwell.” 
— ^The song of “Re Mine ” is a great success. 

! The song ‘ ‘ Be Minor ” ought to be a greater. 

New Notfl, shortly to appear, by a Direc- 
tor of the Loudon and Westminster Bank, 
entitled, Allsopps and Conditions of Men. 

Ungrammatical but Q,uite Correct. — 
When a Gentleman asks, at a hook-staU, 

Have you a number of Womak here ?” ' 

What’s a bore for coal is fun for us ! ’’ 
Mem. hy Shareholder, S. E. Line. 






THANK GOODNESS ! 


Off ? Thank goodness, yes ! 
Always was— coirfonnd it ! — 
An nnsavonry mess, 

Foulness reeking round it. 
Resurrection pie 
Not in it for nastiness. 
Dished-up— who knows why ? — 
With unseemly hastiness. 

Of the chef^s poor skill, 

Feeblest of expedients. 

Sure we Ve had our fill 
Of its stale ingredients. 
Toufours perdrix f Pooh ! 

That is scarce delightful ; 
Tmijours Irish Stew 
Very much more frightful. - 
Thrice-cooked colewort ? Ah ! 

That no doubt were tedious ; 
But this hotch-potch ? Pah ! 

Thought of it is Mdeous. 

It has been too long 
Fiece de resistance ; 

Take its odour strong 
To unsDiifing distance. 


Waiter’s self looks sick 
At the very thought of it. 
01^ remove it, quick ! 

Customers want nought of it. 
Eh ? One hungry sinner 
Asks another plateful ? 

He should have his dinner 
Snatched by harpies fateful. 
Kitchen never yet 
Knew a failure greater. 

Few its end regret. 

Surely not the Waiter. 

He his finder had 
In the pie — or gravy. 

Did he ? Well, ’tis sad. 

He must cry Peecavi! ” 
But whoever mixed. 

Or whoever boiled it, 

Our opinion’s fixed, 

He, or they, quite spoiled it. 
’Tis the general scoff. 

Butt of chaff and rudeness, 
Irish Stew is “ Off,” 

Finally — Thank Q-oodness I 


Revised Yessiok. “Iet Olobo.”— T he author of Dixon’s John- 
son^, who last week sent us a paragraph about the Q-lobe Theatre 
(where, he said, it was pleasant to find the name of Sbakspeabe once 


MORE TO FOLLOW. 

The dinner given by Mr. James Siaats Forbes, Chairman of the 
L. C; & D. Railway^ last Wednesday, to M, Eiffel, and the French 
Engineers, was a big success. As the P. AT. 6?., which, being now 
edited by a cAe/*,— at least, he is a man-Cook,— authoritatively in- 
formed us, in anticipation of this feast, “The Continent and Oreat 
Britain have been ransacked for delicacies.” There is to be another 
banquet, we hear, and more “ransacking.” Once again will that 
delightfully-entertaining Chairman, J. S. Forbes, of the Lucullus 
: phattmg and Dining Line, present a menu which will be unexampled 
I m cuhnary history. By great favour we are permitted to present a 
few of the delights of this bill of fare, in which a Soter would have 
f ®Joice^ a Hde have delighted, and of which a Brillat-Savarust might 
iMeed have been proud. No expense in ransacking has been spared. 
They are sending to the prairie for prairie oysters ; to Egypt for PoU 
{soupe d la mauvaise femm^ ; to Jerusalem for artichokes, to 
Bath for chaps, and Brussels for sprouts. Bordeaux will be ransacked 
lor pige^B, Scopand for Scotch woodcock, Wales for rabbits, 
Sardima for sardines, and Turkey for rhubarb. Special messengers 
are travelling through Germany in search of sausages ; others are in 
Ireland seeking supplies of the stew of that country. Bombay is 
5®“^, for its celebrated Bombay ducks, Guinea for fowls, 
Norfolk for ^dumphngs,^ and Chili for vinegar. Merchant traders 
are already m foeaty with Madeira for cakes ; and while Naples is 

Government Stationery Ojfiee at home 
wm yield an almost inexhaustible supply of wafers. 


ji jr- — MiL.a,v±xiLVi\3 O JL/ICCUU. JLU IS Very IfiTiq QI 

[ SO ^nscienkous an at^te to “take anybody’s part.” But, as a 
^^r of fact, Miss Doroxht is appearing as PTelena, La lelle 
Melene^ in the same drama. 

“ Spbustg Hats FOR Ladies.”— A re they going to adopt the gibus f 


Sonny Dundee^ which will go as follows, all (who can) standing : — 
Let ’s fill up our glasses with treacle and ink, 

And anything else that is pleasant to drink, 

And hook the best port and let us gay free. 

And hurrah for Staats Fobbbs and the L. C. & D. I 
We canopy give these few hints, as of course, this is but a small 
portion 01 the mcnw, a mere pennyworth to any amount of ransacking, 

Yivat LxrcuxLus! 
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A COLONIAL FRIEND PAYS ME A VISIT. 




miiB 




Eis Hunting Costume is rather startling. 


His Method of Amusing himself in Coyert 
was unusual. 








His style of Hiding was a trifle reckless. 

.. Xn'^" ■/ !'A'.-Sa.'':s - 




And when he compelled some Bullocks to join 
in the chase, it was hardly the thing. 


'-' vAT JL 












States and HqUand, Against thi« formid- 
able combination the aetaye and sportsman- 
'\ f. i 'v youth of our re-awakened athletic 

■ France scored a yictory, easy, swift, and 
' I ’ complete, of two tries to nothing. 

. ! Jr \ \ ^or further particulars, I refer you to the 

'X‘f rrr ' st ' ^C'W’spapers of the period, that furnish the 

Tc ■W'V details of the affair. In them you will see 

so far from “Xe Scrimmage’^ being 
^ abandoned, on the contrary, seyeral, of a cha- 
js.eter hotly^ contested, and severe, appear to 
arisen in the efforts necessary to secure 
'Wi'J ^68 ^ux tries for though no mention is 
?f|A ‘ j ^ made of the Hospital^ ambulance, yet it is 
hinted that muon sticking-plasterre must 
been used in fastening up and healing 
' contusions, grave, startling, and 

various, resulting from the furious kicking of 
.. . legs, and struggling of bodies, iuevitable in 
, the progress of “ tin in which 

Three-quarters-hack^ ^ Arf-haeks^ Forwardsy 
and even Goal-keeper es were often mingled in 
elf in Coyert confusion, bewildering and prolonged, and 
only saved &om being deadly and prostrating 
by the admmable elan and couiageons spirit 
with which it was encountered. 

rtion cJier Monsieur Funchy I do not 
say that when our Athletic Committee eom- 
mence their investigations of the dangers 

f obvious and definite connected with the con- 
_ duct of your/ew de Cricquettey that they may 
not alter the constitution and weight of the 
ball, wMch I understand is made of lead, 
and weighs ten pounds and three-quarters, 
and reduce the size of les hatte-cluhsy them- 
selves instruments to an excessive degree 
p^mderons and grotesque, probably elimina- 
I i ng entirely from the held such dangerously- 
f.si' sated officers as “Le Long-stoppe,” “He 
fiquaxe-legge,” and, above aU, “Le wioket- 
heeperej” but this does not affect their action 
^ considering the reformation of the rules 
legitimate and reasonable con- 
ullocks to join .^ame of ‘ * Hicke-baU.” No, mon 

he thing. Monsietiry these they are agreeable to 

leave as they are, remembering that the ball, 
formidable though he may be on account of 
his size, is^ harness as a butterfly in the 
U contact, being filled only with air. More- 
f 7^^ over they see no reason to change when an 
n of this New Athletic France can, 

y ) with the old rules, claim as she does the 

-B/v noble victory of le deux “tries'’ to nothing, 
and enables the writer of this letter of cor- 
rection, with a satisfaction that is keen and 
infinite, and a pride^ ttiat is profound and 
^ pardonable, to subscribe himself hereunder, 

^ Theee-Q,uartebre-Bacb: of the 

^ BECENTLX YlCTOBIOUS LXCHE. 


But all this wouldn’t have mattered so mucli, if And murdered the Fox with his infernal 

he hadn’t galloped through the Hounds — Whip I 

"LE KICKE-BALL” IN EEANOE. 

(A Vmdication,) 

Moh Cher Monsieitr Puitch,— That you have been the victim of “a ’oax,” crafty, 
ingenious, and abominable, there is now no shadow of a doubt. That letter palmed off on 
to your good and trustful nature the week before last, with the siguature of “ Le Heads 
Masteeee,” prof essing to deal with the subject of the International athleticism, I should 
unfailingly pronounce, after cm-sory investigation, to he a forgery, impudent and profound. 
For survey the facts : while it proposed, in a set of regulations bizarre and fantastic, to 
abolish “ Le ’Arf-back," as a superfluous officer in the French game, a contest took place 
in the very centre of ibis Paris, in which not only the “’Arf-hack," but the “Three- 
quarterre-back ” was referred to as having been changed four times in the progress of one 
game / Nor was this aU. So highly and efficiently trained by the indefatigable Principal 
had been the French “ ’Ome-team,” that, — glorious announcement to make, — they succeeded 
in carrying off the victory, not merely from one of your Public School Clubs, representing 
only one conntry, hut from a united “ Owze,” that might have been regarded with a 
natural and excusable patriotic pride, as the combined force of all the whole civilised world. 
Yes, the force opposed to our courageous youths of the Irpcie Janson de Saillg comprised 
not only Englishmen, but other nationalities, including sons of the American United 


Q.TEESTIOH OF Paeentage. — Prof*. Huxlet, 
returning to the charge against Socialism, 
declares Capital to be “ the Mother of Labour.” 
If so, surely “the child was mother of the — 
woman I — ^to adopt Woedswoeth's seeming 
paradox. The first family, when first doomed 
to Labour, had surely very little Capital. 
"When Adam delved and Eve span 
Where was then the — Middleman ” ? 

A City Correspondent sends us this Adver- 
tisement from the Daily Chronicle ; — 

T he MANACEHS of the STOCK EXCHANaE 
are about to APPOINT an ASSISTANT 
SUPERINTENDENT of WAITERS. Applica- 
tions, accompanied by Testimonials, must be made 
in writing, on or before the loth March, to the 
Secretary, the Stock Exchange, from whom full 

g articulars of the duties and salary can be obtained, 
■andidates must be under 40 years of age. 

He is afraid lest it should have escaped our 
Robeet’s eye. Under forty years of age is 
rather young for a Superintendent, perhaps; 
but no doubt Roeebt, who, as he says, is 
not for any pertikler age, but for all time,” 
would be equal to the occasien. 




A HOUSE OF CIPHERS. 

[Mr. PiCTON, M.P., said, “ that if every day was to be taken for Government business, Private Members would bt come mere Ciphers.' 
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OMNIBUSINESS, 


{A JReport of a Meetmg yet to be held,) 

A MEETING of the Improved Saloon Palace Coach Comhination (Limited), 
was held at the Offices of the Company on Thursday last, when Lord Bur- 
lington Arcadia (in the ahserce of the Duke of utopia) was called npon 
to preside. 

The noble Chairman said he was delighted to see so many benevolent- 
looking shareholders present. He admitted that he felt a little nervous, as 
no doubt the Board of Directors (of whom he had the honour to be one) had 
acted to a great extent upon their own responsibility in conducting ^e busi- 
ness of the Company. Encouraged by the comments of the Press, the Board 
considered they owed a duty to the Public second only in importance to the 
duty they owed to the ^shareholders. Nowadays, great trading co mmumt ies 
had no right to act selfishly— they must think not only of those who owned 
the capital, but also of that vast majority whose comfort it should be their 
pleasure to enhance. ^ . 

The paper to which he specially referred suggested that various improve- 
ments should be made. All the Salwn Palace cars of the Company, it was 
proposed, should be repainted in various colours, to facilitate identineatdon ; 
but this would cost money — {loud cheers) — and he was happy to ^y they 
had money to spend. They had spent it. {Murmurs,) He was sure that they ^ 
would be pleased when they learned the manner in which that money had 
been spent. Instead of being hoarded up to swell the dividend— (^oans ,) — it 
had been absorbed in improvements which would confer great benefi.ts upon 
the community. {Zfproar,) ^ 

A Shareholder, What have we to do with toe c ommuni ty r 
The Chairman explained that as toe greater included the lesser, the com- 
munity must include the Shareholders. (“ Wo, no ! ”) He was sorry to hear 
those sounds of dissent, but what had been done could not be undone. {Loud 
and prolonged groaning). He lausted that he would be treated with courtesy. 

(“ Hear, hear ! ”) He had come to the meetmg at considerable inconvenience. 

{Cheers}) As a matter of fact, he had little sti^e in toe Company, as some 
time since he had disposed of the vast bulk of his shares. {Groans^ Ho^ 
ever, he would continue. As they l^ew, the vehicles were now fitted with j 
warm bottles in winter and air-cushions in summer Every passenger had a - 
velvet upholstered arm-chair, Blowers were supplied in ^eat pmfusion in 
toe interior of the vehicles, and costly shrubs arranged on the platform sjup- 
porting the cushioned garden- seats of the exterior. As toe additi<mal weight — 
to be drawn in consequence of these improvements was considerable, it had 
been considered advisable to increase the number of horses to each vehicle 
from two to six, iJGroans^ Hew routes had been selected — ^for mstance, 
special services of carriages had been arranged up and down toe Belgrave 
Koad, the MaU, Hammersmito,^ the Upham Park Hoad, Chiswick, and rotmd \ '■v 

Brompton Square, Then he might say , 0 ,^, x 

A Shareholder. We know all this, but how about toe dividend r ( Cheers.) ^ 

The CHAiBMAif regretted the teterraption. Howwer, as the meeting SYMPATHETIC ANSWERS TO KIND INQUIRIES, 
wished to enter into the subject of finance— (cAecrs and cries of We do ! ) 

— he might say, that no dividend would be declared this half-year, but Young Masham {leaving Cards), ** Is anyone III herb 

At this point of the proceedings there was a rush for the platform, and, now ? 
shortly afterwards, the meeting noisily separated. ^ , Footman {frcuh from the Country), “I'm doing pretty 

We are informed, that toe inquest upon the bodies of the Chairman and well at present, thank you ; but 'eb Ladyship hasn’t 
his co-Directors, will be held early next week. vet shook off her Grip.” 


where told, his too audible whisper broke in upon toe slumbering 
ESSENCE OB PAKLIAMENT. gallery. ...... 

T7YTPAPTi7rk 'PROM TTTP "nTART oy TORT MP “ Papa, hasn't toc Grcntleman brought his Amen wito him ? 

EXTRACTED EROM THE DIARY OR TOBY, M.E. Perhaps none so grateful as Old Morautt. 

House of Commons, Monday, March 3.— Old Morality, decently Curious to note how, when beholdmg the welcome last folio of his dis- 
dressed in black, stood at table to-night, reading through the space course, Old Morality, upliftmg his voice, said, And now to—— , 
of an hour his discourse on Eeport of Parnell — there was a sudden inqvement in the crowd j a 



SYMPATHETIC ANSWERS TO KIND INQUIRIES. 

Young Masham {leaviiig Cards), “ Is anyone III herb 


of an hour his discourse on Eeport of Parnell 
Cc mmission. A decoronsj almost funereal function, 
Z, G-. Talbot cb joyed it thoroughly, ** So like 
being in church on Sunday afternoon,” he said, 
“Wish Old Morality could have seen his way 
to put on white neck-tie, and brought his notes 
hound up in black cover.” 

Service proceeded very well without these detafis. 
Jemmy Lowther early fell victim to gentle in- 
fluence of occasion. Long before Old Morality 
had reached his fourthly, James, with head reve- 
rently bent on his chest, sweetly slept ; dreamt he 
was a hoy again, sitting in toe family pew at 
Easington-oum-Liverton, Hstening to his revered 
grandfather bubbling forth orthodoxy,^ Up in 
Distinguished Strangers’ Oallery sat a little hoy 
on his father’s knee. Long he listened to the 
gentle murmur, broken now and then by a yawn 
from a hack bench, or toe rustling of toe manu- 
script as it was turned over folio by folio. It was 
a great occasion for him; his fiirst visit to toe 
Chamber which still echoed with toe tones of his 
father’s uncle, John Bright, He kept gallantly 
awake as quarter-hour imed after quarter-hour, 
and then, reminiscent of a nursery story some- 



shuffiing of feet, rustling of garments, a motion 
as if the congregation were about to rise to receive 
toe benediction. But Old Morality was only 
about to observe, “ And nqw to bring these imper- 
fect remarks to a conclusion, I woiud entreat toe 
House to consider toe great iutorests at stake, 
to vindicate the reputation of this House, and to 
do their duty to their Oueen and Country.” 

After peace, toe storm. Oladsione ruffled 
prevalent calm with a tornado of virile eloquence. 
Grand Old Man in fine form. If he had had the 
arrangement of course of events,^ nothing could 
have oeen more successfully designed than toe 
contrast. Por Old Morality’s gentle common- 
places, his pallid platitudes, his copy-hook head- I 
mgs strung together in timid flight after the Good 
and toe True, here lushed a flood of burning 
eloquence, carrying with it the whole audience; 
juMlant the Opposition, faintly resisting the 
Ministerialists. Gladstone had no copy-book 
before him, only toe merest skeleton of notes. 


A Distmguished Stranger. 


infiam^ with, fleto and blood. Spoke for an 
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hour and forty minutes — a marTellous feat for any man, a miracle 

of mental and physical force for an octogenarian. , 

Hicks Biiach followed ; but spell broken ; the liste^g * 

filling the chamber from floor to topmost range of galley, swiitly 
melted away. Thus it came to pass there were few to see Harcottrt 

as presently he went lortJi 
whnnpering. He, the cham- 

pion dogger, accustomed to 
rampage round the tents of 
the enemy, and bring his 
shillelagh down on any head 
accidentally protruding, had 
been himself attacked. 
Hicks-Beach girded at him 
to-night in comparatively 
gentle fashion. Hakcotirt 
tossed about on bench and 
pettishly protested ; claimed 
Speaker’s protection; 
Speaker declined to inter- 
fere. Then, digging lusty 
knuckles into moist eyes, he 
sobbed, “I — I — am not 
going to stay to be abused 
in this manner ; sha’n’t 
play ! ” and so went forth, 
amid the jeers fand mocking 
laughter of naughty boys 
opposite. JBusiness done* — 
D^ate on Parnell Commis- 
sion Eeport opened. 

Tuesday* — Haven’t seen 
anything more charming for 
“ I shan’t play 1 ” a long time than Elliott 

Lees’ i^lunge into debate on the ParneU Commission Beport. Bose at 
same time as Charles Lewis, squaring his elbows, stretching his 
legs and crooking Ms knees, as if had just dismounted, after w inmn g 
steeplechase. Charles Lewis, Bart., on feet at same time ; might 
reasonably be supposed to claim precedence, having Amen^ent on 
paper, in addition to wide Parliamentary reputation. Lees didn’t even 
look at Bart. Began Ms remarks, taking it as a matter of course that 
Speaker would call on him. House doesn’t like Charles Lewis, 
Bart., so called on Lees, and Bart, withdrew, angrily snorting. 

Yery few Members present. Getting on for dinner-hour. General 
conviction that it’s ^oing to he a dnll night. Nothing can help it. 
But Gladstone waits^ and presently, attracted by Lees’ superb 
sense of superiority, sits with hand to ear, listening with kindly 
smile. Nothing delights Grand Old Man so much as youth, espe- 
cially aggressive youth — youth that knows ahont ever;^Mng, with 
fuller information and judgment more accurate than its elders. 
TMs is what, years ago, first attracted him to itANDOLPH. Now sits 
listening while Young- Twenty-Nine, who represents Omniscience 
and Oloham, in drawling voice, hesitating for a word, hnt having 
no hesitation in keeping the Honse waiting for it, settles the ques- 
tion that for two years has riven parties and convulsed continents. 

Young Twenty-Nine knew all about' it from the beginning, 
Wasn’t born in 1860 for nothing. When Ms own 
party were rushing headlong down to destmc- 1 
tion, arranging for appointment of Commission, I 
he had warned them of their error. But no use 
going hack on the irrevocable. TMng is, what is 
to he done now? Young Twenty-Nine casting 
patronising look on Ol3> Eighty, listening on the 
Front Opposition Bench, would reaUy like to have 
voted for Jhds Amendment. But, on Ms conscience, 
couldn’t; too strongly drawn, doncha ; why 
hadn’t he taken counsel of some young friend, 
and drafted Ms Amendment with more modera- 1 
tion? At same time, Young Twenty -Nine I 
coul<M’t do otherwise than condemn the Times 
for its recklessness in publishing the forged I 
letters. Generally approved the conduct of At- I 
toeney-General ; regarded the proceedings of j 
Irish Members with mixed feelmgs, and, on the 
whole, would vote for Eesolution. Whereat 
Old Morality, long on tenterhooks, gave 
sigh of honest relief, and Grand Old Man 
went ofl to dinner with a twinkle in Ms eye 
and an amused smile lighting up Ms coun- 
tenance. Writ moved to-night for new 
election for Stoke, Willeb Bright having 
had enough of it, “ Good-bye. Toby,” he 
said, as he cleared out Ms locker; “they 
call me W. Leatham Bright, now I sup- 
pose it will be W. Leave-’em,” 



Wednesday*— Cwdous little difficulty arose at m eetin g of House 
to-day. No House to meet. On We(Uiesdays Speaker takes chair 
at twelve o’clock. Crosses Lobby, accompanied by Sergeant-at- 
Arms carrying Mace, and tall gentleman in shorts carrying traM, 
Walks up floor between rows of Members, standing and bending 



W Leave- em Bright, 


business done*-- Debate on Beport of Commission. 


The Hon. G. N. Curzon sees more Shadows. 

{yide “ Times’^' Letter, March 6.) 

heads like sheaves of com over wMch wind passes. To-day benches 
hare. Chamber empty. Speaker feels like one who treads alone 
some banquet-hall deserted, whose guests are fled, whose garlands 
dead, and all hut he departed. Only in this case they haven’t 
arrived. Chaplain in Ms place, ready to say his prayers. Every- 
thing here but congregation. House, it is well known, thrilled with 
excitement over Parnell Commission Beport, Throbbing with 
anxiety to debate it. Manages somehow to dissemble its feelings, 
smother its aspirations. Presently two Members drop in ; take their 
seats. 

“ Bather a small gathering,” wMspered the Speaker, pleasantly. 

“Yes,” says Chaplain, forlornly looking ronnd empty chamber. 

A very small gathering indeed ; miprht almost call it a pimple.” 

Word scarcely Parliamentary in tMs connection. 

“Order! order!” said the Speaker, soiio voce; and, to avoid 
the beginning of the sundering of friendship, Chaplain read 
prayers. 

Business done * — Debate on Parnell Commission Beport. 

Thursday * — For ordinary mild-mannered man, Justin McCarthy 
to-night dealt Charles Lewis, Bart., what 
The Marchioness used to call “a wonner.” 

Yesterday, Lewis delivered carefully pre- 
pared diatribe on Beport. Not particularly 
friendly to Ministers, especially Jokih; but 
death on Irish Members. McCARTBn: to- 
day complained that, without giv- 
ing notice, Bart, had made personal 
attack on Mm ; and, what was worse, 
holding Beport in hand, and pur- 
porting to quote from it, had misled 
House on matter of fact. 

“ But then,” said Justin, sweetly 
smiling, “the Hon. Baronet is a 
lawyer — a lawyer of the school of 
Mr* Sampson Brass*’’ 

Pretty grapMc that ; House 
cheered and laughed, consnmedly. 

But what about the phrase being 
Psarliamentary ? Is there to he one 
rule for Chaplain of House, and 
another for Member for Derry ? 

Business done * — Still on Commis- 
sion Beport. 

Friday Supposed to have 

reached full tide of surging Debate 
to-night. Been piling up agony all 
week. Now nearing crisis. Lob- 
bies^ thrilling with excitement ; 
oorridora crowded with senators; 
competition for Speaker’s eye threatens personal danger. A great 
occasion, a memorable struggle. That ’s the sort of tmng imagined 
outside by ingenuous public. Fact is, when Speaker came back 
from chop at twenty miantes to nine, House almost as empty as 
on Wednesday afternoon. Count called ; be]l rang ; only thirty-fi.ve 
Members mustered ; no quorum ; adjourned. 

Business done * — House Counted Out. 



After dealing the Bart. One for Ms 
Nob. 


^ NOTICB.— Rejected Oommi^cations or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
m no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope,sJIover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. 
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** Always laugli at the Judge’s jokes. It is not upon such an occasion that 
his Lordship observes that he will not have the Court turned into a theatre.” 

JUSTISS POE THE POEE. 

I ^YB jest been told another staggerer. Well, it seems then that, 
in one of the werry largest and werry poppnlarest of ail the Citty 
Parishes, snm grand old Cristian Patriots of the holden times left 
lots of money, 'when they was ded, and didn’t want it no more, to be 
given to the Pore of the Parish, for warions good and charitable 
hobjeos, sxLoh as for rewarding good and respectabel Pemale Servants 
as managed to keep their places for at least fonr years, in despite of 
rampageous Marsters, and orustaceous Missuses ; also for selling 
Coles to werry Pore People at sumthink like four pence per hundred- 
weight, be the reglar price what it may; also for p^mg what s 
called, I [think, fpremeums for putting Pore Boys or :^e Gals as 
aprentisses to warious trades, so as to lem and Uber paly to gOT 
algood Hving when they growd up, insted of loafing about m diit 
and hignorence; likewise for allowing little ppsions to poor old 
women as is a striving all their mite and main to keep themselves out 
of the hated Workhouse ; and there are seweral other similar good 
purposes as the good Citizens of old left their money for, and hmi- 
dreds if not thowsands of pore but honest men and women has had 
good cause to be grateful to ’em for their kind and pious thort- 

Welli I hardly xpecs to be bleeved when I says, that a law has 
been passed that allows sutten werry respectabel but werry hignerant 
Gents, called Charity Commissioners, to sweep away ewepy one of 
those truly charitable hinstitutions, and to make use of all this money 
somewheres else, and for sum other objecs, and for sum other peeple I 

I ain’t so werry much supprized as I ort to be, to learn that the 
ouse of Commons— ouse of Short Commons,” I shud call ’em— has 
passed this most wicked Law, cos werry pore peeple ain t got 
no votes ; but I do confess as I am supprised at the most respec- 
tabel and harrystocrattick House of Lords a condesendin not 
merely to rob a pore man of bis Beer, but to rob a poor Made 
Servant of her 2 Ginneysreward for behaviour like a Angelfor foim long 
weary years in the same place, he it a good ’un or a werry ard^^, 
and to pnrwent a lot of pore hard working Men and Women from 
getting their little stock of Coles in at about a q^ter of the reglar 
price I In course it ain’t to he supposed as Washupfool Looks 
and Honnerabel MarMsses can know or care much about the price 
of Coals, altho there is one Most Honnerabel Marias, from whom I 
bort a hole Tun larst year at rayther a high igger, who coud ha've 
told em, and shood have told em all about it, J3io^ praps he s 
cheap Coles on principal. And besides all this, it wnt I shood 
he a werry plezzant thort to come across a Isolde Look s or 
a Wirtuous Wiseount’s mind— if such eminent sweus has eni, like 
the rest on ns— when they sees a lot of dirty raggid hoys and gals 
a loafing about the streets, to think that if the money that was left 
hundreds of years ago by good men, had been stiH used as %t w(^ 
ordered to he used, and has been used for sentrys, these same rag^d 
boys and gals wood have bin a learning of some useful trade by which 
they might have heamd a desent living. 

In course I can hear, with my mind’s ear, j^et says, my 
thowsends of* simperthismg readers shouting out, ‘‘What’s the use 
of your crying over spilt milk?” ^ WeU, none, of eourse, but I 
happens to nave herd that there’s still jest one chance left. It seems 


that there is what’s called, I think, “ a appeaX^^ to sum werry hemi- 
neut Swells called “ the Lords of the uncommon Counsel on Eddica- 
tion,” and the kind-hearted Church Wardens, as I has before eluded 
to, means to make one ; and ewery Mnd-bearted Cristian Man and 
Woman as reads my truthful statement, and can feel, as me, and 
Lords, and Ladies as well, can, and ort to, and must feel, will wish 
’em thurrur suksess in their good, and Mnd, and mussiful atemt 
to hobtane justiss for them as camt no hows obtane it for theirselves. 

Eobbbt, 

HOW WE DO BUSINESS NOW, 

B ear court chambers, bull lane, e.c 

ClECULAE 1059. 

TELEGOtAPHIC Addhess — SPIDER. 

Telephone Htihbee— BILLION. 

M y Leap Snt, — Now is the time to remit to me for the forth- 
coming big movements I intend to make during the current 
Month. If my last Circular proved true dowu to the very last 
letter, this one will be ten times truer. What did I say last 
month ? I said there would be a big rise in Boomerang Rails, 
which were then at Ilf. In 57^ hours after my Circular was 
issued they had risen to 110^, and many of my clients made 
thousands of pounds. One of them actually making the mag- 
nificent sum of £27,876 II 5 . i^d, I love to be accurate, so I 
give the exact amount. 

Now is the time, I repeat. No one out of the millions of 
clients, from an Exalted Lady, whom delicacy forbids me to 
name, down to the junior waiter at the Pomona, ever lost by 
coming to me. I also advised, and I repeat it this month, 

C HUCKSTER TOLL BAR BINKSES. 

They were hardly quoted on the Stock Exchange— hardly 
known even— when I took them up on the 1st of April last year. 
Where are they now ? At 119 ! And they will move on to 219 
before the year ends. I have means of information possessed by 
none besides me. 1 have a wire of my own laid on to every 
Embassy house on the Coutiuent ; every attachi, every drago- 
mau is my eorre^ondent, and more than one Crowned Head has 
honoured me with the secrets of his last Council, or of his 
resolves on War or Peace. I myself am a Power. I can make 
and unmake and ruin homes as well as any Czar or Emperor. 

But I hind the clients who trust me with bauds of iron. 

Again I say buy 

C HUCKSTER TOLL BAR BINKSES. 

Remit the necessary Cover to me at once. Small sums com- 
hined make large ones, and you cannot begin too soon. Five- 
pence (a sum you would throw at a crossmg-sweeper) covers 
Five Pounds, Here is my scale : — 

£,1 covers £1000. 

£5 ,, £5000. 

£S0 ,, £200,000. 

But send me whatever you like, and it will prove the most im- 
portant act of your life ; one you will never forget. 

Again I say buy 

C HUCKSTER TOLL BAR BINKSES. 

There is fascination in their very name. Lon’t do the thing 
I weakly. Act on the advice of that great man Babby Lyndon, 
and speculate grandly. Take the history of one outbf thousands 
of fortunes made by me for others , , , . ^ 

A BANK CLERK, hard np, des:perately pressed by his duns, 
had received a small remittance from his father, a struggling 
Clergyman, The sum amounted to £50, just enough to ;^y the 
yoxmg fellow’s bills, and leave him a paltry sovereign. Do you 
think he was such a fool as to have read my Circular in vain ? 
He very wisely brought the money to me, I bought Boome- 
rangs at Ilf. In 57i hours that young man was a milUonnatre, 
He has magnificent chambers on the Embankment ; shows him- 
self in the Row at the present time ; would not look at a cigar 
under half-a-cro'wm ; and has not entirely forgotten the claims 
of his family, for to my knowledge he has remitted several 

B pounds to his younger brothers. — ^Again I say, 

UY BOOMERANGS OR CHUCKSTERS. 

One Word of Caution, and I conclude Circular 1059. Be veby 
CAXTTiOTrs OP Some People I enow. Once trust yourself to 
them, and it is all U. P.— Wire immediately [and send the neces- i 
Yours truly, ZACH. SPYLUR. i 
once you have tasted the joys of speculation, you 
wiU and care for nothing else. The click of the Tape 

Machine is music to you. I have one going all night in my 
bed-room. ———= 1 ======^^ 

Suggestion fob Ad'tebusement of St. James’s Theatee.— , 
You Like Jjf,”— come and see it ! 


voL.*>cvin, 
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ioffenes^^h&i are these better possessions you speak of? 
Kratet. TTisdom, Bdf-snffidenoy, truth, plain-speaking, fteedom. 

Lpcian’s Dialogues of the Dead* 

nl 8>fter trials all round 

Of great Chiefs and their squabbling poHtical progenies, 


^ w-K*? o^Si^Pe; at last you are found 
With, lantern m hand, a true Lady Diogenes, 
ine precinct is a^k, and seems growing still dimmer 
Your wandermg light shows a devious glimmer. 

A right Honest Man ? He was scarce in the Courts. 
He seems very nearly as scarce in the Caucuses. 
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You ’ye had leaders of late of all sizes and 
sorts, [Orcus’s. 

And the gloom of the outlook is utter as 
Imperial, Royalist, Red Flag or White, [light, 
l^ot one of them leads La Belle France to the 


Wisdom, truth and plain-speaking? Ah, 
where are they found ? ^ [dom ! 

As scarce in these days as is genuine free- 
They all prate of Honour, yet Honour all 
round [from Edom. 

They’ll sell for the first mess of pottage 
Well, Madame, Punch wishes you luck with 
your lantern, [turn I 

And up, soon or late, may a true Honest Man 


STANZAS TO RHUBARB. 

{By The O' Greedy.) 

0 BEiOHT new-comer^ I have seen, 

I see thee, and rejoice ; 

Though what the coster-man may mean 
I judge not, hy his voice. 

1 see thee, and to either eye 
The tears unbidden start ; 

0 rhubarb ! shall I call thee pie, 

Or art thou truly tart ? 

1 was not wont thy charms to see 
When childhood stubborn stood 

Fix’d in the faith, that thou must_be 
Too wholesome to be good. 

Just as we loved the cloying jam, 

By no efieets dismay’d, 

Regarding as a bitter sham 
The honest marmalade. 

When dafiodillies deck the shops, 

And hyacinths indoors 
Recall the flavour of the drops 
We used to suck by scores 
(Pear-dro]^s they were, — a subtle blend 
Of hyacinthine smell, 

And the banana’s blackest end, — 

We loved them, and were well) ; 

When chrysalis-buds are folded thick, 
And crocuses awake, 

And, like celestial almonds, stick 
In Flora’s tipsy-cake ; 

Before the crews are on the Thames, 

The swallows on the wing, 

The radiant rhubarb-bundle flames, 

The lietor-rod of Spring. 

Still, still reluctant Winter' keeps 
Some chill surprise in store. 

And Spring through frosty curtain peeps 
On snowdrifts at her door ; 

The full moon smites the leafiess trees, 

So full, it bursts with light. 

Till the sharp shadows seem to freeze 
Along the highway white. 

Yet the keen wind has heard the song 
Of summer far away, 

And, though he ’s got the music wrong, 
We know what he would say. 

For in the vegetable cart 
’Thy radiant stalks we spy. 

0 rhubarb, should we call thee tart, 

Or art thou merely pie ? 

And why not so ? The cushat dove 
To such a shrine we trust. 

Though in dumb protest she will shove 
Her tootsies through the crust ; 

And larks, that sing at Heaven’s gate 
When April clouds are high, 

Hot seldom gain the gourmet’s plate 
Through portals of the pie. 

So thou, sweet harbinger of Spring, 
Gules of her blazon’d field. 

If in a pie thy praise we sing, 

To worthy fate wilt yield. 

Enough ! I sing ; let others eat : 

Be mine the poet’s lot. 

The thought of thee is all too sweet— 
The taste of thee is not. 



NO FEAR FOR THE CONSCIENCE CLAUSE. 

m “Now, Saunders, repeat the Tbn- 

the other Boys, “Please, Father, this 'ere Boy *s a Pro's’tant 1 ! ” 


“I’LL CALL THEE HAMLET.” 

® Me. Benson, the enterprising young Lessee of the Globe Theatre, on two evenings of 
the week afiords a spectacle of the greatest possible interest to every Shakspearian student. 
His Hamlet is rather given to noisy declamation when greatly moved, but, barring this, 
seems to be a thoroughly good-natured harmless, creatoe, who, as fond of dabblmg in 
private theatricals, woula probably be hailed as ah acquisition at the Meistersingers Club 
and cognate institutions. The innovations introduced into the action relieve the gloom of 
the Tragedy. Take for instance, the treatment of Ophelia^ which is full of quiet humour. 
That she should look as old as Hamlefs Mother, is of course, accidental, and is purely 
attributable to the Globe Gertrude being exceptionally comely and youthful, still it has a 
ve^ quaint efiect. But the idea of the unfortunate maid, after she has committed suicide, 
being earned d la Gxrr Faux into the throne-room with a sort of “ See what we have 
found” air, is broadly comic. The funeral with its “maimed rites,” is also very funny. 
Apparently, the Bishop (whose garb, by the way, seems to be a comjpromise between an 
eccentric Jewish Rabbi and that of a decidedly demented Roman Catholic Priest) has “ con- 
tracted” for the procession, with the result of collecting together a heterogeneous company, 
consisting of modem High Church curates, a few members of some humorous Confraternity, 
and a sprinkling of other amusing grotesques. But the fun reaches its climax, when the 
body of Ophelia herself is produced in, what seemed to me to be, a hamper! The above example 
of what is being done twice a week in Newcastle Street, Strand, will show how well worthy of 
the scholar’s notice is the present revival of Hamlet at the Globe Theatre. As actors. Mr. 
Benson’s company are not entirely satisfactory. As thinkers, however, they are worthy of 
the greatest possible respect. Under these circumstances, it is to be hoped, that should they 
ultimately, for suflBLcient reason, decide to give up acting, they will yet resolve to continue 
what they do so well, and, in three words— go on thinking. (Signed) Bene Yesthus. 


Covent Gardening Prospects. — ^The prospectus of the Italian Opera Season lies on 
Mr, Punches table ; but though this is its attitude, there is no reason to doubt the truth- 
fulness of its statements. More anon. JEn attendant^ we may say that the stage-manage- 
ment, in the hands of Attgustits Druriolanus, is a guarantee for the excellence of the mises- 
en^scene, of the niisses-ew-«ce«e, and of the “ hits 
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MODERN TYPES. 

{By Mr, Bunches Own Type- Winter,) 

No. Y.— THE DILETTANTE. 

The Modem Dilettante -will have heen in boyhood a shorn Iambi 
for whom it was necessary to temper the wind of an English ednea- 

tion by a liberal 

admixture of fo- 
reim travel. A 
prolon|:ed course 
of interrupted 
studies will nave 
fiUed him with 
c^ture, whilst a 
distaste for seri- 
ous effort, whe- 
ther mental or 
physical, and an 
innate capacity 
for mastering no 
subject thorough- 
ly will have pro- 
duced in him that 
specialrefinement 
which is to the 
Dilettante as a 
trade - stamp to 
Britannia metal. 
In after-life, he 

ijL-1 j! A 3 speak with 

re^eidul xondness, with an accuracy which he fails to apply to 
othermatters of his “days” (four in number) at a German Uni- 
versity, and will submit with eheerfuMess to the reputation of having 
dnmk deep from the muddy fountains of metaphysical speculation, 
which are as abundant and as ineffective in Germany, as her 
sprmgs of mineral water. 

Ha"^g pa^ed his period of storm and stress without committing 
any of those follies or indulging in any of those excesses by which 
the parents of pr^ry young men are afflicted, he will arrive with- 
out reproach at the borders of an apparently blameless middle age, 
and, nndin g^ himself after the death of his father, in the enjoyment 
of a settied income of considerable size, he will set up in life as an 
aetopwledged amateur of all that is truly precious. In order that 
nothmg maybe wanfeg to him for the proper pursuit of this calling, 
he will gather round him a little band of ooneless enthusiasts, who 
aito paying due devotion to themselves, and to one another, will 
join ^ m wors^pping the dead or living nonentities whose 
laur^^ photographs adorn his rooms. He will cover his couches 
with soft sito, hM walls wO be hung with impressionist etchings and 
engraving of undraped la^es of French origia, terra-cotta statuettes 
prmoimUy of the young Apollo, will be placed in every comer, and 
a marble bust of the young Augustus will occupy the place of 
honour next to the grand piano, on which, will be ranged the framed 
^bm^ photographs of interesting young men. Each photograph 
b^r upon it an appropriate inscription, announcing it to be, 
for instance, a gi^ft “From Bobby to Todbeekhts.” NoSiing more 
m necessary for tbe perfect life of dilettantism, except to settW 

ajid an eyening for music, men this is done 
the IMettaiite is complete. 

a <smio^, however, that although he aims at being considered 
dram^t, ^d a musical composer, the DEettaute 
of ^ose who are amateurs of imperfect 
2 ^ thoTO who have attained fame by prof essional 
^ ^ not exclude X 

^ beneyolenee, and they may occasionally 
pa^es, wondermg how so strange a medley of second- 
tI gathered together into one room. 

« i Dilettante loves the society of ladies, and 

noSf amongst his mtimates the beUef, which 

wkIa though ^ express it, that he is in reaHty a 

^ destruction of domestic 
a sense of rest and security in fancying that 
^^^Sne. But it is somewhat remarkawf, that 
tne evil tongues which make sad havoc of many unwilliug reuuta- 

UmS a volTune of poems iawHoh the 

mws 01 Engli^ Grammar are trampled under foot, and the TeHtrin 
boM of BnKhah m^ an defied. In his lyrical efEosi^ he hreathM 
ae pasHonate desne of a great sonl foi LoTe™t^& not offi 
earth. He aq>ijes to the stars, and inTokes the memory of dead 


heroes, his iutimates. He sets out to win imperishable glory amidst 
the embattled ranks of his country’s foes. He lashes the cold and 
cruel heartlessness of the world with a noble scorn. He addresses 
the skeletons of departed friends with passionate longing. He finds 
that life and its gaudy pleasures are as dust and ashes in the mouth. 

Having read these efforts to an admiring circle, he betakes him- 
self with infinite zest to the discussion of msthetic tittle-tattle over 
a cup of tea and a toasted bun. “ Dear fellow,” his friends will say 
of him at such a moment, “ he is so etherial ; and his eyes, did you 
observe that far-away, rapt look in them ? ” They will then take 
pleasure in persuading one another without much difficulty, that 
they arethefiae fiower of created beings. 

The Dilettante, moreover, is a constant attendant at the first 
nights of certain theatres. He figures with egual regularity as a 
large element in the society gossip of weekly journals. He is a 
delicate eater and never drinks too much out of the Yenetian glasses, 
which his butler ruthlessly breaks after the manner of domestics. 
There is amongst the inner circle of the Dilettanti a jargon, both of 
voice and of gesture, which passes muster as humour, but is uuin- 
telligible to the outer world of burly Philistines. They dangle hands 
rather than shake them, and emphasise their meaning by delicate 
finger-taps. Their phrases are distinguished by a plaintive cadence 
which is particularly to he remarked in their pronunciation of the 
word “ dear.” 

At charitable concerts in aristocratic drawing-rooms the Dilettante 
is in great request. On these occasions, he astonishes and delights 
Ms friends with a new song, of wMch, ne will have composed both 
the words and the music, if he may be believed, whilst he was 
leaning from his casement “ watcMng the procession of the moon- 
lit clouds.” He sometimes smokes cigarettelets (a word must be 
coined to express their size and strength), but he never attempts 
cigars, and loathes the homely pipe. In gait and manner he affects 
a mincing delicacy, by wMeh he seeks to impress the thoughtless with 
a sense of Ms superior refinement. In later life, he is apt to lose Ms 
hair, and to disguise the ravages of time upon Ms cheeks by the 
aid of rouge. Yet he deceives nobody, and having grown stout and 
wheezy is eventually carried off by a common cold in an odour of 
paBtilles, He will be buried iu a wicker-work coffin covered with 
Imes, and a rival DEettante having written a limp and limping 
sonnet to his memory, wiU take Ms evening. 


COMIC SLAUGHTER ! 

{The Story of the Kext Battle, written in admncefor Next Month? s 
“ "Powder Magazine?^ by a Soldier in the Ranks, ) 

The YicMry of Eumtumidity was certainly one of the most 
amusing thmgs I ever saw ia my life. AYe landed at six o’clock in 
me evening, and findmg a grog-shop, were soon gone coons. Speak- 
i^ltor myself, I saw the colours of the Regiment magnified by twenty ! 
\yeU, we were ordered to march, and off we started, staggering 
j X ^ style. Oat came the moon, and one of us fell down in a 

dead f amt. 

“ SufEering from sunstroke ! ” said the Surgeon, who was a "Welsh 
Imhn^. ‘Leave him in the sand, and he will soon come to himaalf 
when he tods you gone— if he doesn’t, the vultures will hasten his 
movements,' ' 

laugh. Our Captaiu hearing one of us roaring 
a tone too mud, put Ms sword through him. Immense I 

We marched Mong to the music of the prisoners, who yelled out 

* 71:5 prodded by the jfuards set over them. 

^ 1 Tim O’Flantagan (from Edinbugh), 

who, no doubt, would have developed tbe idea, had not Ms head at 
that moment been cmed off by a cannon-ball, Yery comic ! 

Captain, who wasn’t much of an 
orator, look here— England expects every man to do his duty : and, 

^ ™ watched, and, as sure as 

be^s IS l^aus, the laggards wEIbe bayoueted.” 

effect, especially after it had 
be^ strengthened by a double ration of grog. 

charge. We charged, and kiUed everyone 
officers. TMs simpMed matters. A 
^e^iater the whole place was m our hands. Rumtumidity was 

^®s,d. But we did more-toe 
Oh, how it made us laugh I Then 
F“-nsed ourselves by telHng to one another 
ofl reoo^W how I had emptied the pockets 

r^^vTa ^ a* cannon-blill and 

^ say nothmff more at that time ; as, when 
T Wa w passed, I found it had left me defunct ! And 

T ^ ®?®®* ¥^. companion and chum, whose name 

Without permission, will vouch for every word I ’ye 
{Signed) A. MuHCHA-USEir, 

JLate LanceSnsign^ the Idncoln Donghow&rs* 
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“ENGIISH, YOTT KNOW, ^ 

aTJITE ENGLISH.” ^ 

Pjseb:^, the good old mle that, , 
You should never look a ^ift-horse .1 

in the mouth, ” cannot be so rigorously ' 

applied to gifts of pictures to the 
Nation as to other things. Neverthe- 
less, Mr. Tate’s munmeent proffer ! 

of his Collection to the National I 

G-allery, is surely too good a thing to I 

be i^sed through matters of mere ! I 
detaH. Jfr, JPunc7ii?s view is — well, 1 

despite Touchstone's attack on “the ■ 
very false gallop of verses,” there are ' 

two things that come most insinu- 
ly ip. metre ; offers of love, and 
01 friendly advice : — 

Engush Art no longer paints 
Those ‘‘ squint-eyed Byzantine saints * ’ 

Mr. Okeock so disparages. 

Martyrdoms and Cana Marriages 
Oyer-stock our great Art Gallery, 

G^iving ground for Obeock’s raillery. *.=r 
Scenes in desert dim, or dun stable, 

Than Green English lanes by Con- 
stable 

Are less welcome, or brown rocks 1 

And grey streams by Davu) Cox. 

Saint Sebastian’s death ? Far sweeter 
Sylvan scenes by honest Petee ; 

There ’s a charm in dear De Wint A 3 

Cannot be conveyed in print. 

Yerdant landsc^es, sea-scapes cool. 


Must be welcome to our British 
Taste, which is not grim or skittish ; 
Bather Philistine, it may be. 

Sweet on cornfields and the Baby ; 

Yet of B-omnet’s grace no spurner. 

Or the golden dreams of Tuenee. 

Moral ? ^ Will a moral, bless us I 
Comes like that old shirt of Nessxjs. 
Still, here goes ! An Art-official 
Should be genial, but judicial. 

When an Art-Collection’s national, 

It is obviously rational 
It should be a bit eclectic. 

Weeding out the crude or hectic. 

He wlio ’d have his country’s honour, 

As a liberal Art-donor, 

Thinks more of his country’s fame 
Than of his particular name. 

Would you win true reputation 
As benefactor of the Nation. 

Trust me ’tis not “ special room ” 

Eeeps that glory in full bloom. 

Punch is a plain-speaking chap ; 

Here ’s his view of things. Verb, sap,/ 


PiCTUBES IN THE Hatmabeet.— “ And there 
stood the ’tater-man. In the midst of all the 
wet; A vend- 
ii,j| j taters 

^ lonely 

11 ‘ it Haymarket.” So 

^ ' M sang one of the 



ODE ON A BLACK BALL. 

(A.Praamenif some way afUt' ^ddUon^ 
picked up in the neighbourhood of the 
uitheneeum Club.) 

What though in solemn silence all 
Drop in the dark the fatal ball ? 
What though no overt voice or sound 


And utter forth a bodung voice, 
Saying, as silent they recline, ^ 

“ Your company we must decline I ” 


come out, as you will find the exhibition 
so paletteable. Then having refreshed your 
eye with the spring sunshine — if there hap- 
pens to be any about— you will turn into 
McLean’s salon and see a marvellous picture 
of Jaffa, byG. Baxtbeneedo), and other works 
by English ^d foreign painters. The 
County Council will have to change the title 
of this street into the A-market, “A” stand- 
ing for Art, of course. 











Piping Times eoe the Empibe.— 
The bagpipes were not heard flay- 
ing, “ The Campbells are Coming^' 
at the relief of Lucknow. Why ? 
I , , ; Because the re^ment hadn’t got any. 
The regiment^ bagpipes were first 
introduced by Mr. Boxtcicahlt, in 
his drama of The Pelief of Lucknow 
(that was the subject, whatever the 
name might have been) at Astley’s. 
Miss Ajiy Roselle’s recitation of the 
thrilling story specially written for 
her by Mr. Savile Claeke is most 
I dramatic, and thrills the audience at 
the Empire. The joumalistio dis- 
cussion, as to the pipes, comes in 
rork. very appropriately, and mil assist to 

1 raise the wind and pay the piper. 

This recitation is a great “Relief” to the 
ordinary Music-ball entertainments, and the 
Empire has “Luck now.” 


greatest of Mr. 
Punch's singers, 
yearsagone.Ifhe 
had sung in the 
present day, he 


THE GRAND OLD HAT. 

When this old hat was new, 

(’Tis not so many years,) 

My followers did not view 
My course with^doubts and fears. 
Cbcambeelaln then would praise, 

And Henet James was true ; 

Ah ! this was in the days 
When this old hat was new. 

When this old hat was new 
My head was smaller— yes I 
Now I ’d have much ado 
To get it on, I guess. 

The cause I cannot tell, 

I only know ’tis true ; 

My head has seemed to swell 
Since this old hat was new. 

Perhaps, as some maintain. 

My cranium may have grown, 

Owing to stretch of brain. 

Or thickening of bone. 

‘ ‘ The hat has shrunk ? ” Eh ? What ? 

That nonsense will not do I 
My head has grown, a lot, 

Since this old hat^was new. 

What Ttnlall dares to call, 

In wrath, my “ traitorous ” head, 

Is “growing still,” that’s all; 

(Of “ Maetan ” this was said) 

My cranial vertex flat ? 

Pah ! Tories may pooh-pooh ; 

I wore a smaller hat 
When this old hat was new ! 


“PROPRIA aUriS MARIBHS.” 

Penthesilea straddling on the pigskin ? 

Surely a male biped need not dwell 
In a prejudiced pedantic prig’s skin, 

Not to like that prospect passing well. 
Caeltlb, who scoffed at Man, had deemed it 
caddish 

To picture Woman as ‘‘a mere forked radish.” * 

Dear Diana after honnds a riding 
Like— a clothes-peg on a clothes-line ? Nay! 
Rub out all unnatural laws dividing 
Sex from sex, — ^’tis the World’s drift to-day. 
Let ladies mount the ’bus, or Hansom Cab it, 
But let not enstom new banish old Habit. 

Paint, write poems, pose as prandial wit, 
Perorats upon the public platform ; [Ma’am, 
Even in the County Council sit, Ma’am, 

If Law lets you, and your taste takes that 
form; 

But take Punch's tip, and do not straddle ; 
Stick to common-sense and ihe side-saddle. 


Lines on tlie Labour Conference, 

The youthful German Emperor may try 
By Socialistic plans to prop his rule. 

Some think ’twill all ^ 

result in a ,(fj 

jS’ntile (Berlin) 

StiU, ^ good souls ^ 

will wish young « [ 

William luck. 

The Teutons may 
not relish Swiss 
suggestion, 

Bnt an:^ow it shows m IPI 

the Emperor’s 
pluck 

In handling Berne-ing questions* 


The New Bishop oe Dxjeh am.— W estcott Q. Shall Privates in uniform be admitted 
and,— no, Bishops don’t wear them— so His to the stalls and boxes in theatres ? A. Cer- 
Reverend Lordship will be known as “West- tainly, if covered with “Orders.” Private 
COTT and Apron.” Boxes henceforth will be Boxes for Privates. 
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WEATHER STUDIES. 

' Only a Facb at a Window 1 1 Only a Face— nothing moeb 1 ** 


"GEANDOLPHO PUEIOSO!^^ 

Mr* Punch loquitur : — 

“Begone brave army, don’t kick up a row! — 
Geandolpho mine, it were sheer superfluity 
For you to bid your lorces scatter now* 

'Die troopers two, of curious incongruity, 
.With the long drutnmer, and the fifer short, 
That formed the old stage-army were more 
numerous 

Thau is your following. You have given us 
sport 

. In many scenes, but this is hardly humorous. 

The general of Aetaxominous 
' Was far less terrible than— well, thrasonic. 

I To tear a thing to tatters, shout and “ cuss,” 
In an assembly callous and sardonic, 
Savours a bit too much of sheer burlesque, 
Scarce to the level of fine acting rises. 

The unexpected ’s piquant, picturesque, 

But a sound drama is not all surprises. 

Thought you had taken to the “ Temperance ” 
^ line. 

This looks much more like angry inebriety, 
A little freakishness is vastly flue, 

But even of surprise there comes satiety. 

If you and Fdsbos Jennings can’t agree. 
There seems small prospect of a growing 
Party, 

Verh sap * They thought Bokbastes dead, 
you see. 

But the found him up, aud hearty ! 


Out of It. — ^The Amazons who doflt the 
skirt, and don the, the — other things, never 
he considered in Rotten Row as hahituies:^ 


HE CAN'T ALP IT! 

“ My only desire is to meet you on tlie’’term8 on 
which long ago we stood when you gallantly offered 
to take me up the Matterhorn.” — Mr, Gladstone's 
Letter to Professor Tyndall* \ 

Mr. Gladstone and Professor Tyndall dis~ \ 
covered seated on the edge of a Crevasse* 
Mr* Gladstone* I didn’t know a glacier was 
so frightfully slippery. 

Prof, Tyndall* Slippery— ha! Like some 
politicians I might mention ! 

Mr, Gladstone* That last avalanche, too, 
howled us over so neatly that I feel distinctly I 
limp. 

Prof * Tyndall {severely)* You should pry 
and avoid this “ suhservienoy to outside in- 
fluences.” I always do. 

Mr, Gladstone {jignoring the remarh)* What 
range is that over there ? 

Prof. Tyndall, The Pennine Alps, stoopid ! 
From their name they would seem a suitable 
residence for a person who scribbles twaddle 
in Magazines— ahem I No personal allusion, 
of course. 

Mr* Gladstone {gaily)* Of course not! 
But isn’t it rather dangerous sitting here, 
with that bank of snow just above us r Sup- 
pose it came down on us I 
Prof* Tyndall* As the Judges came down 
on your Parnellite allies, eh? PerhapSj as 
we ’re getting to some nasty places, we might 
be tied together now. 

Mr, &adstone {warmly)* Q,uite so, A 
union of hearts, in fact. 

\_After a few houri more climbing^ they 
reach the summit of the Matterhorn* 
Prof. Tyndall* Sorry to leave you, but you 
see 1 only promised to take you up, not to see 


you safe down again, Ta, ta ! I may as weU 
mention that I consider you a “ubiquitous 
blast-furn ” 

\_Disappears siMenly over the edge* 
Mr* Gladstone* Dear me ! what dreadful 
language ! And he appears to have cut the 
rope ! He must be a Separatist, after all ! If 
it were Pitt, now, I should call his conduct 
rather “ base and blackguardly.” Perhaps I 
shall meet the “ Professor at the Tea-Table ” 
— at Zermatt I {^Descends cautiously* 


THE BUEGLAR^S BACK.^ 

“Lord Esheb. is greatly concerned about the 
probable condition of a burglar’s back after a 
couple of floggings,” — Times, 

Aik — Those Evening Bells,'^ 

The burglar’s back, the burglar’s back ! 
’Twill soon be rash a crib to crack. 

Bill Sikes will sigh for happier times^ 
When “ cats ” were not the meed of crimes. 

The burglar’s back ! Lord Esher pales 
When thinking of its crimson wales. 

His feelings wiR not stand the strain, 

Of dweUing oh. the rufiSLan’s pain. 

The brute may “bash.” the scoimdrel shoot, 
Hack with his knife, “ purr ” with his boot ; 
But though he “hash,’’ or “purr,” or hack, 
You must not touch the burglar’s back. 

No, let the brutal burglar burgle ; 

Whilst sentiment will calmly gurgle 
Bland platitudes, hut not attack 
That sacred thing, the burglar’s back ! 

* “ The Burglar ’s Baoh ” — Is Jie ? then the 
sooner he ’s caught and sent to penal serntude the 
better, — ^E d. 
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‘MAY FARE WORSE!” 

Ot^ Th& DifereTice between Goode and Baird, 

Wbj.t a sweet little supper! — ^two fire-eating “pros.,” 

And a person “ of no occu ation,” 

TVTio got l)otli his eyes Hacked and 
was cut on the nose. 

Though “ there wasn’t the least 
provocation.” 

And they cursed and they throttled, 
they gouged, and they swore, 
And they battered and bled, and they 
tumbled and tore, 

And they fetched the police, and they 
rolled down the stair. 

Bid these blue-blooded dwellers in 
merry Mayfair. 

Mr. Abthub Cocbbubji will pro- 
bably not want to see Mr. Baied in 
bed again, the penalty being two black 
eyes CcLO relation to the two that were 
Chancery Practice. lovely), and a cut nose. What ’s the 

good of being called Goode if you are going to get your eyes gouged 
out, and be beaten on the head with a poker, and, in fact worsted all 
round ? But there, if one gentleman is “ slightly intoxicated,” while 
another is “undoubtedly drunk,” and a third is “ slightly mixed,” 
there ’s no knowing what may happen. Bid Goode “ keep his hair 
on ” when he got hit on the head with a poker ? What a beautiful 
picture of genuine Mayfair manners it is ! The case is still sub 
{Punch andjjudiee, and Mr. Justice Punch reserves his decision. 


OUR BOOKING-OmCE. 

CasselVs Cabinet Portrait Gallery, In ISTumber One are met together 
the Buke and Buchess of Fife, Saeajbc Beejthabdt as Theodora^ and 
the Archbishop of Cantebbtjbt, the last very properly looking another 
way. In Vol. II. there is rather a nice one of Mrs. Subling and Maby 
Andebson, but the photographer ought to have been more careful 
about the little finger of Maby’s ri^ht hand. InYol. III., James I 
Payn, reading a manuscript, with his spectacles up on his forehead, 
is very good. The picture of H.R.H. the Prince, in uniform, is too 
dark, and his expression is severe. Charming and clever Miss Maud 
Mtllett is in Part IV., followed by the Buke of W'estminsteb and 
Mr. Lewis Mobbis, the Poet lookmg so awe-struck, that he must 
have been taken by surj^se, and been ‘ ‘ struck like it.” Miss Aenta. 
Wtllta M S leads ofi iNTo.T., and, to express it musically, she is accom- 1 
panied by the Buke of CoiorAUOHT. Sir James Lintoit appears for 
the Water-colourists. In Part VI. the face of Mr. Fbane Lockwood, 
G,C., M.P., is full of light and shade, more light than shade, for- 
tunately, and it is a really good likeness. The Buchess of Leinster 
looks lovely, and Sig. Piatti xmcommonly wise as he guards his ’cello. 

ISfealiy and concisely done is Mr. Besant’s Captain Coohy pub- 
lished in ihe Macmillan Series of JEnglish Men of Action, H© I 
discovered the Society Islands, whence, of course, are obtained our 
present supply of Society Papers. The natives of these Society 
Islands made great use of their Clubs, some of which proved fatal to 
Captain Cook and his men. 

Captain Cook, had he been alive now, would have been among the 
first to appreciate The Pocket Atlas^ in which the names of the chief 
places are clear enough for all practical purposes. There are seventy- 
two maps, and the publisher bears the honoured name of Waxkeb, 
though the map is not specially intended for the use of pedestrians. 

Macmillan & Co.’s cheap edition of ^ Charles KiN&SLEr’s works 
is deservedly popular ; easy to carry, good clean type, so that those 
who ride may read. Two Tears Ago is just out. By the way, the 
same firm’s Charlotte Yonge and the other Kingsley Series, 
make a noble show in a library, on our “noble shelves.” “Mac & 
Co.” — i,e,^ the “Two Macs” — are to be congratulated; and, that 
being so, the Baron hereby and herewith congratulates them. 

The Baron de Book- Worms. 


Mr. G’s. Head. — k. “Buke” writing to the St. Jameses Gazette 
last Thursday, joined in the discussion about Mr. Gladstone’s head, 
and observed that hats shrink, and that certain hatters, exceptionally 
sane, whose evidence can he trusted, allowed for the decrease in size. 
But do they allow for this in the bills ? Is the decrease there propor- 
tionate ? Considering what Mr. Gladstone once was, a Tory of the 
Tories, and what he is now, is it to be wondered at that a con- 
siderable change should have been going on in Mx, Gladstone’s 
head ? Why he is finishing poles apart from where he commenced ! 


The King of the National Picture Bonors is henceforth “the Potent 
Tate.” 


MR. PUNCff S DICTIONARY OP PHRASES. 

( Which will be found useful in explaining certain Conventional Form of 
Expression. Compiled by Professor Von Hombugh.) 

Journalistic. 

“ Tbe Police have a clue?'* Meaning — “ The Police know nothing 
about it, and are doing all they know.” 

“ An exceptionally experienced Detective has charge of the case, 
and is actively engaged in investigating all matterslconcerning it ; ” 
i,e., “ A promoted constable in plain clothes is loafing about the 
neighbouring public-houses, and standiag drinks, generally without 
the exercise of much discrimination, to unlikely people.” 

“ A young Woman of prepossessing appearance; ” i,e., “A rather 
showy female.” 

“ The Police are, however, very reticent about the whole affair; 
i.e., “ W'hen ignorance is rife, ’tis folly to give tongue.” 

** Jt is believed that the most important discoveries will result from 
the investigations now in progress;** i.e,, “Nothing is known as to 
whether anything is being done : but it finishes on the paragraph, 
and sounds well.” 

“-Tam assured on the best authority, that there is no truth in the 
rumour that JET, S, IT, the Prince of Katzendlenbogen has been laid 
up with chicken-pox ;** i.e., “As there’s no news, I may as well 
invent some, for tne sake of contradicting it.” 

As everybody knows ; ” i.e., “ I have a certain space to fill, and j 
nothing new to say, so I’ll tell an ancient story, or bring in 
Macaulay’s New Zealander.” 

As all the world knows?* “ except myself (the writer), who has 
met with the information for the first time in a most valuable book 
of reference.” 

“ We regret to hear that, ^'c,;** i.e.. Our sorrow is tempered by 
the fact that we are utter strangers to the individual in question, and 
that his or her affliction provides us with a certain amount of “copy.” 

“ The hall was tastefully decorated ; ** i.e., two hired fiags and an 
evergreen hoop. 

Social. 

jSow are youf Haven* t seen you for an age!** i.e., “ Bidn’t 
expect to see you, and didn’t want to.” 

“ Not at Home ; ” i.e., “ Boesn’t she know that I ’ve got a ‘ day ? ’ 
Not that I want to see her even then !** 

“ Of course I should have known it anywhere. I think you *ve 
caught the likeness most wonderfully ^.e., “ Why the deuce doesn’t 
he tell one whom it ’s meant for ? ” 

“ Small and early ;** i.e,, “ No supper, and something which will 
count as ‘ a party,’ at the least possible cost and trouble.” 

Theatrical. 

“ The Management regrets that, owing to previous arrangements, 
the piece must he withdrawn in the height of its popularity ;** i.e,, 
“Not drawing a shilling, company fearfully expensive, sooner we 
shut up the better.” 

House full! Money turned away nightly ; ” i.e.. Crammed with 
paper, two persons who wanted to pay for pit were refused admission 
by way of advertising. 

“ The neto Play will probably be produced during the Summer at 
a West End Theatre;** i.e., “The author has had his comedy 
returned by every Manager in Loudon, with the remark, that 
‘ although excellent, it is scarcely suited to his present company.’ ” 
Platpobmulars. 

“ It would ill become me, after the able and eloquent speech of 
your Chairman ; ” i.e,, “ What on earth is the name of that retired 
cheesemonger who talked rubbish, and mispronounced my name ? ” 

^'When I look at this splendid meeting;** i.e., “I wonder why 
those back benches are empty. Some bungling on the part of the 
Secretary, as usual,” 

“JT shall have to return' to this subject later on;** i.e,, Can’t 
remember anything more at present.” 

^'Jfwe all work shoulder to shoulder;** i.e,, “ Must say * shoulder to 
shoulder,’ or ‘ shoulders to the wheel,’ or, ‘ leave no stone unturned,’ 

: in every speech,” 

Workmen’s. 

^^Well, I don*t care if I do!** i,e,, “Haven’t had a drink for 
half an hour — ^waiting for you to stand treat this ten minutes past.” 

^'Ah! he*s a Gentleman, he is, every hinch of him!** i.e., H© 
has “parted” freely, or “tipped” liberally. 

“ He*s about as stingy as they make *em ;** i,e,. He has declined 
to be abominally overcharged. 

''Could you tell 7ne wot*s about the right time. Guv* nor f** i.e,, 
" Isn’t it about time to send me np some more beer ? ” 

Advertising. 

“ A Lady is desirous of recommending ; ” i.e., " Getting rid of.” 

“ The Property of a Gentleman going abroad; ” i,e., " Mr. Brooks 
(of Sheffield).” 

“ Owner^ 8 sole Eeason for parting with him is** — i.e,, “The one he 
omits to mention.” {To be continued.) „ 
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I ' ^ . 

“0 RAEE ‘BENM” 

IiiT aid of The Actor’s Be-! 
nevolent Exmd, the Irring 
Amateur Dramatic dnb are 
going to give a performance 
of Senry IV, {Part Z), at 
the Lyceum Theatre, Satur- 
day aitemoon, March 29, 
when in consequence of 
H.R.H* The Princess of 
Wales having accorded her 
gracious patronage, the Welsh 
song will be sung by Miss 
Elklctob Bees on the stage, 
as Zady Mortimer ^ which will 
be a melodious illustration of 
rhyme and BEES-on. The 
Amateurs appearing for the 
Actors is as it should be. 
The President of the Club is 
Hbnet, not the Fourth, but 
the First, ycl^t Heeuy Ie- 
vura, and the Vice, with num- 
berless virtues, is Mr. Justus 
McCaetht, M.P., whom if it 
be Justin Pater (not Justin 
Maktyb), we should like to 
have seen in spectacles in the 
Tavern Scene, as Francis 
the Drawer,— a drawer would 
have been an immense attrac- 
tion. If JusnN Junior could 
play the other Drawer, the at- 
traction would be doubled. 
“Sure such a pair!” But 
we must not jest in too Shaks- 
pearian a manner. We hope 
the Actors’ Benevolent will 
benefit largely by the acting 
of the Benevolent Amateurs. 
Let the Benevolent Public too 
go and see Henry IV, {Part 
1st), and let them “part first.” 


W'oiE {hy One who doesrCt 
pretend to know French), The 
Tirard Cabinet couldn’t go on, 
because it was too Tirard 1 1 



ARTISTIC POSTPRANDIALISM. 


THE NEW AMAZON. 

BiDE-a-cock horse 
To Banbury Cross, 

To see a young Lady 
A-straddle, o’ course. 

If the new notion 
Very far goes. 
What she’ll do next 
Nobody knows. 


Spectacdlab. — How is it 
that among the guests at the 
Livery Dinner— (ugh ! horrid 
expression! Yet I dare say 
the dinner wasn’t more livery 
than any other City banquet) 
— of the Spectacle Makers’ 
Company, were not to be found 
Augustus Dbueiolanus, quite 
the best spectacle maker in 
London, and that from among 
the list of toasts as reported, 
Art, Literature, and the Drama 
were omitted ? Through what 
spectacles do the Spectacle 
Makers see f 


Beelection on the Beceut 
Yaluable Discoveey at Can- 
TEEBUEY.— If cremation had 
been the practice in 1228 there 
would have be(:n no remains 
of Stephen Langton to-day. 
Without the remains of the 
Archbishop, is it likely that the 
treasures, historically so valu- 
able, would have been per- 
mitted to come down to us ? 


Painter, “I hope 1 shall have the pleasuee of heaeino you 
play to-night ! 

Musician, *'AcH, NO I Aftee Tinnbe, Music is tisoostino ! Let 
us CO bound and look at ze putiful Bictukes togezzee— Ja ? ” 

Painter, “What! Pictures I Aftee DienebJ The veet idea 
MAKES MB sick!*’ [Exeunt^ to play Poker, 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIART OF TOBY, M.P. 

^ House of Commons^ May 9. — ^Tbis has beeu great occasion for 
Windbag Sexton. Excelled himself, and there is no other point of 
comparison useful or usable. Saunbbeson, who always takes 
friendly views of his countrymen opposite, pleads that Sexton’s wind- 
baggism, is partly due to nis birth. In Ireland, he assures me, a 
mile is longer than in other parts of the Empire ; and so, kind- 
hearted Colonel pleads, some ^lowance should be made for Sexton 
when he gets on the oratorical tramp. That ’s all very well ; but, 
for a man to talk two hours and three-quarters in a so-called Debate, 
is even more than the national tendency towards exaggeration illus- 
trated hy the Irish mile will excuse. Why couldn’t Sexton have 
windbagged on some day of last week ? Sup;^oge, for example, Ms 
self-sacnfiomg friends nad made a House for him at a quarter 
to nine on Friday night, and he had then talked for three hours 
and a quarter ? — or on Wednesday there was opportunity ; whilst 
openings might have been made on Tuesday or Thursday. 

“ No, Toby,” said Sexton, when I suggested this in interests of 
House and public time, “you ’re a well-meaning feDow, but you 
don’t understand everything. You see in debate of tMs kind all 
principal men stand oft* till the last day. We might have twinkled 
on several days of last week, but we prefer to coruEcate on last 
night. Sure of an audience; WMps out; crowds in; excitement 
everywhere. I and Haecouet, and Chaimbeelain, and Baleoue, 
aH save ourselves for the last night. Can’t all speak, perhaps, 
especially if I get on first ; bnt they must take their chance. With 
the Universe waiting and listening for me, other things and other 
p^ple mnst stand aside. Very serions thing to disappoint the 
Universe.” 

So Sexton, rising at five o’clock, with the windbag conveniently 
disposed under arm, pumped and pumped away for two mortal hours, 
and an odd three-quarters that seemed more than mortal. Gran- 


DOLPEC waiting to make a speech ; Aethue Baleour longing to be 
at ’em. Members knowing wbat was in store, “expecting,” as 
Sheehy said, that “every moment would be Ms next.” But 
Sexton flowed on for ever, with aggravating panses, with a smile 
of snhlime, unruMed satisiaction, tiiat made the position ten times 
as aggravating as it otherwise would have been. To smile and 
smile, and play such a villanous trick as this on a sufiering House 
was worse than most disordered fancy painted. 

“If,” said Aethue Baleoue, in one of Ms agonised asides, “the 
fellow did not undisguisedly enjoy such supreme happiness, our lot 
would be more bearable.” 

“Never mind,” said Old Morality. “Bad enough, I admit. 
But do you know why persons are sometimes killed by having: a 
charcoal fire in their bedrooms ? Because the carbon of hpmmg 
charcoal nnites with the oxygen of air, and forms carbonic acid gas, 
wMoh is a narcotic poison. So it is here, Sexton^ has got hold of 
some good points ; he is not inapt as a speaker ; if Ms inordinate 
vanity had only permitted Mm to Tbe satisfied with occupying time of 
House for half an hour, or, say, three-quarters, he would have made 
damaging speech ; as it is, he wearies House to death, swamps us all 
and Mmself in waste of verbiage, and the people he attacks escape in 
the general misery. In other words, Ms carbon of burning vanity, 
unitmg with the oxygen of opportunity, fprms^ a speech two hours 
and tlSee-quarters long ; wMch is a narcotic poison.” 

Mr. G., with the ardour of youth, and the training of an atMete, 
proposed to Mmself to hear what Sexton had to say. Accordingly 
took up convenient seat below Gangway. Stayed there an hour. 
Then walked back an altered man ; shattered ; aged ; almost in a 
state of coma. 

“Well, yon ought to have known better,” I said, somewhat 
sharply, having no sympathies with these vagaries. 

“And I was so well and strong when I entered the House,” 
Mr. G. said, wearily, “duite elate with my correspondence with 
Tyndall. Didn’t you think that a nice turn in the concluding 
sentence ? — ‘ My only desire is to meet you on the terms on wMoh, 













PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


[Mahch 22 , 1890 . 


long ago, we stood when, Tmder my roof, you gallantly offered to enough to balance effects of any reasonable amount of blundering in 
take me up the Matterhorn, and guaranteed my safe return,^ high politics. They take care of the pence of efficiency and popu- 
Wouldn’t trust mysehE on the Matterhorn with TrNDAin now ; ” larity, and leave the Ma^kiss an occasional pound to spend, 
and Mr. Q-., warily shaking his head, walked forth in search of rest Business Dowa.—l^'ew Irish Land Bill brought in, and cast out. 






A Mental Struggle. 


The Reverberating Colouxb. 


and Mr. warily shaking his head, walked forth in search of rest Business Dowa.—l^'ew Irish Land Bill brought in, and cast out. 

andrefresmnent. Thursday, — Trxnbam on in the Lords, but 

Badness done, — ^Mr. G.^s Amendment to Old Mo ralit y s Reso- he *s on about the Lords only know, 

lutipn on PameE Commission Report negatived by 339 votes ^nd not aU of them. Something to do with 
against 268 . Camperdown ; Granville not entirely out of 

Tuesday,— Tim has been Grandolph’s night. Broke the sEence it ; and the Mareiss at least compromised. 

f l young Session with memorable Teykham, standing at Cross Benches, holding 

m in diligent attendance on De- on to ^the rail Bench before ^bim, as if he 
throngh interminable speeches were in pulpit, swings about his body, turns 
ce only excelled by Mr. G. ; some- to right and left, sometimes presenting his 
d as if were about to deEver his hack to Lord Chancellob, 
iucceeded in bottling it up. To- whilst he contemplates empti- 
drove out the cork ; hurst the ness of Strangers' Galleries. In 
speak. plaintive voice, ifuE of tears, he 

?H a man of many phases. To- babbles o’ Camperdown, green 
ited himself in hia highest cha- fields, nemine contradicente^ and 
tatesman ; a champion of consti- Standing Order l^o. XXI. 
inciples at whatever expense to Pretty to watch Hob- 
d sensibEities of his most revered house whEst Teynham 
Treasury Bench and elsewhere, on his legs. Sits intently 
^ style of speech for Gbandolfh, listening ; first crossed 
testifying to remarkable range of one knee, then the other ; 
his genius. Xothing personal: puts his two forefingers 
free from acrimony ; inspired together as if connecting 
with'profound, unfeimed, rever- the matter of Teynham’s 
ence for constitutionai principles, speech ; gradnaUv, as 
Here and there a touch of pathos muddle grows thicker, 
as he recalled former times when, two looks of hair on top 
as Dizzy said of Peel on a famous of his head slowly i rise A Mental Struggle, 

occasion, “they had been so proud and remained standing, 

to foUow one who had been so as it were, tEl Tbynham reseated himself.'^ Most remarkable tes- 
proud to lead them.” ^ timony to mental struggle. Even Hobhouse, having thus given his 

Awful splutter in Ministerial mind to it, couldn't make out what Teynham was at. As for 

circles. A gleam of delight Denman he, after first ten minutes of speech, flouted out of House, 

flashed though the shadow when “ Toby,” said he, passing me in the Lobby ; “ if this is what the 
The Reverberating Colomb. ^ was discovered th^ Jennings House of Lords is c^ng to, I shaE vote with Rosebbet for its 

reheEed against Randolph's immediate reform. Don't hke to say anything disrespectful of a 

new revolt. “Ha! ha!” ^d the Rev^eeating Colomb, after Peer; hut I must observe that Teynhah is a Ettle lackinglin 

Jbnntngs had made his speech, the.aimy has dismissed its general,” coherency. TTia oh- 
TMs all very weE; not here ooneemediwith Geandolph's relations servations fail iin ^ 

with Ms Party or his faithful friend; merely note that the speech point; in short, if he / /” ^ 

itself lifts Gbandolph once more into the very front rank of poEtical were not a Peer I v 

, i^rsons^es. The Liberal Party cannot'ignore nor the Conservatives should say his mind ^ ) ) 

oimense with the man who made that speech. was wandering. ^ 

Jpminotaparticularfriendof Geandolph’s. “Leg quite on other Whatever we do, ^ ^ 

hoot,” as bHEEHY says. But he did the enemy a service to-night. To Toby, let ns be in- / 

complete Geandolph’s triumph it only reqiped that some Member teEigent and intel- ' / " 

^Wk *^6 MMstry whose ineptitude ligible. I trust I am 

t ** he had demonstrated should rise not prejudiced, but I 

andjj^^^^th^loud^^ome,^ ungainly can't stand 

been lifted,' debasing it by ^ per- Commons, Govern- ^ 

sonal ^tacks hoarsely shrined ment defeated, in re- 

across the table at former friends sisting Hamley's pro- , / ‘ \ 

^ *d ^ OKgii did^Ms ^i^l to stump up for [ J 

began to think thatj after aE, Tbevel’ySlN brought ^ 0/ , 1 ) 

mere ^ ^methmg in the Right forward Motion pro- ' 

meS^ shaE 

noisy outsides -^^o^ow noting time^ii? win-^ 

of House to make things unplea- “^o^iths. Supported 
sant for Akees-Douglas, because Proposition in speech 
Ho^e Counted Out last Eriday. SraceM and strong, 

Said he has been wigged; assume of rare com- ^ 

he wiE retire. AE arrant non- oi^fi>tion of literary 

sense. Eve^hody in House, Con- ^arliamen- ^ ^ Sir Wilham Burning. ; 

servative, Liberal, Dissentient aptitude. After ChmoeUor of the JEseohegtcer^s Speech, > 

Irish, whatever we be, aE know debate, resolu- March llth,) . 

A^s-Dotoias as one of best *1®^ negatived by 173 votes agamst 169. “ A majority of four won't * 
Our 'WMp^Catpresen.t without a ^ present generation, rnourway,'' said Charles Foestbe, who having, some 

Handle tohis Xame). Assiduous, persuasiye, courteous, ^o^ions ago, tortuitously found his hat, never now deserts it 

W ^er e^, apparently neve^^tiSd^tlt^^^f oH Vlir <^0-- Government vainly tried tb ^et into Commitoe of ‘ 

nation^f three men. O^^OESm^S^^ad^ of House^^A^ms" Sir George Trevelyan wants, the House of, 

PouenAs, aa Whip; and it 

W " „!t“tnres ot any description, will 




Our "Whips (at present without a 
Handle to Ms^Xame). 


there will be no exception* 


accompanied by a Stamped and ITtossed a^Tel^’peT cVv^r®" Wr^Jer. iHS; 
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.... . Bye-lam are bye-laws, old buck! there’s no time limit in 

MR. PUNCHES MORAL MUSIC-HALL DRAMAS, criminal ofienees ^at ever J beard of ! iSTothing can alter the fact 

•»T- TTvrTvT?T> f F T iTT? ’CTA'D'PATO’ t3iat you, bclng tumcd thirteen, obtained a half —ticket by a false 

JiTo. I A. UjnDEK iJlJli JiAtcKUW. representation Siat you were under age. A line from me, even now, 

jl Conventional Comedy-Melodranvi, in two Acts, denouncing you to the Traffic Superintendent, and I ’m very mncn 

Chaila.cteb.s» a£r aid~ * • * 

^ 7 z - T • j j -D -P* {torithing), Spibeti, my — my dear friend, yon won’t do 

Sm PosHBTJBY PiTDiyocK ^ haughty and high-mtnded Baronet), that— yon won’t expose me? Think of my age, my position, my 
YEEBEPrx PunnocK {hts Daughter), daughter! 

Lonn Bleshugh (Aer Lover), j, . ^ Ah, now yon ’ve touched the right chord! I thinking of 


YEEBErrx PunnocK ijiis Daughter), 

Lobi) Bleshugbc {her Lover), 

Spikek {a needy and unscrupulous Adventurer), 
Blethees {an ancient and attached Domestic), 


ACT I. — ScBiiE — The Morning Room at Natterjack Hall, Toadley^ 
le-Hole ; large window open at hack, with heavy practicable sash. 
Enter Blethers. 


Blethers, Sir Poshbttrt’s birthday to-day—his birthday I— and | while I live ! 
the gentry giving of him presents. Oh, Lor ! 
if they only knew what I could tell ’em ! . . . Ah, ' 1 

and must tell, too, before long— but not^^t— jl ■ |f| I ^ ^ 

Enter Lord Bleshxtgh: Yerbena. ^ i j : ! j ; 

Verb, Yes, Papa is forty to-day; {innocently) 
fancy living to that age! The tenants have !l ! ‘i. | 
presented him with a handsome Jar^ of mixed !' 
pickles, with an appropriate inscription. Papa igj 
‘ IS loved and respected by every one. And I — ^ . 

well, I have made him a little housewife, con- |- — y I ‘‘Sa/ i 
taining needles and thread. . . See ! [Shows it, ■' p- !' VMKi T ■ 

LordBlesh, {tenderly), I say, I— I wish yon ! i 
would make me a little housewife ! • ; ^ 

[Comedy love-dialogue omitted owing to jj .h; 

Verb, Oh, do Soki— there’s Papa crossing ! J|| ' " 

the lawn with, oh, such a horrid man following j' j j j ^ 

Lord B. Eegular bounder. Shocking bad hat ! |{ji 
Verb, Not so bad as his boots, and they are not 
so bad as his face ! Why doesn’t Papa order him _ ' | v, 

to go away ? Oh, he is actually inviting him in! J \ 

Enter Sir Poshbtjbt, gloomy and constrained, 
with Spiker, ivho is jaunty, and somewhat 


your daughter— a nice lady-like gal — don’t mind telling you she 
fetched me, Sir, at the first glance. Grive me her hand, ana I hum 
the compromising half -ticket before your eyes on our return from 
church after the wedding. Come, that ’s a fair offer ! 

Sir P, {indignantly). My chili the ripening apple of my failing 
eye, to he sacrificed to a blackmailing blackguard like you I Never 


Spiker {sitting on the piano, and dusting his 
boots with handkerchief). Cosy little shanty you’ve got here, Pun- 
DOCK— ve^tMty! , 


Sp, Just as you please; and, if you will 
kindly ohHge me with writing materials, I will 

; just drop a line to the Traffic Superintendent 

! j 1 Sir P, {hoarsely). No, no ; not that , , . Wait, 

, t j‘ ^ I f"! listen ; I— I will apeak to my daughter. I pro- 
\M Ij 1,^ mise nothing; but if her heart is still her own 
. i ' jx ffi 1 1 ! ij to give, she may (mind, I do not say she will) he 
i ' ’ ''I ^ link her lot to yours, though I shall 

) ■ ' j not attempt to influence her in any way— in any 
r ‘ '1 vay. 

/ '' ‘i Well, you know your own business best, 

4 Cockalorum. Here comes the young lady, 

^Sr > T . . so I ’ll leave you to manage this delicate affair 
WTv “■“■4 '■ alone. Ta-ta. I shan’t be far off. 

r insolently out aa^YEEB. enters, 

J child, I have just received an offer 

# ■ for your hand. I know not if you will consent ? 

rerb, I can guess who has made that offer, 

g U and why. I consent with ail my heart, dear Papa. 

Sir P, Can I trust my ears ! You consent ? 
Noble girl ! [He embraces her, 

_ Verb, I was quite sure dear Bleshugh meant 

to speak, and I do love him very much. 

=.r . Sir P, {starting). It is not Lord Bipjshxtgh, 

mv child, but Mr. Samueil Spiker, the gentle- 
man (for he is at heart a gentleman) whom I 
introduced to you just now. 

Verb, 1 have seen so litiie of him, Papa, I 
cannot love him— you must really excuse me ! 
r Sir P. Ah, but you will, my darling, you will—1 know your un- 
selfish nature — ^you will, to save your poor old dad from a terrible 


Sir P, {with a gulp), I am— ha— delighted that you approve of it 1 disgrace . . yes, disgrace, listen! Twenty-seven years ago — {he tells 
Ah Yerbena ! her on forehead, her all), Yebbeka, at this very moment, there is a subscription on 

Spiker, Your daughter, eh ? Pooty gal. Introduce me. foot in the county to present me with my photograph, done by an 

[Sir Posh, introduces him—with an effort, itinerant photographer of the highest eminence, and framed and 
Verbena, {coldly). How do you do ? Papa, ffid you know that the glazed ready for hanging. Is that photograph never to know the 
sashline of this window was broken ? If it is not mended, it will fall nail which even now awaits it ? Can you not surrender a passing 
on somebody’s head, and perhaps kill hm I girlish fancy, to spare your fond old father’s fame ? Mr. Spiker is 

Sir, P, (absently). Yes— yes, it shall be attended to ; but leave us, peculiar, perhaps,* in many ways— not quite of our monde—hut he 
my child, go. Bleshugh, this— er — gentleman and I have business loves you sincerely, my child, and that is, in itself, a recommenda- 
of importance to discuss. tion. Ah, I see— my prayers are vain ... he happy, then. As for ' 

Spiker, Don’t let us drive you away, Miss ; your Pa and me are me, let the police come— I am ready ! [ Weeps, 

only over old times, that ’s all— eh. Posh ? Verb, Not so, Papa ; I wOl marry this Mr. Spiker, siuee it is your 

Sir P, {in a tortured aside). Have a care, Sir, don’t drive me too wish. [Sir Posh, dries his eyes, 

far! (2b Yerb.) Leave us, I say. (Lord B. andY^BS, go out, raising Sir P, Here, Spiker, my dear fellow, it is all right. Come in. 
their eyebrows,) Now, Sir, what is this secret you profess to have She accepts you. 

^scovered? , . Enter Spiker. 

Spiker, Oh, a mere nothing. {Takes out a cigar,) Got a light about Sp, Thought she would. Sensible little gal! Well, Miss, you 
you? Thanks. Perhaps you don’t recollect twenty-seven years ago shan’t regret it. Bless you, we’B he as chummy together as a couple 
this very day, traveUmg from Edgware Boad to Baker Street, by of little dicky-birds ! 

the Underground Railway ? ^ ^ j t i i. j Verb, Mr. Spiker, let us understand one another, I will do my 

Sir P, Perfectly ; it was my thirteenth birthday, and I celebrated best to be a good wife to you — ^but chumminess is not mine to give, 
the event ly a visit to Madame Tussaud’s, nor can I promise ever to be your dicky-bird. 

Spiker, Exactly ; it was your thirteenth birthday, and you tra- _ ^ 

veiled second-class with a half-ticket— (meam*n^Zy)— on your thir- Enter Lord Bieshugh. 

teenth birthday. Lord B, Sir Poshburt, may I have five mmutes with you? 

Sir P, {terribly agitated). Fiend that you are, how came you to Yerbeha, you need not go. {Looking Spiker.) Perhaps this person 
learn this ? "W® kindly relieve us of nis presence. 

Spiker, Yery simple. I was at that time in the temporary position Sp, Sor^ to disoblige, old feller, but I ’m on duty where Miss 
of ticket-ooIleotoT at Baker Street. In the exuberance of boyhood, Yerbbha is now, you see, as she ’s just promised to be my wife, 
you cheeked me. I swore to be even with you some day. L^d B, Tour w^e I , ^ , 

Sir P, Even if— if your accusation were well-founded, how are Verb, {faintly). Yes, Lord Biesbddtgh, his wife: 
you going to prove it ? -P» Yes, my poor boy, his wife ! , , ^ . 

Sp, Oh, that’s easy! I preserved the half-ticket, on the chance [Yerbeka totters, and falls heavily in a dead faint, R.C., upsetting 


that i should require it as evidence hereafter. 

Sir P, {aside). And so the one error of an otherwise blameless 
boyhood has found me out— at last. ( To Spiker.) I fear you not ; my 
crime — ^if crime indeed it was— is surely condoned by twenty-seven 
long years of unimpeachable integrity ! 


a jlower-stand ; Lord Bleshugh and swoons on sofa, c., 

overturning a table ofhnichnacks ; Sir Poshburt sinks mio chair, 
L.C., and covers his face with his hands, 

Sp, {Jooking down on them triumphantly). Under the Harrow, by 
Gad I Under the Harrow ! [ Curtain, and end of Act X, 
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Well, you tave got your way, my lad, 

And may it prove ^-ood all round. 

Liberal pay is your ngit, I say, 

For your grim work underground. 

Eise of pay and a sborter day ? 

Exeeflent things, beHke, 

T^wonld they we sotight in another way 
Than the emel road of a Strike. 


Punch loquitur : — 

^ 7® been having a smoke, my lad ; 

What did you see in the smoke r 
Why, some things good, and many things bad. 
And nought that is matter for joke. 

At every uufE there’s a picture of gloom, 

A moral in every pull. 

M otio nless wheels and idle loom, 

What is their meaning in full ? 


Capital’s greed and Labour’s need 
These be fair matters for fight. I [bleed ? 
Must Trade, though, suffer and poor hearts 
Must wrong be the road to right ? 

Glad there is talk of a better way, 

Truly ’tis worth the search ; 

For little you ’E profit by higher pay 
If Commerce be left in the lurch. 
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PROSPECTS FOR THE COMING SEASON. 

The Lions aeb decibedlt Smali. this Yeab, Bin the Beaijtibs abb riNBE, Lassbe, and moeb like each othbe than ever. 


A BOAT-EACE VISION. 

{By an Oxbridge Enthusiast,) 

Winds from tlie East may provoke us, 
Making ns angry and ill, 

# Dust Eqni- 

Yet,we willwel- 
^ ^ come tkee stillj^ 

f' runnels of prim- 
^os3 and^CTOcns 

Now, when the 
willow and osier 
EHcker in diffident 

Now, when the poplars are rosier. 

When the first daisies are seen. 

And the windows of draper and hosier 
Are bright with their Warsity sheen. 

“ Not what it was, Sir, in my time,” 
Grumbles a fogey, or two ; 

“ Then we had really a high-time, 

Lord, what mad things we would do ! 
Skylarking ! Well, it was sky-time. 

Blue I It was nothing but blue I ” 

Well, let the people and papers 
Say what it please them to say, 

Shops of the politic drapers 
Follow them, sombre or gay, 

“Men” be austere, or cut capers, 

StiU 'tis a glorious day I 

* * :M! # # 

Visions of Sandford or Ely, 


isions 01 Rsanoiora or niiy, 
Baitsbite, or Abingdon Lock, 


Skies that are stormy or steely, 

Seas that we ship with a shock, 

“ Coaches,” whose mouths are not mealy, 

“ Faithfuls,” whoriverward fioek, 
Mornings, inclement and early. 

Stinted tobacco and beer, 

Tutors reluctant and surly, 

“ Finals ” unpleasantly near — 

All are forgot in the burly — ' 

Lo ! the long looked-for is here ! 

Now, at the start, as I 'm eyeing 
The back, that I know like a friend, 

I wonder which flag will be flying 
In front at the winning-post bend — 

Shall we triumph, or, fruitlessly trying, 
Bow it out, game to the end t 
Point after point we are clearing, 

Mile after mile we have sped ; 

Multiplied roaring and cheering 
Sound as they sound to the dead. 

Surely the end we are nearing ! 

Yes, but I know they ’re ahead I 
Then is the toiling and straining 
Out of the tail of my eye 
Somehow I see we are gaining — 

Look at the wash running by ! 

Now, in the minutes remaining, 

Somehow we ’U do it, or die. 

There are blades flashing beside us. 
Dropping astern one by one. 

Now they creep up-^-they have tied us — 

No ! The spurt dies— they are done ! 
Gods of the ’Varsity guide us I — 

Bang 1 “ Easy all I ” We have won ! 

Thib Coal Strike was easily settled, as all 
that had to be discussed were “ Miner Con- 
sideratioiis,” 


“ FOR THIS RELIEF, MUCH THANES I ” 

*‘As a sign of this gratitude, I confer upon you 
the dignity of Duke of Lauenburg, and shall 
also send you my life-sized Portrait .” — The 
man Emjperor to Prince Bismarch, 

God bless you, dear Prince 1 Since your pur- 
^ pose is fixed. 

It is useless, I know, to dissuade you. 

I permit you to go, though my feelings are 
mixed, 

^ And nnmake, as my grandfather made, you. 
Yet deem not ungrateful your Emperor and 
King; 

Let me pay you my thanks at the Court rate. 
So I make you a Duke, ere I let you take 
wing, 

And, 0 Prince, I will send you my Portrait 1 

0 Pilot undaunted, brave heart and strong 
hand 

When our planks were all riven asunder, 
You alone grasped the helm, and took boldly 
yonr stand, 

Nor blanched at the blast and the thunder. 
And now, safe in port, we award you a prize 
Of a value that men of your sort rate. 

So, Prince, I will have myself painted life-size 
Every inch, and I ’ll send yon the Portrait. 

Fresh storms may be brewing. I ’ll face them 
myself. 

I am young, and, 0 Prince, you grow older. 
Stay ashore, if you wish it, retire to the shelf» 
And let those steer the ship who are holder. 
Yet it shall not be said that, in parting from 
you, 

Your King gave his thanks at a short rate ; 
So be henceforth a Duke, and accept as your 
due 

What I gratefully grant you— my Portrait I 









deopping the pilot. 
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PLAYING DARK. 

{New Style,) 

The great success whicli, in their own estimation, has attended 
the endeavonr to establish a series of Mght Field Sports in the 
neighbourhood of Melton Mowbray, so dashingly led off recently 

the ijrojected contests may be gathered from a reference to the 
subjoined score, put on paper by the newly constituted “Melton 
Mowbray ffidnight Eleven,” who, in a recent trial of strength 
with a distmguished local Club, it will be seen, showed some 
capital, if original play, in meeting their opponents in the national 
game, conducted under what must have been necessarily somewhat 
novel and unfamiliar conditions. 

The boundaries of the field in which the wickets were pitched 
were marked out with night-lights, the only other illumination being 
rapphed by a couple of moderator lamps, held respectively by the 
Umpire and S^tuare-leg. The costume, oif course, comprised a night- 
shirt and a pair of bed-room slippers, with which was also worn a pink 
dressing-gown,— pink being the colour adopted by the Club. Owing 
to the absence of any moon, and also to the fact that the night was a 
rather boisterous one, on account of the persistency both of wind 
and rain, the play suffered from some disadvantages. However, the 
Eleven went pluckily to the wicket with the following result : — 

Mr. George P-g-t, mistaking, in the obscurity, the Umpire for 
his wicket, gets out of his ground, and is mstantly stumped 

out . * 0 

Mr. Sidney P-g-t treads on his wicket 0 

Mr. Otto P-g-t takes the Wicket-keeper’s head for the ball, 
and trying to “ play it to leg,” gives it in consequence such 
a severe blow, that he is obuged to accompany the Wicket- 
keeper in a cab to a hospital without finishing his innings . 0 

Mr. W. Ch-rl-n treads on his wicket *0 

Count Z-BR-SRi makes 497 in one hit. The ball being, however, 
only three yards off, but escaping notice, owing to the dark- 
ness, he is kept on the move for twenty-nine min, and a half 497 
Mr. A, B-rn-bt stumbles over his wicket ..... 0 

Mr. O'. W-LS-N sits on his wicket 0 

Captain R-b-ns-n run out through losing his way in trying to 

find the wicket 0 

Mr. E. H-n-age trying a forward drive, but not able to see, 
plays the whole of his wicket into the face of cover-point, 
whom he severely bruises, and is, consequently, given out • 0 

Captain W-rn-r takes the Long-stop for the Bowler; and, so 
getting the wrong side of his wicket, is bowled out in his 

first over » . , . 0 

Mr. McH-l misled by the lights on the adjacent hedges, making 
a hit, loses his way in trying a run ; and finally, wandering 
into a neighbouring field, unable to make his way in the 
dark, rests in a ditch, in which he ultimately goes to sleep, 

—Not Out 0 

Wides (bowled chiefiy at the Umpire) ..... 1322 

Byes, &c 704 


ROBEET ON THE BOAT-RACE. 

At the moment as I rites on the most importentest ewent of the 
hopening Spring, the warst majority of the lour millions on us is a 
p assing their days and nites in wandering which blew side will win. 
Why they is both blew, puzzles me. If so be as they was both 
saleing boats, in course I coud unnerstand it, but, as they ain’t, I 
gives up the puzzle, and gos a-head. 

By the by. Brown has given me a strate tip, which I ginerously 
gives to all my numerus readers. If it’s a nice UM day, Cambrige 
win suttenly win ; but if it ’s a dull, dark day, Hoxford will sut- 
tenly not lose. So if any of my frends drops their money, it suttenly 
won’t be my fault. 

I remember as one year we had ’em all to dinner at the Man- 
shun House after the Race, and wemy remarkabel fie appytites 
they all seemed to have, winners and loosens alike. I spose as 
Hoxford lost that time, and most likely from the same cause. For I 
I remembers as the Company werry kindly drunk the elth of the 
man who pulled the ropes on that occasion, and he was just seeh 
another nttle feRer as the won as lost last year, and wen he 
returned thanks he sed werry wisely, I thort, as he shood never pull 
the ropes again in a great match, for if your boat won nobody didn’t 
|ive you no praise for it, but if it lost, everybody said as it was your 


Barge was there in all her glory, and plenty of gay company aboard, 
includinglseveral members of the honoured Copperashun. In f ack you 
ginerally sees a fair number on ’em when there ’s anythink a going 
forred, whether of a usefool or a homymental caracter. One or two 
other wessels carried their onered flag. But I looked in wane for 
any, the werry slightest, simptom of the County Counsel of London 
having put in a appearance. Poor Fellers, what with plenty of dull, 
dry hard work, and not a partikle of rashnal injoyment, no not 
ewen such a trifle as a bit of free wittles or a drop of free drink, 
what will they be looking hke at the end of their second year of 
hoffis ? Why it ’s my beleef as their werry best frends won’ Imo ’em. 
No wonder as they aU wants to get free admissions to all the 
Theaters and Music Alls. Rayther shabby idear for a full blown 
County Counsellor, when a shilling will take him amost anywheres. 

^ I tninks ^upon^th^ ^ ^ ^ 

tl^ no crewel 

riu^S tf e two gaSant y ^ 

Cr^ws t^make ’ei^^go " ' ” 

in nex pkce^ their — 

to b^on^^aU^one^s 
of ^fd beef, werry 

Carelessly served, i.to set down carmly and comfortably m one’s littel 


At the conclusion of the innings, as daylight was beginning to 
break, it was determined to draw the stumps, it being settled that 
play should be resumed on the following midnight, when the 
opposing team were to take their turn at the wicket. 


“ Pour les Beaux Yeux.”— Last week Dr. Ogie lectured excel- 
lently well and very wisely on the statistics of marriage in England. 
Altogether, it appears that this is not a marrying age. Those young 
men and maidens who are in search of partners for hfe, must keep 

their eyes open, and Ogle, Very leery advice would be expected 

from anyone of the name of Ogle. 


River a retumin to that neaoefool home to witch one’s thorts aUers 
naterally turns wen the ^esure or the bizziness of the day is all over, 
and our strengths is replenisht with plenty of good wittles and drink. 

ROBiaRT. 

“ G-o TO Bath ! ” — ^Tes, to make sketches and flattering com- 
ments, but not to ridicule the dulness and dinginess of the place, or 
the local papers ^1 “ slate” you. They don’t like “ the New Bath 
Guy’d ! ” 

“ Lenten Entertainment.” — Going to see Succi the fasting man. 
By the way, very ynong of Succi not to avail himself of the Papal i 
dispensation. 



154 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Maboh 29, 1890. 



THE MOUSE OF COMMONS FROM TOBY’S PRIVATE BOX 






PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


[March 29 , 1890 , 


** Boys will be boys,” Old Moralitt says, smiling genially on bis Thursday, — John O’Conhoe pervading House witb profoiindest 

young friend. To-day little bitcb arisen ; Q-sardolph has sent to mystery. "Wben Orders of Day called on,^ Johr rose to bis full 
papers text of bis Memorandum addressed to First Loed of beigbt (6 foot 4 of human kindness and geniality), and said, “Mr. 
Treasxjsx in 188$, warning tbem against appointing Special Com- Speaker ! ” Motion was, that House should go into Committee of 
mission. GrEAinDOiPH, having set forth with masterly force ^ his Supply. According to New Buies, Spea^r leaves Chair without 
objections to scheme, winds up with remark: — “These refLections putting Q-uestion; Question not put, obvious no one could discuss 
have been sketched out concisely. If submitted to a Statesman, many it. But here was Johh insisting on catching the Speaker’s eye. 
more, and much graver reflections, would probably be suggested.” “Mr. Speaker!” he repeated, “I want to discuss some of the 
Old Morality hadn’t noticed it before ; but now words m print irregularities of the G-overnment,” 

stare him in face, doesn’t like it. “ ‘ Submitted to a Statesman,’ ” he But Speaker had executed strategic retreat ; Chair empty; Johk 
murmured — “ what does the fellow mean ? Weren’t they submitted standing on tiptoe, followed retreating figure with despairing 
to Me?” cry, “Mr. Speaker!” House half hoped Speaker would return ; 

Business done , — Yoted money by hands-full. _ dying with curiosity to know what fresh irregularity on part of 


cry, “Mr. Speaker!” House half hoped Speaker would return ; ' 
dying with curiosity to know what fresh irregularity on part of | 


Tuesday , — ^As a means of suuusing Treasury Bench with hearty, Government Johk had discovered ; but no help for it. Chair empty ; 
unaffected Mlarity, nothing so effective as a defeat in Division technically “No House; ” and Johk, slowly subsiding, shutting up 
Lobby. Noticed tnis twice of late. The other night, when Ham- like a reluctant telescope, resumed seat. 

ley’s Motion on behalf of Yolunteers was, malgrS lui, carried Prince Arthttr, back from Golf at Eastbourne, looking better for 


against the Government, you’d have thought, to look on Treasury his holiday, lounged on Treasury Bench watching scene. “Alas!” 
Bench, that some good news had suddenly flashed upon them. Old he cried, eyeing J ohk with dreamy glance, what time the fingers of 
Morality beaming with smiles ; Stakhope smirking ; and even the his hand— a strayed reveller — fitfully played with the rolled copy of 
countenanceofJoKiM convulsively I rlus Orders, as if it were his 


working with what was under- 
stood to be signs of merriment. 
Same thing happened to-night. 
BTrcHAKAPT brought forward 
Motion proposing to intrust to 
County Councils duty of main- 
taining and protecting rights of 
way in Scotland, Scotch Mem- 
bers united in support of popular 
demand, only Mark Stewart 
having his doubts. Even Elnxay 
made bold to hint Government 
would do well to listen to demand. 
Chambeelaik openly and effec- 
tively declared on behalf of Beso- 
lution ; Government seemed to be 
in tight place; Old Morality 
moved uneasily in seat ; still it 
would never do to interfere with 
Dukes and others furtively or 
openly engaged in the task of 
closing up paths over mountains. 


MAXIMS FOR THE BAR. Ho. III. 


cherished Mandoline — 

“ Alas for those who never sing, 

But die with all their music in them.'' 

Business done , — ^Yote on Ac- 
count passed. 

Friday , — Lords had nice little 
“ plant ” on to-night. The Sage 
OP Gueek Arke’s Gate got first 

S lace in other House for Motion 
ecreeing their abolition. “ Such 
larks ! ” says the Markiss ; “let’s 
get up big debate here on House 
of Commons subject; draw away 
their men; leave Sage in lurch.” 

So arranged Debate on Beport 
of Parnell Commission for to- 
night. Full dress affair j all the 
big guns to go off ; Curiosity as 
to how they ’d treat too familiar 
subject. Plan answered admir- 
ably. Both shows running to- . 
getner. Lords, as most novel 
entertainment, fuller spectacular 
entertainment, drew the cake. 
-Instead of crowded House that i 


Yery awkward and inconsiderate ^ ^ " entertainment, fuller spectacular 

of ^ Chamberiaht going off on “ Never allow the Judge to bully you. On the contrary, be firm with entertainment, drew the cake. 

this tack. ; Instead of crowded House that 

Can’t eat your cake and have it, you know,” Old Morality said, usually waits when Sage lunges at the Lords, beggarly array 
unconsciously forming the words on his copy of the Orders in lar^e of empty Benches. Bather depressing even for imperturbable 
copy-book hand, “ Mustn’t play fast and loose with custodians of the Sage. Little later, Members finding things dull in Lords, came 
Union. Oughtn’t to look ha<^ when you put yonr hand to the plou^rh. hack in time to hear George Cxtrzok. Capital speech; sparkle on 
Shonld ^ the whole hog .or none.” These and other comforting the top ; hut some quiet depths of closely reasoned argument below, 

phrases he wrote out m best copper-plate, Ailing up time whilst Business done , — Sage's Motion for abolition of Lords negatived 

House cleared for Division. But when Tellers came hack, and it by 201 Yotes against 139. Thus reprieved. Lords ordered Beport of 
was known that Besolution was carried against Government, elonds Parnell Commission to he duly recorded. 

passed away. _ „ _ 

Old Morality tore up his copy-hook headings, thrust hands in 

™ OLD BOND-STREET GALLERIES. 

defeated by 13. His hilarity contagious. Mr. Biddxjlph fstanding Why they are called the Old Bond-Street Galleries, when there is 
for a moment in the doorway below the shadow of the Gallery, looked so much that is new to be seen there, it is impossible to say. Why 
on. his face slowly broadening into responsive smile. not call it the New Gallery ? Perhaps those trusty Tudors — who 

“WeB,” said he, “of all the rollicking dogs I ever came across, are rather more than two doors off— Messrs. Comyrs Carr and 
there never was a pack to equal Her Majesty’s Ministers in the Halle, might object, and, even then, only half the truth would be 
hour of defeat.” told. Let us ag-gravate them, and call it the Ag-New Gallery at 

Business Bucharar’s Bight of Way Motion carried against nnoe I Unless it would be considered an ag-rarian outrage, it would 

Government by 110 agaiust 97. be impossible to give it a better ag-nomen. Ha ! ha ! No matter 

Wednesday, --^^1 like this quite quiet hour, Toby,” said the 'W'hat you call it, so long as you call and see the collection of Water- 
Speaker, as I sat on the Treasury Bench, he at Table, waiting for a colours. There is a vastly good Pygmalion and Galatea,’*^ by 
quorum. “ It gives me opportunity of reading in FVeemaw ’5 Terrml;^ there are .some tender Idyls, by 

verbatim reports of speeches by Tarree, 'Shebecy, and William: Walker, a delicious Beverxe,^^ by Leslie, a delightful 

Bbdmord. Heard them delivered, of course; but there are some bJ.E. E. Johrsor, wondrous Landscapes, by Birket ! 

pleasures one likes to renew.” a riverain poem, b 3 ^C. J. Lewis, and_Dutch_SymphonieSj 

Shotdd have begun business at twelve ; now getting on for one. ' 


by Wilfrid Ball. Sir Johr Gilbert, T. S. Cooper, and 


Albert BoLUTin charge of Bankruptcy Bill %nth back to wall ^'•'Hickseb, are well represented; and among the earlier Water-colour 
waiting for a quorum, “Must see,” he says, “if I can’t frame Masters we may find such distinguished names as J. M. W. Txjrrbe, 
Clause dealing specially with Parliamentary proceedings. We shall Wirt, Copley Eieldirg, and David Cok. There are lots 

shortly be bankrupt here if this sort of thing goes on. Composition of others, and, if you are left to browse amid nearly three hundred 
four and a-half hours’ sitting on Wednesday afternoon scarcely os^ceUent ‘'pictures, you ought to enjoy yourself very much indeed, 
enough to justify honourable discharge.” your mind so much improved when you come out, that you 

Everything comes to man who waits. Clnorum came for Bollit belongs to somebody else. In spite then of the carping 

Numbers increased as he proceeded with singularly lucid address Carr, and the hallucinations of HallIj, we declare this to be 
investing even Bankruptcy with subtle charms. Gave the tone to Ag-New Gallery, 
thoroughly business Debate j and, even in less than the maimed period 

of time allotted, had carried his Sill through Second Beading. “ La jYowa.”- Is the new malady fact or fiction ? Don’t knowi 

Bustness Bankruptcy Bill read Second Time. but anyhow it ’s your “ Grandmother.” 


, “Must see,” he says, “if I can’t frame Masterswe may find such distinguished 
y with Parliamentary proceedings. We shall Wirt, Copley Eieldhtg, and . 

n nr OTTiftTH nnn it -VAn lATr ta h-rAixrci 


of time allotted, had carried his Bill through Second Beading. “ La jYowa.”- Is the new malady fact or fiction ? Don’t knowi 

Bustness Bankruptcy Bill read Second Time. but anyhow it ’s your “ Grandmother.” 


03=' NOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
m no case he returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will he no exception. 
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MR. PUNCH’S DICTIONARY 
OF PHRASES. 

JOITBNALISTIC. 

“ Prisoner^ who was 
fashionahl^ attired, and of 
genteel appearance ; t.e., 
An ill-got-np swell-mobsman. 

A ^owerfuUIooking fel- 
low ; ’’ i,e.s An awful rnfllan. 

“ui rumour has reached \ 
us ^^ — (in the well-nigb im- | . 
penetrable recesses wberein, | | 
as journalists, we babitually | 
conceal ourselves). i 

* ‘ Nothing fresh has tran- \ 
spired;’^'* i,e». The local Ee- i 
porter’s invention is at last 
exhausted. 

The Prisoner seemed fully 
alive to the very serious posi- 
tion in which he was placed; ’’ 
♦.e., He occasionally wiped bis 
mouth on his knuckles. 

“ The proceedings were kept 
up until an advanced hour ; ” 
t.e., The Reporter left early. 

Social. 

“ / so sorry I ^ve forgot- 

ten to bring my Music ; ” i,e», 

1 ’m not ^oing to throw 
away my singing on these 
people. 

^^Dear me, this is a surprise 
to meet you here! I didnH, 
you see, know you were in 
Town)^^ ue,, By which I wish 
her to understand that I hadn’t 
seen that prominent account 
of her Mid-Lent dance {for 
which I had received no invi- 
tation) that appeared in last 
Thursday’s Morning Post. 

Never heard it recited 
better. Wonder you don't go 
the Stage ; ” ie., Then 



SOCIAL ECONOMY. 

** I *M WHITING TO ASK THE BeOWNS TO MEET THE 


Mrs. Scrooge, 

Joneses hbeb at Dinneb, and to the Joneses to meet the Beowns. 
We owe them both, you know.” 

Mr, Scrooge. **But I’ve heaed they’ve just Quabhelled, and 
don’t speak I ” 

Mrs, Scrooge, I know. They ’ll befose, and we needn’t give a 
Dinnek Pakty at all 1 ” 


one needn’t come and hear you ; 
now one can’t keep out of 
your way. 

Foe Show Sundat. 

“ Shall you have many Pictures in this yearf^^ i.e., He’ll jump 
for joy if he gets one in. 

‘ ‘ Is your big Picture going to Purlington Mouse or the Gros- 
venor f i.e,, They wouldn’t have it at an East -End Free Art Show. 
love, dear boy, Purne- Jones will have to look to his laurels 

(jreen mist and gawky girls, as usual ! 

** What Hove about your pictures, dear Mr, Stodge, is their Subtle 
Ideal treatment, so different, <S‘C. I*” ie., ’Tisn’t like anything 
on earth. 

Best thing you ^ve done for years, my boy ; and. mark my words, 
itHl create a sensation ! ^* i.e.. Everybody says it’ll be a great go, 
and I may as well be in it. 

**Entre nous, I donH think Millais^ landscape is to be compared 
with it f i.e., J should hope not — for Millais’ sake. 

Fancy hanging him on the line, and skying you! IV s too 
bad f ” ie., His picture is. 

“ Glad you haven’t gone in for mere ^pretty, pretty,’ time, 
old man ; ’’i.e.. It ’s ugly enou^ for a scarecrow. 

“ ATy iVs as mournfully impressive as a Millet ie.. 

Dull skies and dowdy peasants ! 

“ Well, it’s something in these days to see a picture one can get a 
laugh out of; ” ie.. Or at ! 

Auctioneebing. 

Every Modern Convenience;” i,e.. Electric-hells and discon- 
nected drain-pipes. 

“ Cheap and Commodious Flat ; ” i.e^ Seven small square rooms, 
with no outlook, at about the rent of a Hyde Park mansion. 

“ A Desirable Residence ; ” i.e.. To get out of. 

Plateoemitlaes. 

And thus bring to a triumphant issue the fight in which we are 
engaged;” ie,, Thank Heaven, I managed to get off my peroration 
all right. 

“ Our great Leader ; ” ie., That’s sure to make them cheer, and 
will give me time to think.” 


CUBATE.’^ 

g 'he Law Times mentions that 
otograph of a well-dressed and 
good-looking gentleman has been 
sent to it, with, the words <*My 
Advocate ” beneath. On the back 
are the name and address of a 
Solicitor.] 

Scene — Drowsiham Vicarage, 
Vicar and Family discovered 
seated at breakfast-table. 
Time— Present, 

The Vicar, I only advertised 
for a Curate iu last Satur- 
day’s Church Papers, and 
already I have received more 
than sixty applications by the 
post, all of them, apparently, 
from persons of the highest 
respectability, whose views, 
too, ballpen to coincide en- 
tirely with my own ! Dear 
me I I suppose these may be 
called the “ Clerical Unem- 
ployed.” 

Elder Daughter {giddily). 
Pal Have any of them sent 
photos ? 

Vicar, Yes, all of them. It 
seems to he the new method to 
inclose caries -de- visits with 
testimonials. 

Younger Daughter, Now 
I shall be able to fill up my 
Album! 

Elder Daughter {who has 
been running her eye over the 
pictures). This is the pick of 
the lot. Pa. Take him I Such 
endear! He ’s got an eyeglass, 
and whiskers^ and curly hair, 
and seems quite young! 
Younger Daughter {thought- 
” ). It ’s a pity we can’t lay 


fully). ^ . 

in two^ Curates while we are 
about it. 

Vicar, Hem! A rather nice- 
looking young man, certainly. 
Let’s see what he says about 
The new system saves a lot of trouble, as candidates for 

- J • 1- 


himself. . . , 

posts write down their qualifications on the back of their photographs, 

Elder Daughter {reading), “Views strictly orthodox.” Oh, 
bother views ! Here ’s something better — “Very Musical Voice ” — 
the darling ! He looks as if he had a musical voice. “Warranted 
not to go beyond fifteen minutes in preaching.” Delicious I 

Vicar’s Wife. I don’t know if the parishioners will like that. 

Both Daughters {together). But we shall ! 

Elder Daughter {continues reading), “Q,uite content to preach 
only in the afternoons. No attempts to rival Vicar’s eloquence.” 
What does he mean ? 

Vicar {cordially). I know! I think he’ll do very well. Just 
the sorUoi man I want I 

Elder Daughter. Ha! Listen to this! “Can play the banjo, 
and twenty-six games of lawn-tennis without fatigue.” The pet ! 

Younger Daughter, Perfectly engaging! Oh, Pa, wire to him 
at once ! 

Elder Daughter {turning pale). Stop! What is this? “Very 
steady and respectable. Mas been engaged to be married for past 
three years ! ” CsJLJiim engaging, indeed ! No chance of it. The 
wretch ! 

Younger Daughter. A Wolf in Sheep’s Clothing! Can’t you 
prosecute him, Pa ? 

Vicar {meditatively), I might— in the Archbishop’s Court. Really 
this new self -recommendation plan, though useful iu some ways, 
seems likely to disturb quiet households. And I’ve fifty-nine more 
photos to look at ! [,Retires to Study, succumbs to slumber. 

She Stoops to Conquer has been announced as in preparation 
at the Criterion and the Vaudeville. Miss Maey Mooee Miss 
WiNiEEiD Emebx as Miss Mardcastle, Which is to “ stoop,” and 
which to “ conquer?” Why not run it at both Houses ?— and, to 
decide, call in a jury of “ the G-OLDSMiTH’s^Company.” 


The Mateaie Row.— Goode, Baibd, and very indifferent. 
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THE IMPERIAL SOCIALIST. 

A Song of the Situation, Am — The King and I** Socialist Worhmmi sings 
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Emperor, “ I *m one of tof 1 ” 
The Kaiser swears that he can work ; 

So can I ! So can 1 1 
Strain and long: hours he will not shirk. 

Kor do I, nor do I. 

But he may work at his sweet will ; 

So they say, so they say. 

Whilst I must toil' my pouch to fill • 

A long day, a long day I 


Socialist, *‘Aiiii right, Mate, Then- 
So there ’s some difference I see 
Betwixt the Emperor and me. 

ETe hath his army and his ships ; 

. C^reat are they ! areat are they ! 
Ineir price, which my lean pocket nips, 

•xr 4. 1. ^ pay, I must pay. 
z et here he comes to grip my hand : i 

' That *a his plan, that 's his plan ; I 


—TAKE OFF YOUR CrOWN 1 " 

And at my side to take his stand. 
Working-man, working-man I 
Strange that such likeness there should be 
Betwixt the Emperor and me ! 

Bismarck, it seems, he does not trust ; 

ISTor do I, nor do I. 

He thinks the toiler’s claims are just ; 

So do I, so do I. 
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He ’s called a Conference of Kings, 

ITovel scheme, novel scheme ! 

To talk of Socialistic things — 

Pleasant dream, pleasant dream ! 

What difEerence, now, would Karl Ma-kx see 
Betwixt my Emperor and me ? 

The “International” they banned* 

That was vile, was vile. 

But now a similar thing they ’ve planned, 
Makes me smile, makes me smile. 
Labour world-over they ^11 discuss, 

Ear and near, far and near. 

Will it all end in futile fuss ? 

That ’s my fear, that ’s my fear, 

A difference of view I see 
Betwixt the Emperor and me. 

But here he comes to grip my fist. 

Pair and free, fair and free. 

Thinks he the chance I can’t resist ? 

We shall see, we shall see. 

I wear the Cap and he the Crown — 

Awkward gear, awkward gear I 
Is he content to put it down ? 

No, I fear ; no, I fear. 

If Workman I as Workman he. 

Perhaps he ’ll just change hats with me I 


. .1; ff ^ 



If : 1 1 1 sWnriTi ■ nvZta 11^ liTii 


iCTI il i ; V. iTO iTnTn iT 




AT THE "ZOO.” 

Arabella, “Oh, Ana Mr. Brown, let’s go to the Apeiary. I think 

THE Monkeys abb such pun 1” [He did not Propose that afternoon ! 


THE WAT TO THE TEMPLE. 

Dear Mr. Punch, Willesden Junction, 

Having been assured by a Phrenologist that my bump of 
locality is very highly developed, I attempted the other day— 
although a perfect stranger to London — to walk from Charing Cross 
to the Temple without inquiring the route. I had absolutely no 
assistance but a small map of Surbiton and the neighbourhood, from 
which I had calculated the general lie of the country, and a plain, 
ordinary compass, which I ha.d bought cheap because it had lost its 
pointer. I am not sure that the route I took was the most direct. 
But when, after several' hours’ walk, I found myself at Willesden 


said that he thought I might have to change at Battersea. He was 
a nice, bright little boy, and laughed quite merrily, 

I have now been at Willesden Junction for eighteen hours, and I 
have not yet secured a train for Chalk Farm, There have been 
several, but they have always gone from the platform which I had 
just left. So I have camped out on the 101th platform, and I intend 
to stop there till a train for Chalk Farm comes in. Of course the 
porters have remonstrated, and tried to explain where and when the 
tiain really does start. But I woidd sooner trust my natural 
instincts than any porter. That bright little boy has been twice to 
see how I am getting on. He brought two other boys last time. 
They all told me to stick to it, and seemed much amused—jirobably 
at the stupidityof those porters. But really, Mr, Punchy Willesden 
Junction ought to be simplified. It maybe all very well for me, 
with a phrenological aptitude for this sort of thmg ; but these 
different levels, platforms, and stairs must be very puzzling to less 
gifted people, such as the green young man from the country. 

But the last suggestion which I have to make is the most import- 
nt. There ought to be a great many more doors into the refoesh- 


ment-room,'and only one door out of it. I lost the thirteenth train 
for Chalk Farm by going out of the wrong door. One door out 
would be ample, and it should certainly be made— by an easy 
arrangement of pivots and pneumatic pressure — to open stiaight into 
the train for anywhere where you wanted to go. If this simple alter- 
ation cannot be made, Willesden Junction must be destroyed at once, 
route and branch ; or removed to Hampton Court, to take the place 
of the present absurdly easy Maze. I am, Mr, Punch, 

Your humble and obedient Servant, Phrenitic. 


HNIYERSITY IHTELLIOEKCE, 

{New Physical Examination'^ Style,) 

Oxford, April 1, 1890. 

The Regius Professor of High Jumping will commence his Course 
of Lectures, accompanied, in the way of illustration, by a practical 
exhibition of several physical tours deforce on the spare ground at 
the hack of the Parks, at some hour before 12 o’clock this morning. 
Candidates for honours in Hurdle Racing, Dancing, and Throwing 
the Hammer, are requested to leave their names at the Professor of 
Anthropometry’s, at his residence, in the new Athletic Schools, on 
or before the 3rd inst. The subject selected for the next Term’s 
Prize Physical Essay Composition, which will have on the reading 
to be practically and personally illustrated by several feats of tbe 
successful oaudidate himself, will he “ Leap YearP 


LIGHT AND ATRT. 

Rejected ! in had grammar I declare 
I can’t forget this year, nor yet that Ayr 1 


The Recording Angel in the Hohse, or the Q-al in the 
CIallerx. — “ Que didble allait-elle faire dans cette ^ galerie,^^^ 
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MODERN TYPES. 

{By Mr, PuncJCs Own Type- Writer, ) 

No. YII.— THE PATRON OP SPORT. 

In' order to qualify properly for tlie patronage of sport, a 
must finally abandon any vestiges of re&iement wMcli may remain 
to him after a youth spent mainly in the nse of strong language, 
and the abuse of strong drink. The future patron, who has enjoyed 
for some years the advantages of a neglected training^ in the 
privacy of the domestio circle, will have been sent to a pubEc school. 
Like a vicious book, he will soon have been “ called in,’^ though not 
until he has been cut by those who may have been brought in 
contact with him. Having thus left his school for his schooPs good, 
he^ will find no dij0S.culty in persuading his parents that the hign 
spirits of an ingenuous youth, however distasteful they may have 
been to the ridiculous prejudices of a pedantic Head Master, are 
certain to be properly appreciated by the officers of a crack Regiment. 
He will, therefore, decide to enter tiie Army, and after pursuing his 
Mduous studies for some time at the various Music Halls and drink- 
ing saloons of the Metropolis, he will administer a public reproof to 
the Civil Service Commissioners, by declining on two separate 
occasions to pass the examination for admission into Sandhurst. 

He will then inform his father that he is heavily in debt, and, 
having borrowed money from his tailor, he 
will disappear from the parental ken, to 
turn up again, after a week, without his 
watch, his scarf-pin, or his studs. This 
freak will be accepted by his relatives as a 
convincing proof of his fitness for a financial 
career, and ne wiU shortly be transferred to 
the City as Clerk to a firm of Stockbrokers. 

Here his versatile talents vTill have full 
scope. He will manage to reconcile a some- 
what lax attention to the details of business 
with a strict regularity in his attendance at 
suburban race-meetings. Nothing will be 
allowed to stand-in ms way when he pur- 
sues the shadow of pleasure through the 
most devious windings' into the lowest 
haunts. Eor him the resources of dissi- 
pation are never exhausted. Pot-houses 
provide him with cocktailsj restaurants 
rumish him with elaborate dmners, tailors 
array him in fine clothes, hosiers coUar him 
up to the chin, and cover his breast with 
immaculate fronts. The master-pieces of 
West-End jewellers, hatters, and boot-^ 
makers, sparkle on various portions of his 
person; he finds in a lady step-dancer a 
goddess, and in Guide a Bible ; he 

sups, he swears, he drinks, and he gam- 


* ■. *■ 







hies, and, finally, he attains to the summit of earthly feHoity by 


finding himself mentioned under a nickname in the paragraphs of a 
sporting organ. 

Havmg about the same time engaged in a midnight brawl with an 
undersized and middle-aged cabman, he appears the next morning 
in a Police Court, and, after being fined forty shillings, is hailed as a 
hero by his companions, and recognised as a genuine Patron of Sport 
by the world at large. Henceforward his position is assured. He 
becomes the boon companion of Music-hall Chairmen, and lives on 
terms of intimate vifigarity mth Money-lenders, who find that it 
pays to take a low interest in the pleasures, in order the more 
easily to obtain a high interest on the borrowings, of reckless 
young men. 

In company with these associates, and with others of more or less 
repute, the Patron of Sport sets the seal to his patronage by becoming 
a member of a so-called Sporting Club, at which professional pugilists 
batter one another in order to provide excitement for a mixed 
assemblage of coarse and brainless rowdies and the feeble toadies 
ymo dance attendance upon them. Here the Patron is at his best 
Though he has never worn a glove in anger, nor 
pidee(l taken the smallest part in any genuine athletic exercise, he 
is as free with his opinions as he is unsparing of the adjectives 
whorewith he adorns them. He talks learnedly of “upper-cuts” 
and cross-counters,” and grows humorous over “mouse-traps,” 
j>fie-mjers on the mark,” and “ the flow of the ruby.” Having 
abwrbed four wMskeys-and- soda, he will observe that “ if a fellow 
rerases to toam properly, he must expect to be receiver-general,” 
and, after lighting his tenth cigar as a tribute, presumably, to the 
lung power of the combatants, will indulge in some moody reflec- 
nons <m the dj^ay of British valour and the general degeneracy of 
Englishmen. He will then drink liqueur brandy out of a claret 
glass, and, having slapped a sporting soHcitor on the back and dug 
m the ribs a gentleman jockey who has been warned off the course, 
he will tread on the toes of an inoffensive stranger who bop allowed 


himself to be elected a member of the Club under the mistaken 
impression that it was the home of sportsmen and the sanctuary of 
honest boxers. After duly characterising the stranger’s eyes and 
his awkwardness, the Patron vdE resume* his seat near the ropes, 
and wiR stare vacnously at the brilliant gathering of touts, loafers, 
parasites, usurers, book-makers, broken-down racing men, seedy 
soldiers, and over-fed City men who are assembled round the room. 
Inspired by their society with the conviction that he is assisting in 
an important capacity in the revival of a manly sport, he will adjust 
Ms hat on the back of his head, rap with his gold-headed cane upon 
the floor, and call “ Time I ” — a humorous sally wMoh is always much 
appreciated, especially when the ring is empty. After witnessing 
tne first three rounds of the next competition, he will rise to depart, 
and observing a looking-glass, vidll excite the laughter of his friends 
and the admiration of the waiters by sparring one round with his 
own reflection, finally falling into the arms of a companion, whom 
he adjures not to mind him, but to sponge up the other fellow. 

After this exploit a supper-club receives him, and he is made 
much of by those of both sexes who are content to thrive temporarily 
on the money of a friend. He will then drive a hansom through the 
streets, and, having Ipocked over a hot potato-stall, he will compen- 
sate the proprietor with a round of Joaths and a five-pound note. 

In appearance the Patron of Sport is unwholesome. The bloom 
of youth vanished from Ms face before he ceased to be a boy ; he 
assumes the worn and sallow mask of age 
before he has fairly begun to be a man. 
His hair is thin, and is carefully flattened 
by* the aid of unguents, his dress is jlashy, 
Ms moustache tliiok. In order the more 
closely to imitate a true sportsman, he 
wears a baggy overcoat, vdth large buttons. 
Yet he abhors all kinds of honest exercise, 
and, in the days of his prosperity, keeps a 
small brougham with yellow wheels. Soon 
after he reaches the age of tMrty, he begins 
to feel the effects of his variegated life. He 
fails in landing a big coup on the Stock 
Exchange, and loses much money over a 
Newmarket meeting, in which he plunges 
on a succession of rank outsiders, whom a 
set of rascals, more cunning than himself, 
have represented to him as certainties. His 
position on the Stock Exchange becomes 
shaky, and he attempts to restore it by 
embarking vdth a gang of needy rogues on 
a first-class “roping” transaction, m con- 
nection with a prize-fight in Spain. Having, 
however, been exposed, he is shunned by 
most of those who only heard of the swindle 
when it was too late to join in it. 

TMs is the beginning of the end. He 
,, , becomes careless of Ms appearance ; vrith I 

the decrease of his means Ms coats become shiny, and his cuffs more i 
and more frayed. Eventually he falls into a state of sodden im- 
X rcEeyed by occasional flashes of delirium tremens, and dies . 
at the age of thirty-six, regretted by nobody except the faithful 
Dull-dog, whose silver collar was the last thing he pavnied* 


A New* Opera (in Preparation). 

Now here/s a grand effect. They all say, “We swear ! ” 
Ihen there’s a magnificent “ Oath Chorus ! How do you propose 
to treat that? 

Composer. Oath Chorus ? In D Major, 


A Paoe PROM AN” Imperial Note-Book. — So far so good. Q-ot 
rid the Grand Old ChanoeUor and the rest of that crew — "without 
much of a row! Been civil to my English Uncle, the ]^e and 
the Democrats. Can’t be idi^ so vrhat shall I do next? Why not 
take a trip to America where I might stand for President ? If I pro- 
pose extending trip to Salt Lake, would have to go en gar con. Or I ■' 
mght see if I could not get a little further than Stanley in Africa. 
When I retened might verite a book to be called, The JBxira 
D^p-JEdged JBlack Continent, Or why not turn painter ? With a 
httle practice wuld soon cut out all the Old Masters, native and 
loreim. And if I gave my mind to poetry, why Goethe and Heinte 
woiud be Bimnly nowhere ! How about horse-racing ? A Berlin 
Derby Day ‘womd make my English cousins ‘ ‘ sit up.” And sermons, 
there s somethmg to be done in sermons ! I believe I could compose 
s-s ^ discourse as anv of my Court obaplains. And then, pos- 
ably, I might be qualified to do that which would satisfy the 
sharpest craving of my loftiest ambition — I might write for Punch! 

[So he shall. He shall “ write for Pwneh^^ enclosing stamps, and the 
Number shall he sent to M ‘ 
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PLAY-TIME. 

Since the first Hi^ht, if hearsay eyidence can be accepted, as I 
didn’t see premiere, Mr. Sugden must have immensely improved 
his Touchstone, He plays it now with much dry, guaint humour, 
and when I saw him in the part last week, every line told with a 
decidedly discriminating but appreciative audience. His scenes 
with that capital Audrey, Miss Marion Lea^ and with William, 
were uncommonly good. 1 confess I was surprised, Mr. Botjrchxesr 
—but now an amateur, now thus — gives Jagties^ immortal speech of 

All the world’s a stage,” in a thoroughly natural and uncon- 
ventional manner, chiefiy remarkable for the absence of every 
gesture or tone that could make it a mere theatrical recitation by 
a modern professional reciter at a pie-nic. Mrs. Lanotrt’s Rosalind 
IS charming, her scenes with Orlando being as pretty a piece of 
acting as any honest playgoer could wish to see. And what a 
pretty Lamb is she they call Beatrice who plays Rhcele ! What a 
^eetj gentle, restful play it is I How unlike these bustling times I 
To witness this idyllic romance as it is put on at the St. James’s, 
is as if one had stepped aside out of “ the movement,” had bid 
adieu for a while to the madding crowd, and had plunged into the 
depths of the forest of Arden, to mud a tranguil “ society of friends,” 
among whom, under the greenwood tree, one can rest and be thankful. 

I was curious to see how Alexander “the (G-etting) Great” 
would comport himself as the hero of light farce, associated as he 
has always hitherto been 
with heroes of romance and 
high comedy. The theatre- 
going public and his admirers 
— the terms are synony- 
mous— may breathe again. 

Alexander is surprisingly 
good as -Dr. Bill, and the 
serious earnestness with 
which ^ he invests the part 
intensifies the drollery of 
the complications. And to 
think that the adapter of 
this gay and festive piece 
should be none other than 
the sentimental troubadour, 
song-writer and composer, 
author of a Lyceum Tragedy 
and other similar trifies, Mr. 

Hamilton AidIiI! “Sir,”^^ 
in future will Hamilton 
Ainii: say, when being inter- 
viewed by a Manager, “I 
will now read you my Five 

Act Tragedy entitled ’’..“Hang your tragedies I” will the 

Manager exclaim, “Give me a farce like ‘ Dr. my boy!” 

And once more will the poet put his pride and his tragedy in one 
pocket, and aU the money which the Comic Muse will give him in 
the other, I back the argumentum ad pochetum against the Tragic 
Muse. 

How capitally it is played I Miss Brough excellent ; and so also is 
Mr. Chevalier, who entirely loses his own identity in his make-up, 
and is not to be recognised at aU, save for a few mannerisms. 
Charming housemaid is pretty Miss Marie Linden ; and the idiotic 
youth, George Webster, played by Mr. Benjamin Webster,— two 
Websters rolled into one, — ^is very funny. But they’re all as good 
as they can be. I congratulate Alexander the (Getting) Great, 
who, for pecuniary reasons, I should like to be, were I not 

Diogenes Out oe the Tub. 

The Bitter Cry of the Dramatic Critic. 

These dull Matinees I 
Wretched plays I must see ! 

But, alas, ’tis no play, 

And there ’s no peace for me ! ” 





The Kan-Kan (-garoo) Dance. 


’Tis the voice of the Critic 
I hear him complain, 

“ One more afternoon ! 

Fools I they ’re at it again ! 


Le Sport” in Bouverie Street. 

The excellent columns of “This Morning’s News” in the Daily 
Neios the other day were endowed with fresh interest 1^ an announce- 
ment made with respect to the Emperor of Austria. It runs thus : — 
“ When informed that on the Imperial preserves in the neighbourhood of 
Vienna the first snipe had been seen, the passionate huntsman said, *1 am 
exceedingly sorry, but I 've no time for them this week.’ ” 

Every one has heard of ‘ ‘ The Hunting of the Snark ; ” but tbis is the 
first time reference has been pubHcly made to the hunting of the Snipe. 

AT the first botanic GARDEN SHOW. MARCH 26. 
Himantophvllums and Cyclamens were thereto he seen. 

And some pretty baskets full of strawb’rriesfrom Englefield Green. 


OUR ADVERTISERS. 

High Life, Commercial, Trading, aji^d Other. 

T he BEST SCREENED DUCAL KNOBBLES.— As sup, 
direct from the ancestral estates of His Grace the Dtike oi 
Wagover. 


T he BEST SCREENED DUCAL KNOBBLES.— This fashion. 

able coal, throwing down a pleasing and prettily-coloured bu1 
plentiful light blue ash, is now confidently recommended to th< 
general public, by His Grace the Duke of Wagover, who begs tc 
inform ms numerous patrons and clients that he has now completec 
his final arrangements to enable him entirely to relinguish his untie* 
in the Upper House of the Legislature, for the purpose of being fre< 
to devote the whole of his time to the personal supervision of th€ 
working of the lucrative seams recently discovered on his family 
estate. Orders, that should he accompanied by postal orders oi 
cheque, maybe sent direct to His Grace, addressed either to Wagovei 
Castle, or to his town residence in Belgrave Square, S. W. 


T he best screened ducal knobbles.— N.B. Customers 

are respectfully invited to note that the Ducal Arms, Coronet 
and Family Tree, are properly blazoned on every sack on deKvery, 
as a guarantee that the coal supplied is that now offered at the 
extremely low figure of 28s. a ton as “Ducal Knobbles,” screened 
under the immediate supervision of His Grace’s own eye. 


T he EARL’S PICKLED PIES.— These delicious breakfast-table 
delicacies (now the rage everywhere) can be obtained by 
special arran^ment, at any pastrycook’s, cheesemonger’s, or grocer’s 
in the Three Kingdoms. A Noble Earl having by an agreement with 
his head-keeper and chief tenants, secured the right oi shooting his 
own ground game, has commenoed on his own estate the mamuac- 
tnre, for which he has taken out patent rights, of the above celebrated 
“ rabbit ” pies, the demand for which has so increased that for the 
last six months his house has never contained a shootiag-paxty of 
less than ten guns at a time, that have all been busily engaged at 
making a bag for their manufacture, continually, from moming 
till night. An analyst, writing to the Stethoscope, says, “/ have 
examined a sample of the pie sent me* It appears to he all rabbit, 
I cannot discover a particle of cat in it anywhere^'* 


T he exclusive society introduction syndicate. 

"With the above appellation, a Company has been organised, 
under the Direction of an Impecunious Duchess, assisted by a Com- 
mittee of Upper Class Ladies, whose waut of ready money has 
become urgent, for the purpose of selling, at a fixed sale of prices, to 
any low-bred parvenue who can afford to pay for it, the ewirea to 
those exclusive and hitherto unapproachable circles to which they, 
by the accident of their birth and family connections, possess the 
privilege of offering and securing an introduction. 

H igh class social privileges.— the exclusive So- 
ciety Introduction Syndicate beg to direct the attention 
of enterf)rising and ambitions aspirants to the advantages of an 
introduction to various social privileges of a High Class and Exclu- 
sive character, to the fact that the following “items,” that have 
been carefuUy thought out, and priced according to scale, conform- 
ably with the present condition of the social market, are now 
offered for their^consideration : — 

Invitation and admission to a “ crush ” in the neighbour- s, d, 
hood of Belgrave Square (without introduction to Host 

or Hostess) • 21 0 0 

Ditto, ditto, (with introduction) . . . . . . 31 10 0 

Ditto, ditto, at Bayswater, or West Kensington . • , 1 11 6 

Five o’cloci tea, including introduction to Leading Actor, 

Royal Academician, Distinguished Literary Man, or 
other celebrity . . . . . ^ . . , 10 10 0 

Same privilege enjoyed at telect little dinner-party of 

eight 26 5 0 

Other “Social Privileges” provided according to the special 
requirements of the case. Underbred people, with no position, but 
possessing means, may be launched under the protection of oarefuRy 
selected Chaperons, into the very best Society, on applying personally 
to the Manageress. 

D ining with a duchess.— the exclusive society 

INTRODUCTION SYNDICATE beg to inform their patrons 
and clients that their charge for satisfactorily securing them this 
eminent and obvious social advantage is,^ at the present moment, 
through the rare opportunity due to financial losses incurred recently 
by several distinguished Noble Families, only one hundred and fifty 
gnineas. This sum does not include any personal introduction, but 
the latter may be arranged for with or without three minutes’ con- 
versation over a cup of tea later in the course of the evening by the 
payment of the comparatively small additional fee of fifty guineas 
extra. 
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«THE GIFT HORSE/^ 

]^ITER look a gift liorse in the month ? Moighty foine, 
Bat how if Qie crayture is not worth its kape ? 

Faix, it isn’t the nag for a stable o* moine. 

Oive doubts of its blood and oi don’t loike its shape. 

V^at ! we ought to accipt it and think it an honour ? 

We moight do that same did we not know the donor ! 

Oh, I grant ye it’s big, and I grant ye it ’s bould, 

A blood-looking Bucephalus iyery inch ; 

But its oi if ye look, Sorr, is cruel and could, 

And that big afi-hind leg has a fidgety fimch. 

Oi ’d git out ay the way ay its heels moighty quick, 

For I fancy the baste has a botherin’ ki(^ I 

It looks all yery well in the iront, to be shure, 

Though I don’t loike. the way that it lays back its ears, 
your sate in the saddle had need be secure 
If it lash out behoind, as it couldy oiye me fears. 

By the sowl of St. Pat, oi ’d as soon risk a spill 

From those blayguard buck-jumpers of Buffalo Bill ! 

^ ^ jabers that U not what we ’re afther. 

We'd breed for burselres if they ’d giye us a bhance, 

B-^oxm, ye stand there wid an oi fuU o’ laughter, 
r e divil, we know that cool optical dance. 

Ume the comether on us then, would ye, ye wag, 

Wid this ‘‘ gmerous ” gift of a dangerous nag 

All shenamgin’i that ’s what it is, sheer pnrtence : 

such chaff I 

take it, — and take no offence. 

And thin it ’s yo^self as ’ud just haye the laugh. 

It ix^y do for the North, but won’t suit us down South ; 

So, Fabnbl z, my boy, take a s quint at its mouth ! 

she - 


DTORAVEN. 

{Verses from the VoTy Latest Version,) 

Once on a Commission dreary satDcNRAVEW, worn and weary. 
Hearing many a snuffling Hebrew, many a Sweater’s victim poor, 
Oft he nodded, nearly dozing, but, on the Commission’s closing, 
Soheined out a Beport, supposing that by such Eeport he ’d score. 
Tone it down,” his colleagues muttered ; “ like a sucking-dove let ’s 
G-ently purr, and nothing more.” [roar, 

* * * * m 

“Bethose words our sign of parting!” cried Dotrayen, swiftupstart- 
Sweating ’s an accursed system, but if now our toil is o’er, [ing ; 
leave twaddle as sole token of the swelling words we ’ye spoken. 
Public faith in us is broken ! Bah I I quit, I “ bust,” boil o’er ! 
Take my seat, sign your Report, about such bosh my spirit bore ? ” 
Cluoth Dcnrayen, “Nevermore!” 


ROBERT TRIHUMFUNT! 


I ONL^opes as most of my thowsands of readers took my strait 
tip last wensday morning, and got their 9 to 4 against the winner, 
if not it most suttenly wasn’t my fault. My directions was as clear 
as daynght. ‘ Dark morning, dark blew carnt lose.” And wosent 
it a dark morning? and wosent it luvly arterwuds? Any of my 
wipers may send my 5 per sent commishun to the hoffice as ushal, 
and they will all receye a copy of my emortle Book by post. 

It was a p-^eckly lovely race! fust Cambridge got fust, then 
,Hoxtord got fust and Cambridge second, and so on all through, 
but m course Hoxford wun as I proffysized. 

I seed aU the River Terns Conserwatives, with the Right Honnerabel 

carmly at rest in their 

bootffool Steam Bote, a trying for to look as if they wasn’t responsibel 
for ^ the hundreds of thousands of people as lined all the banks of 
the River a giving ome safely. Many on ’em I remarked kept on a 
msappearmg down below ewery now and then, probberbly to seek 
tnat strengthening of the system so worry nessessery under such 
trying suckemstances. Upon the hole, I wentares werry humbly to 
pronounce it to be one of the werry sucksessfullest races of moddun 
^mes, which I bleeves means about 6 years. Robert. 





MR. PUNCH APPEARS AT TI 

Much have I seen and k 
And mannerfl, climates, c 
Myself not least, but hon 
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SONG SENTIMENTIANA. 

(A Delightful “ All-the- Tear ’Hound ” llesort 
for the Fashionable Composer,) 

Example II.—Showing how cuihottsly 
Retentive is the Lover’s Memory, 

Tis ninety years ago, love ! 

It seems but yestermorn 

"We sat upon the snow, love, 

And watch’d the golden corn ! 

I mind the bitter wind, love— 

I mind it well, although 

The wind I say I mind, love, 

Blew ninety years ago I 

The plongh stood on the hill, love — 

The horse stood in the plough ! 

And both were standing still, love — 

I seem to see them now ! 

The lamb frisk’d in the glen, love — 

A stranger he to whoa ! 

And so was I— but then, love, 

’Twas ninety years ago ! 

The roses by the way, love. 

Were large and, on, so fair I 

And so they are to-day, love. 

For all I know—or care ! 

And softly unto thou, love. 

While yet among the snow, 

I breathed that fatal vow, love, 

Of ninety years ago ! 

A “ Fishino Inteeeogatoet.” — “ What’s 
this new French book on angling ? ” asked 
Mrs. R., who is not very well up in the 
, French language and literature. “ I be- 
;iieve,” she went on, “it is called The Bait 
, Humane, I do hope it is against the cruel 
i practice of putting live worms on a hook, 
; which is so cruel.”— [It is supposed that our 
' dear Mrs. R. has heard some mention of La 
, Bite Humaine, — Ed.] 


TIT FOR TAT. 

Captain PuUem (having just effected a ^*Swop” with his Friend), *^2Tow, I ’ll bb straight 
WITH YOU, Old Man. That Horse you ’ve gqt from me is a bit of a Orib-biter 1 ” 
Friend, “Oh, don’t mention it, Old Chap, You’ll find mine to be a confirmed 
Runaway 1 ” 


Mr. Yal Prinsep, A.R.A., having tempora- 
rily dissociated himself from the paint-brush 
and canvas, by which he has made name 
and fame, continues his novel Virginie, In 
the present chapter he incidentally gives a 
description of the service of Mass in the good 
Ahhi Leroux^s parish church, which is a 
triumph of imagination and subtle hnmonr. 
No wonder “ the Able Leroux was scandal- 
ised,” when the service had been turned 
topsy-turvy, the credo put before the gloria^ 
and a young person among Ms congregation, 
;^ping all oth^ voices, was singing a solo 1 
he] 

or an Aggrieved Parishioner ? Three cheers 
for Facile Prinsep’ s novel ! 

In Plain Tales from the Hills^ by Mr. 
Rudtabd Kipiing, the jaded palate of the 
“ G-eneral Reader ” will recognise a new and 
pignant flavour. In places the manner sug- 
gests an Anglo-Indian Bret Harte, and there 
IS perhaps too great an abundance of phrases 
and local allusions which will he dark sayings 
to the uninitiated. But the stories show a 
quite surprisinir knowledge of life, a fami- 
liarity with military, civil, and native society, 
and a command of pathos and hnmonr, wMoh 
have already won a reputation for the author. 
Few can read Beyond the Bale^ The Arrest 
of Lieutenant Golightly, The Story of 
Muhammed Din^ The Germ Destroyer^ and 
The Madness of Private Ortheris^ for example, 
without admiratiou for the versatility which 
can cover so wide a range, and impress, 
amuse, or touch with the same ease and 
epigrammatic conciseness. 

Baron db Booh- Worms & Co. 


OUR BOOKING-OPFICE. 

Advice to those who are about to give 
Easter presents — send to Macmillan’s for 
“The Nursery * Alice,’ ” who re-appears “ as 
fresh as paint,” that is, with twenty-four of 
“Our Mr. Tenniel’s” illustrations, coloured 
by Miss Gertrude Thomson, under his direc- 
tion. 

The Universal Beview is specially note- 
worthy for a short play by Mr. w. L. Court- 
net, entitled, Kit Marlow^ s Death, Mr. 
Bourchier of the St. .Tames’ s, so it is 
stated, is going to add this “Kit” to his 
theatrical wardrobe. Some of the stage- 
directions, — such, for instauce, as “ They 
pour out wine in his cup^ which he swal~ 
tows,^^ and “ The others laugh at Nash’s 
expense^y — are well worth aR the money that 
the spirited purchaser may have paid for tMs 
almost priceless work. In the same Magazine, 
the coloured frontispiece of “ Count Tolstoy 
at HomeP showing the Count, not laboi^iug 
in the fields of literature, but simply guiding 
the plough, is as good as the article on the 
Kreutzer Sonata is interesting ; and interest- 
ing also is the paper entitled, “ Mnsings in 
an English Cathedral,” by the De^in of 
Gloucester,— henceforth to be known as “A 
Musing Dean.” 

Mr. Andrew Lang in LongmanU—oi: 
rather Lang^man^s — Magazine, is still stop- 
ping at “ The Sign of The SMp ” — [The’Baron 
moves “that the words ‘and Turtle’ be in- 
serted after ‘ Ship ’ ”] — and as he has recently 
been delighting ns with wanders in the land 
of Ham, it will gratify his readers to learn, 
that he is now ceasing to he “ All for ‘Hur,’ ” 
in order to join the author of She in a plot 
for a new romance. They are undeterred by 
the eye of Detective Rdnciman, I wish 
success to Merry Andrew Longnid in this col- 
laboration. In tMs same Lang^man^s Mag,, 


THE ROOT OF THE MATTER. 

( The Sporting M, P, *8 Straight Tip to Trevelyan , ) 

In the intervals of Sport 
M.P.’s vamp the country’s work, 
Therefore cut the Sessions short, 
Supplementary Sessions shirk. 

Must have time to pot the grouse, 

Must have time to hook the salmon, 
Spoil onr Sport to help the House ? 
Gammon ! ! ! 

L ost, somewhere between Land’s End 
and John O’ Groat’s, a highly-treasured 
heir-loom, known as the “British Sense of 
Fair Play.” It disappeared immediately 
after the issuing of the Report of the Parnell 
Commission, and has never been seen or heard 
of since. Many applicants have claimed to 
have re-discovered it ; hut, from Sir R-ch-rd 
W-BST-B and Sir W-ll-m H-rc-rt, to 
L-rd D-nr-v-n, and (last and least) Sir 
W. M-rr-tt, all have absolutely failed to 
substantiate their claims. Any Public Man, 
of whatever party, who can prove his pos- 
session of the lost treasure, by making a 
speech embodying a judicial survey of the 
Judges’ Rejport, without party - feeling, 
special pleading, or paltry spite, will, on 
applying personally to Mr, Punch, be Hand- 


.EWARDED ! ! I 


PDT THIS IN YOTJR PIPE. 
[Pipe-Major McKELLARbas thrown doubts upon 
the pretty and pathetio story of “Jessie Brown 
of Lucknow.”] 

Our faith to the winds yon would chuck now. 
Concerning that Legend of Lucknow. 

That sweet Scottish girl 
Never heard the pipes “ skirl ? ” 

Come ! TMs is mere sceptical muck now ! 

The Ross-shire Bnfls’ slogan I’ll wager 
Will survive many stories much sager. 

Our faith in the tale 
Is confirmed, and won’t fail 
At the word of a single Pipe-Major^ 
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MUSICAL NOTES. 

I HAVE just received Fiobiah 
PascaIi’s Music composed for Tra 
la la Tosca^ published by Joseph 
Williams of Berners Street. 
Justice was not done to it on the 
stage at the Royalty, but there 
are two morg^aux m it which 
ought to become popular; one 
being a song entitled Her Eye^^^ 
which, were it wedded to serious 
words, would be highly popular 
as a contralto song, just as Sulli- 
van’s charming Httsh a bye 
BaconP in Cox and Box^ became 
‘ ‘ Birds of the NighV^ Then the 
Gavotte in this book is as grace- 
ful and catchmg as the Garrotte 
de Louis Treize, and would be 
in great request with orchestras 
and bands everywhere. 

Rlein’s Musical Notes of the 
Year, a useful and trustworthy 
historical record, was sent to me. 
andnot “ de-KLEiN’d with thanks.” 
I have just heard that there is a 
new pick-me-up called “Zingit.” 
What it is I don’t know, and I 
haven’t as yet come across the 
inevitable big advertisement ; but 
what 1 have ascertained is, that 
Mr. Edwaed Solomoh, who is 
now weariBg the diamond scarf- 
pin presented to him by the 
Guards whom he led on to victory 
in their recent burlesque engage- 
ment, has composed a polka or 
waltz which bears the name of 
“ Zingit^^ and which might bear 
on the wrapper, “ If you can’t 
play it, or dance it, Zing it,” 

{Signed) Otto Piccolo (dti 
Conserv atoike) . 


Mr. Hubert Vos requests the 
honour of our company at his 
studio near Vauxhall Bridge. 
Very sorry: couldn’t get there. 
“ Sic Vos non vohis?^ 


A “Scratch Compant.”— A 
Cat Show,” 



WHAT OITR ARTIST HAS TO PUT UP WITH-AND 
HOW HE RETALIATES. 

She, “Oh, he mat be a Genius. Bur I confess I don't cars 
FOR the society OF GENIUSES !” 

JJe, “How VERY Personal of you 1 It’s as if I were to 
CONFESS I didn’t CARE FOR THE SOOIBIY OF HANDSOME WOMEN 1 *’ 


WHERE MARRIAGES ARE 
MADE. 

The application for a licence to 
marry at St. George’s, Albemarle 
Street, made by the Jeuioi Peb- 
MiBR, Qi C., on behalf of the Rev. 
Dr. Kee Geat, was opposed by 
Canon Capel Curb, of St. 
George’s, Hanover Square, the 
Hymeneal Temple par excellence 
of the Metropolis. Dr. Teisteam, 
with traditional Shandyan cau- 
tion, said he would “take time to 
consider his decision.” Should 
Dr. Time he adverse to the oppo- 
nents, tihen will the Minister with 
the sad-dog name of “ Keb 
Geax” become the Canon’s hete 
noire. If the decision he t’other 
way, then Kbe Geat may twit 
the Canon with being “ a regular 
Cure,” and might compose a 
chant on the old lines of 
“ A Cure, a Cure, a Cure, a Cure, 
Oh isn’t he a Cure ! ” 

While the Canon could retaliate 
with a parody on Old Hog 
Tray:^ 

“ The chapel’s far too near, 

But p’raps another year 
May put a stop to old Kbr Gray'.” 

In the meantime, the affair 
being sub [Funch-and-) judice, 
we refrain from farther com- 
ment, and wish luck to both 
Reverend Gentlemen. 


SENTENCE RE- VERSED. 

’Gin a body meet a body 
On the Oueen’s highway, 
And a body kiss a body, 

Won’t a body pay ? 

Mony a lassie has a temper. 

Mony a beak is stern ; [bob, 
At six weeks’ qnod, and fourteen 
The lesson’s hard to learn. 


Too Much a Matter of 
Course.— Cruelty to Hares. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, 

EXTRACTED PRCM THE DIARY CP TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, March 24. — Prince Arthur 
explained in speech nearly two hours long the bearings of Irish Land 
Purchase Bill. In course of his exwsition the happy accident by 
which civilised man is furnished with two coat-tails was strikingly 
iUnstrated. On the Treasury Bench, behind Prince Arthur, sat, 
on either hand, Old Moealitx and Joeim. Supposing the Prince 
had had only one coat-tail, differences might have arisen between 
his two right hon. friends ; sure at some period of the prolonged 
speech to come into personal contact if both pulling at same rope. 
But the liberal sartorial arrangements which. Arthur shared iu 
common with less distinguished Members provided a coat-tail apiece ; 
so when idea or suggestion occurred to him, Old Morality tugged 
at the right-hand one, and when Joeim had a happy thought he 
hauled away on the left. 

^ As both their minds were seething with ideas, Arthur had a lively 
time of it, and complications of Bm grew in entanglement. J nst as 
he was assuming, for the sake of argument, that an advance of 
30 millions had been made under the Act for the Purchase of Land 
in Ireland, and that seventeen years was about the average value 
under Lord Ashbourne’s Act, there was a sudden tug of the right 
coat-tail; Prince leaned over in that direction; Old Morality 
whispered in his ear. 

“ Exactly ! ” said the Prince ; “ I was just going to show that the 
instalment of 4 per cent, on the advance of 30 millions is £1,200,000 
a year. Very well ; suppose that in one year, though the hypothesis 
is utterly impossible, that not one single sixpence of annuity is paid. 
How would that he ? ” (Here the left coat-tail was observed to be 


violently agitated, and Arthur leaning over, Joeim half-rising, 
eagerly explained something.) 

“ Precisely. My right non. friend reminds me, what indeed I 
was just about to show, that there would be first the £200, 000 reserve 
fund; secondly, there would he the £200,000 annual probate grant; 
thirdly, £40,000 of the new Exchequer contribution, and £75,000 of 
the quarter per cent, local per-centage, and there would be besides 
that £1,118,000 of tenants’ reserve. So that without touching the 
£5,000,000, which was the landlords’ fifth, and without touching a 
sixpence of the contingent portion of the guarantee fund, you would 
have £1,633,000 to meet the call of £1,200,000.” 

This prospect of boundless wealth, more especially the familiar 
way of putting it, making it quite a personal matter for each 
Member that he would have £1,633 000 to meet a call of £1,200,000, 
was designed to have soothing effect on audience; would, indeed, 
have succeeded in that direction hut for the ooat-tau accompaniment. 

“JoKiM,” said Haecourt, “is too susceptible in his paternal 
feelings. YYe know now who is the father of the progeny. 
Arranged that Balfour shall bring it in for christening ceremony ; 
shall dandle it in his arms, and dilate on its excellences ; hut every- 
one can tell from the excited manner, the eager interruption, the 
restless hovering round the cradle, that Jokim: is the father.” 

Business Land Purchase Bill brought in. 

Tuesday. Lawson sprang a mine to-night.^ House, as 
everyone knows, engaged for nearly fortnight in discussing question 
whether it should thank Judges for their services in connection with 
Parnell Commission. A desperate struggle finally resulted in 
decision to pass Vote of Thanks. Lawson wants to know whether 
Old Morality has conveyed the thanks to the Judges; and if so, 
what had they said in reply ? Question put without notice. Rather 
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starves Old Moeauty. Pact is, never occurred to him that any- suddenly snfifused with genial smile, and Lis portly body gently 
thing had to be done in supplement of passing Yote of Thanks. There shook with laughter. 

it was ; Judges might, in passing, call in and take it home with “ Ah ! ” said J. G-. TaI30t, mournfully regarding him through his 
them; or it might be forwarded, at owner’s risk, by Parcel-Post or spectacles; “he’s thinking of the Old ’un,” meaning the late joke. 


Pickf ord’s. Y ery awkward thing 
thus springing these questions on 
a Minister. Couldn’t even, right 
ofi, say where the Yote of Thanks 
was. Oazed hopelessly at mass of 
papers on Clerk’s table. Might 
mobahly he there. Perhaps not. 

V ote passed some days ago ; desk 
cleared every morning. Old Mo- 
ealety moved restlesi&y on bench ; 
looked picture of despair. Best 
thing to do, not to take notice of 
question ; pretend not to hear it ; 
but House laughing and cheering ; 
all eyes bent on him ; no escape. 
So, rising, holding on to table, , 
putting on most diplomatic man- 
ner, and speaking in solemn 
tones. Old Morality said, “Mr. 
Speaker, Sir, it is no part of my 
duty to the and country to 

convey to anybody a Resolution of 
this House.” 

Lawson up again. More cheer- 
ing and laughter. Asked Speaker 
whether he had conveyed Yote 
of Thanks to Judges ? Ifo ; Spea- 
ker had had no instructions on 
the matter. 

Where is the Yote of Thanks? 


Tithes Bill on for Second Read- nir-:, 

ing. PiCTON rallied scattered 
ssd ^ 

which ^s had general effect of Tearing up the Tithes. 

“ Where ’s the Yote of Thanks ? depressiog the human mind, acted upon Cbanborne like electric 

Who has it in his possession? Astonished and interest^ House to-night by vigorous speech 


Tearing up the Tithes. 


TY1J.C1C XB UJUB VULB UX XXL2UXK.S X VY IIU XiaS XU XU UXB pUBHeSBlOU f n j . ^ ^ Tk'n Vt 7- TV i ^ 

Certainly not the Judges; one of those things nobody had thought f f + w ^ ^®th 

about; various people’s business to see to it; accordingly no one that he meant to %ht for Established Church till death.” 

done it ; no wonder Brother Day, sitting on Bench, has looked piraticd Picton and other marauders, whether, 

forth with stony stare, his heart consumed with secret sorrow. ^hat m such case the conflict must necessarily he prolonged, 

Whilst everyone congratulating Judges on rare honour done to them ^hey would not do well to seize this opportunity of settling Tithe 

^ both Houses of Parliament, the distinction has rproved illusory. 

World pictured each learned Judge with copy of Yote of Thanks, s done.—Beoond Reading Tithes Bill agreed to by 289 Yotes 

framed and glazed, hung iu best parlour ; and behold I they have 

never had it at all ! ' 

House laughed when truth dawned upon it. But it was a hollow “A (Not) at Home.” — L ast week a paragraph appeared in auillus- 
mugh, lU-c^cealmg pr^evalent feeling of vexation and shame- trated paper contradicting the report (pufeshed in an earlier issue) 
faoedness. Turned with affectation of keen interest to question that a certain titled Lady had been present at somebody’s party, 
raised by Motpel^ of iniquil^s of Education Department in con- This novel departure should be useful as a precedent to the cr/^me de 
nection wim School Supply of York and Salisbury. But could not la creme of suburban society. In future, such announcements as 
kep the thmjr up. Even rousing eloquence of Hart Dyke, on bis the foUowing may be expected to be frequently found in the 
detence, ±eh flat. Ever rose hetore Members the vision of the three “Fashionable Intelligence” columns of the more aspirins of our 
Judges, daily expectmg receipt of thanks which they read had been Penny Socials:— “On Thursday last Mr. and Mrs Madeira Top 
voted to them ; too proud to complain of neglect ; Hai^tnen takmg eloor Smithies entertained a small and select party at their new 
on a sterner aspect; SiOTH^eotmg a perky mdiflerence; ^doTer residence, The Hollies, 24 a, Zanzibar Terrace, Peokham Rye, East, 
ttesolei^featoes of Brother Dat ever steabng the deepening twx- Amongst those present -we did not notice H.S.H. the Prince of 
light of deferred hope. House gl^y taoke away from scene and Teck, the Duke of WESTinsrsxEE, Lady Bukdeit-Cod-xts, and the 
snfeeot, getting itseH Counted Out at a qna^r-past Nine. Loed Cda^celioe. In the general circle. Lord Cnoss, the 

Thursday.— Taik about D^r,” said Haecottbt, perhaps not Countess of Ciarestdon, and the Bishop of London, were also 

>4„0“>„M:oeaiiit goes on in this conspicuous by their absence. It was ramonred that neither the 

st^e, Dimr won them for pers^^e. Dnke of Cambeedoe nor Mr. Gdadsione were expected to ioin the 

House laughing so heartily, could hardly hear Haucotot’s whisper, company before the close of the entertainment.” ^ ^ ^ 

John Mobeet began it ; Lunacy Laws ConsoUdation Bill with ^2 


lightning. Nothing been seen like it since, the other night, I and dc^cely a la Roose. — Dear Mr.Funchj — I am a poor 

seven other Members voted Four Millions sterling in Committee en 1 like a nice dinner. Now I have discovered how to enjoy 

Navy Estimates, Cotjrtney put Clauses in batches of fifty. No keep the cost of living within reasonable limits, 

one said him nay. Natural supposition was, that House in aereeinc’ iii®tliod. I order and eat, a lobster, two pounds of pork 

to this critical stage of important Bill knew all about it. Every ^ large-s^ed pot of pate * fotee gras, a dressed crab, and 

line of its 342 Clauses must be familiar to every man present ; cheese. Haying finished this dainty little 

otherwise how could he lay his hand on Ms heart, and say, “Aye ” ^ i x- eat nothing more for at least a week I 

when Courtney asked him should he knock off another fifty Clauses ? ^ i ?5!®® “i® ill* i® proved by my friends 

When it was over, John Mobley rose, and gravely expressed x of health. They do not say i 

Xl»«X .1 J J e ^ . 'WhetnAT f'.nA TklA’t’.nTO ia n tirnnA fvn 'U..-.X XlU«.X ±j 


one for Old MoRALnry, prone to go into the country in Antnmn 
and protest how he is hampered in performing duty to Q,tjeen and 
country by obstruction of Members opposite. 


Utopian.— Neither noise, vibration, nor dust I That’s what 
the Bramwells, the Watkins, and the Caltons claim for that 


1 ,-x Liberals, “John’s got him there. A par%- developed but promising— much promising — invention of 

a palpable hit!” (Jihad’s, the Chemin de Far GlissLt, or Sliding Railway. 

But no one yet fathomed the tranquil depths of Olp Morality. What a happy ideal ! By all means, “ Let it slide ! ” ^ 

and, with equal gravity, promised — 

honf aftex, as he gat on Treasury Be nch, his face from Jme to fin^^V in'ti^ Itoo® >’ * ^ legal and parliamentary 

arf* NOXICB,— Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether IIS Print.s iWatt.. u- * 
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A SUGGESTION FROM MAXIMS POR THE BAR. Ho. IV. BASTA PASTBB ! 

PUMP-HANDLE COURT. l ~ ■' ■ T ^ ■ ' Tuesday.-The fifty- 

'■ _ '' - •_. '':i ' ■' ' sixth day of Siguor Dol- 

Ju^oe in^^Ss^ cotuc^y ^ Tucci^s^s^tj days fast was 

not ' *' j/ ' 

S?^®T ' ':hi'i' sent, but he seems as con- 
only to some extent suggest ' ■#' A somewhat disagreeable 

mS;ter ^ ■ j' ; ■ o' i '*! ''ijii^i^^ - ' '; ■ i \v marred the har- 

1 . ’ ■' \n\vJll loo^g on, happened to 

Iwlf of hundreds, nay, \ 'V '‘>^1? <irop half a penny bun in 

members of the vicinity of thi Signor, 

learned ■f-.aiil.IBi t who reached towards it, 

‘ having managed, after 
nave noticed that the Law mKmtm wKKak^ ^S&W^. \\} some struggles, which 

^urts^e congested. L^k j||Kjl|fBJ|H Vr®|| jjy|r ; \\ created much amusement 

through the daily list (this illMWMlI BIllllli^MH ^ft amongst the onlookers, to 

yon can do when term re- rfl|y||||lBn pick it up, was about to 

® '' ^ '|>iji||=h^ convey it to his mouth, 

find, that although Chan- |•|!:;Pf JlV| 1011^/0 u'J ; \f He would no donbt have 

eery IS domg fairly well, ilPiM ^ -N'l ^STIirNTiTTlI^^ eaten it if the senior 

^ SStef iiS't 

l^e reason for this is *rShow^mercy to the Police ; they have few Friends.” watch the proceedings, had 

obvLons. jN early ail the — — — i^ot interfered. The frag- 

Common Law Judges are awav, and business is simply at a stand- ment was removed, and it was pointed out to Hontucci that such 
X Vi ^ am ve^ reluctant to give their Lordships more an act on his part was unfair not only to himself, hut to the large 

trouble than necessary, hut I do think, for all our sakes, that number of sportsmen who had made bets on the event, 
increased facility should he afforded for toying cases single-handed. Wednesday.^The fifty-seventh day of this marveUons feat was 
It shoTfid be managed m this wise. But here, perhaps, in the signalised by the appearance of four of the Italian's rib-bones, both 
cause of intelligibility, you will permit me to describe my method in his eoUar-bones, and one shin-bone. The Medical Committee treat 
common (dramatic) form. this'’as a comparatively unimportant development of the fast, hut to 

ScENE-^ Court in the QueeWs Bench Division. Judge seated at the ou.tside public, who swarm to the exhibition, the Signor presents 
a table covered with telephones, Barbenches empty, two Litigants ^^^idedLy dilapidated and ludicrous appearance. He has lost 




Show no mercy to the Police ; they have few Friends.” 


■ BASTA, FASTER ! 

’ I Tuesday. — ^The fifty- 

. ' ■ ' .-ssr4«iak “^^th day of Signor Lon- 

j .'■ 1 1 'r ■ . ' . TTJCCi’s sixty days fast was 

'■■1 completed to-day. The 
'.i' '.ri I'-'i Italian who, on the first 

'■; '.‘|l ‘if' I' i,''!- day, weighed 140 lbs., has 

l'r il f lostlOOlbs.nptothepre- 

J.jljijj'. ':f|i'|' sent, but he seems as con - 

S i i!' . ' _ I ' ' III ! I; fident and cheerful as ever* 

T \‘'^ ‘ ''fi!''"' A somewhat disagreeable 

rry ' \\‘ incident marred the bar- 

V \\\%/ yesterday^s pro- 

BQf VuVSf^^^^Slflir ceedmgs. A boy, who was 

loohing on, happened to 
i^^lf a penny bun in 
'vx® '! the vicinity of the Signor, 
vN^Viit- who reached towards it, 

I ‘•'A and having managed, after 

\ \\ \ some struggles, which 

\' created much amusement 

^\V v\wA!^My^ amongst the onlookers, to 

pick it up, was about to 
convey it to his mouth. 

■ . would no doubt have 

M! « Vi/S eaten it if the senior 

member of the Medical 

II — !:: L_i-_ii LL_ Committee, appointed to 

few Friends.” watch the proceedings, had 

; — : not interfered. The frag- 

removed, and it was pointed out to Honttjcci that such 


a table covered with telephones. Bar benches empty, 
(laymen) discovered in the well. 


His Lordship. How, Gentlemen, as yon are appearing in person, 
you can say and do what yon please. It does not matter to 
me in the least, to use a colloquial expression, what you are up to. 
All I would ask is, that I shall not be disturbed until the time comes 
for me to deliver my ruling. 

Litigants {together). Certainly, my Lord. {They both commence 
quarrelling.) 


eight pqxmds more since yesterday. It was somewhat comical to 
watch nim eyeing a stout young nnrserymaid, who had brought a 
plump baby with her. Such oannihahstic desires show that our 
boasted civilisation is, after all, only skin deep. 

Saturday.— ‘A 31 immense crowd had assemWed to watch the com- 


d until the time comes pletion of the great fast. As the hour approached bets were freely 
hazarded on the result, odds of five to four on the Signor’s survival 
{They both commence finding a ready market. Much amusement was created by a feeble 
murmur from Dontucci, in which he was understood to declare that 


Hxs Lordship {with C. C. C. telephone to ear, and mouth to he was starving, one well-known patron of sport asking him, jocu- 
corresponding tube). Quite right. I agree with the verdict of the larly, if the smell of a beefsteak would do >nm any good. On the 
Jury, and sentence the Prisoner at the Bar to seven years’ penal first stroke of two o’clock an enthnsiastio shout rent the air, and a 
servitude. {With^ Q. B. D. Ho. 4 laid on.) After carefully con- body of sympathisers insisted on carrying the Italian shoulder-high 
sidermg aU the evidence that has been submitted to the Jury, and through the building and the adjacent stoeets in procession, we 
giving due weight to the fact that the Defendant’s vehicle was regret to say that, under their well-intentioned, but not very gentle 
admittedly on the wrong side of the road, I have no hesitation in handling, Dontucci suffered severely. Should be succumb to this 
declaring AlOO damages a just award, _ {Dropping tube, and taking comparatively rough treatment it will he a matter of regret, as his 
wp apparatus of Q. B. D. Ho. 5, sitting as Divisional Court.) I contribution to scientific knowledge is considerable. From bis oon- 
entirely concur ia the judgment my learned Brother has just dition at the end of the fast, it may be now accepted as a fact, that 
debvered. {Dropping tube, and addressing Litigants before him), a man who never eats must ultimately die of starvation. 


Well, and now you two gentlemen— how are you getting on ? We understand that the proceeds of this wonderful exhibition of 

Litigants {together). Oh, please, my Lord, we have made it up. pluck and endurance are sufficient to make a handsome dividend for 

His Lordship. Ah ! I see ; yon have had no lawyers to advise yon. the shareholders an absolute certainty. 

Well, now that that matter is settled, the Court must stand ==i==i==z======r=====r= 

adjourned until to-morrow, as I have business requiring my 

attention in Chambers. {To Usher). See that the telephones are AHSWER8 TO OORT 

switebed on accordingly. [.ExLnt omnes. 


attention in unambers. {To UsUer;. wee tnat tne telephones are ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS 

switched on accordingly, \_Exeunt omnes. riA 7 r*T-o^ T 7 ^-ox,-o-r 77 ^rm« rn* <. xv xA x 1 

rpv jii^oTux X. X pAVALEY Expedients.— The startlmg announcement that appeared 

There, my dear Mr. Bun^i, could not some such arrangement as a few days since in the papers, to the effect, that from the Official 
^at 1 have shadowed forth above be reached dnrmg the present Returns at the War Office it seems that for 18,000 men there 


tee-boon: tor more than a tortnight-on my word, ot honour, Sir, more should at once he supplied with Four-Wheeled Gabs. In this way, 
than a fortnight I Tours truly, a seat could be provided for every cavalry soldier in the Army: 

r. jjj rt 4 rn a •? JuNiOE. and as there would, instead of a deficiency (for four Dragoons, 

Bump-handle Court, Temple, hth of April, 1890. Lancers or Hussars, could ride in one cab), positively be a sur^us of 

- = cattle, an extra horse could be strapped on to the top of each vehicle. 

T> , A^i ^ XT Txr . X TXT. , « animal, in the case of the one in the shafts being disabled 

Koutledob’s Atlas of the World is not a short biography of m action, could be hauled down and put in its place. The Cabs 
Mr. Edmund Yates, hut a poqketable (if you’ve got the opportu- might be iron-plated and so offer the advantages of increased pro- 
mty) volume, with sixteen coloured maps. It is pleasant to see teotion to the gallant soldiers inside. A charge of “ four- wheelers ” 
that, though the Atlas bears the imprimatur of Routledge, the would, as you suggest, he certainly a striking if not imposing sight 
name of Ate is not effaced from the Map of Scotland. True that and as they drew up on the field of battle, and discharged ea(3i their 
Ayrshire is coloured green, but Ayr is quite outside this, in fact it freight of four, they would certainly surprise a foreign foe. Anyhow 
has got outside the coast-line, and is represented as being quite out this seems the only method, with the present limited supply of 
at sea. More in this than meets the eye. , horses, of bringing the English Cavalry Soldier, mounted, into action. 


von. xovin. 
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All at sea m an (Easter) eyg, 

Like a Witch of the good old days ! 

What is it moyes you, my Ftick^ I beg ? 

Say, is it purpose, or simple craze ? 

There is nous and pluck 
In our modem Puck^ 

And many admire him, and some wish him 
luck; 

But the Men of Q-otham reached no good goal 


By going to sea in an open bowl. ! 

The busmess of brewing storms may do 
For a Witch, my Qeakdolph, but scarce 
for you, 

And the Petrel -part, played early and 
late, 

Must spoil a man for a Pilot of State* 

The knowing Il^autilus sets her sails 
In a way to weather the roughest gales ; 


But an egg for bark, with an imp for crew. 
To navigate Politics^ boundless blue, 

Looks crank and queer ; 

Drifting comes dear — 

V ^ scarce for a year 

A Puck-like sprite it may please to see 
All things befall preposterously.” 

But pure perversity soon out-pegs, 
GaAisTDOLPH:, “ as sure as eggs is eggs ! ” 


8’ibtaety of its colour. Just a hundred mctures this clever 
^ ,r shows, and everyoncis a portrait of an old friend. This GaUery 

fi: js^ttSHAiiL ne ougnt to oe called lor ever afterwards is the very place to take country couaina to .Tnst tnm tHAm Iaoaa 

SL? understand aU moods of our here for a couple of hours, and they will get a Better idea of what Lon- 
great city , so admirably can he translate every, phase of its atmosphere, don is really like, than if they stopped in the Metropolis fora month. 
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NAVAL INTELLIGENCE. 

{Not without a Precedent.) 

Tesxeedat Her Majesty’s First 
Class Battle-ship Blunderer her 
extensive repairs having been 
nearly completed, received her 
full complement of men and 
sto res, and proceeded up Channel, 
to try her two strengfliened but 
bent old muzzle-loading 79-ton 
guns, ringed and bound on a new 
principle. Some apprehension 
was expressed that the discharge 
might, owing to her high free- 
board, possibly do some serious 
damage to her hull — a fear which 
happened to be only too well 
founded; for though fired at an 
elevation of 97, the first shot 
carried away the davits, fore- 
castle, bridge, life-boats, gunwale 
companion and larboard marling- 
spike, the water pouring in, 
literally in volumes, throng the 
shrouds, and rapidly extinguish- 
ing: the^ fires. Further progress 
bemg difficult under the circum- 
stances, the Captain, acting under 
the advice of the Ci^ Experi- 
mental Director of the Admiralty, 
thought it unwise to continue the 
test without a farther thorough 
overhauling of the ship, and she 
was in the course of the after- 
noon towed back once again to 
the repairing-yard. Ho astonish- 
ment was expressed at the result 
of the experiment. It is satis- 
factory to know that it is esti- 
mated roughly that the cost of 
the damage effected by the one 
tentative shot will not exceed 
:fil4.900. 

The Sluggard^ Coast Defence 




■ V' 






TRUE VOCATION. 


Coast Defence She {after many vain attempts at conversation), **And is thebe uro 
Seventh Glass Amoved (>tus^ Seejiior ik which you take ah Interbst?" 
havmg had the boilers from the — - - ... 


Criminal Law 1 ” 


old Bhlegethon^tt^d. to her new 
triple revolving expansion engines, 
made her experimental trip over 
themeasuredmiLe yesterday after- 
noon, under forced draught. 
Somehow, the speed realised under 
the circumstances, appeared to 
disappoint the experts who had 
come to take note of the proceed- 
ings, for though the captain gave 
the order “ to pipe all hands to sit 
on the safety valve,” and himself 
by putting his own cabin furni- 
ture into the furnaces, managed 
to set both the smoke-stacks on 
fire, only 5*08 knots could be got 
out of the ship. This, under the 
existing conditions, was considered 
“bad. going,” and it is probable 
that if the Sluggard has to be 
attached, as it is stated she is to 
be, in time of war, to a flying 
squadron in the Pacific, she will 
have to be supplied with another 
set of boilers, a more powerful 
engine, and possibly a new hull. 
The authorities at the Dockyard, 
it is stated, are taking the matter 
under consideration, with a view 
to the application of one or more 
of these remedial alternatives. 

Her Majesty’s First Glass Bat- 
tle-ship, Hamilton^ has received 
the second of the four 75-ton guns 
that are to complete her arma- 
ment. It is confidently hoped that 
if the same satisfactory rate of pro- 
duction can be maintafiaed, she will 
be nearly ready for active service 
at the end of me year after next. 

The Febst Swallow !— Look 
out for it ! It will be a rare sight ! 
Q-uite enough to “make” a sum- 
mer at the Aquarium, when Succr 
takes his first mouthful at a square 
meal. 


A (PITCHED) OUTim 

Jfbwcfflfy.— Start off in the coach we ’ve hired, for a week’s jolly 
Easter coaching trip in Southern counties. Just read “leader” in 

“Maclise” saying that he did it 
with twelve friends, and total cost only one pound a head per day I 
_ Lucky to have secured such a good amateur whip 

as Bob to drive omr four-in-hand. Don’t mind 


, a pound a day— for one week. Originsi, and 

rather swell way of taking a holiday. Lovely 
A warm day when we start. Should say, when 

we’re off, only word “off” suggests unpleasant 
possibilities. 

Only did ten miles yesterday. Ought 
f I TTR ^ have covered twenty-five. Provoking I Bob 
\ ^ IRlv didn’t seem accustomed to the reins. Said thev 
r «* a rum lot, and he ’d never seen any like 

them before.” Q-ot them entangled in legs of off hind horse (think this 
is what he ’s called), and it took an hour, and the help of five way- 
farers (down near Putney), to disentangle them. Each of the five 
demanded (and go t — to save a row), hali-a-crown for the job. Bob 
rather sulky. We had to put up for the night at a country inn, 
somewhere beyond Baynes Park. Gentlemen of party slept on 
kitchen fioor, among suburban black-beetles. Pic-nioky, but would 
have preferred beds. 

To-day start very ear]^, without breakfast, as resources of the 
I country inn exhausted. Do thirty miles without accident. Bather 
nervous woik, because one of “leaders ” (unlike “leader” in news- 
paper) shies at everything it meets. Bob half flicked the eye out of 
a man in passing through Guildford— awful row I Bow only ended 
by a five- pound note as compensation. Bob says we shall all have 
to subscribe. E::g>enses mounting up. 

"Wednesday ,, — ^FrightfuBy cold East wind. Is this enjoyment P 
Wish I were in a snug railway carriage. Ladies of party retire into 
inside of coach. Yery selfish ! 

Thursday , — Bad cold from yesterday. And to-day it ’s snowing I 


Thank Heaven— only a week of it 1 Bob wants me to drive ! Says 
he feels he’s in for influenza. Beal fact is that we’ve got into 
nasty hilly country, and Bob ’s rather afraid of horses bolting. 
Find now^ that he^s never driven anything but a donkey in a low 
pony-carriage before ! Isn’t he driving donkeys now f Time will 
show. 

Friday, — Much too cold and wet to go on. Hurrah 1 Hice 
country hotel, but charges awful. Proprietor doesn’t often have a 
coaching party billeted on him, and is determined to make most of 
it. Evidently believes we’re millionnaires. Stupid of Bob to do 
this sort of thing. 

^ Saturday, — Off — ^I mean, on — again ! Cost so far, has already 
nsen to two guineas a day per head, and as four of party have 
deserted us and gone back (oy train) to Town, expenses for return 
journey likely to be stiU heavier. 

Bob at breakfast, gives us the “ straight tip ” — says he 's going to 
‘ tool us back to Town in one day — only forty miles.” Dmighted 
at prospect. To carry out his programme. Bob has to get extra 
speed out of horses. Besult — he gives us all the “straight tip” — 
down near Horsham — ^into a neighbouring field ! 

A wheel off I Horse disabled I Telegraph to owner to come and 
fetch his coach ; we go hack (dejectedly) hy rail. Braised all over. 
Expenses enormous. Give me a jolly week in Paris next Easter I 

An “ Indignant One ” writes : — “ Sir — our house is infested with 
mice. Seeing a gentleman’s name in the Times with the words 
Mus. Doc.’ after it, I sent to him. If I had wanted to have a 
horse cured, and had seen equus doc? after somebody’s name, I 
should have acted in the same manner. I have sent three times and 
obtained no answer. If I do not hear from him by to-night’s post, 
informing me why he does not come and give me a prescription for 
eurmg this plagne of mice, I shall publish his name and address as 
an impostor, and the sooner he drops the ‘ Mns. Doc ’ the better.” 
[We publish the grievance. Oar Correspondent is too learned. Let 
him call at the Boyal Academy of Music. — ^E d.] 
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THE TRIVIAL ROUND. 

Being the UtteraTUses of Mrs. JMerly Jones on Show Snnday. 

[not intended toe. pdblication.] 

Weil, there, my dear child, it’s no use making a fuss about ^ it — 
one must do it, and there ’s an end of it 1 People in our position 
ought to be ready to make some sacrifice for Art. I ordered luncheon 
half-an-hour earlier on purpose. Last year I only did thirty studios, 

and I want to do much more than that 
^ y this afternoon, if I can. Of course, I 

^ow I shall he a perfect wreck to- 
w \ morrow, but one expects that. I do 

^ \ ■'^sh Artists wouldn’t live in such out- 

/VaLA of-the-way places. I ’m sure Chand- 

a temper already — 1 can 

//^# \ '' \ by the way he is driving. Yes, 

1 nicely, Chandlee; we 

ft walk the rest. Ouite a string 

carriages, you see. It would never 
xf TIT 1 T-T , , have done to have left Mr. Meleuey 

out! ^ 0 , he didn’t exactly send me a card, but I’ve met liini 
somewhere, and that does q^uite as well. Oh, my dear, it will 
be all right ; keep close to me, and you needn’t even open your 
hps. Very tastefully decorated, isn’t it ? JEceentric^ of course, 
Imt they’re ah like that. Such a mass of azaleas. I daresay 
they’re only hired for the Sunday, you know, but a very charm- 
ing effect. Strai^t on to the studdo ? Thank you, I know the 
way perfectly. How are yon, dear Mr. Melbitey? I couldn’t 
dream of leaving vow out, you know. My daughter. Thanks ; but 
I can see beaurifully where I am. Oh, of course I recollect the 
BUDject.^ How clever of you to choose it, and how originally you ’ve 
treated it, too ! BT ot for the Academy ? Why, surely they ’a never 
rej^t that! Oh, because of the glass f I see. Well, I thinV all 
pictures ought to be glazed, myself — such an improvement. Q-ood- 
bye, such a pleasure to have seen it ; so many thanks. Eug-enia, 
dear, you must really tear yourself away. So many places to go to : 
good-bye, good-bye U . . Well, to teU you the truth, my dear, the 
glass got in the way, and I’ve no more idea what the picture was 
about than you have. Still, I ’m very glad we went in, afi the same. 
Now where shall we go next ? Most of the people seem going into 
that stimo across the road, so there’s sure to be sometmng worth 
seeing th^e. No, I don’t know whose it is, but what does that 
m^r ? they ’re always glad to see you on Show Sunday. . . . 

Eugenia, my dear, I don’t like to see you putting yourself forward 
so much at ^your a^. Of course I knew as well as you did that it 
wasnt James THE EpsT that Monmouth rebelled against, though 

I m not m the^ school-room. It ’s not at all pretty of you to correct 
your m^her in that ostentatious manner, and don’t let it occur 
again. There, you needn’t say another word. We ’ll just pop in here 
tor a nunute, pd then we must drive on somewhere else. 1 wish J 
could see you takmg more interest in Art, Eugenia. 1 thought you 
wo^d eiyoy temg taien out Uce this I . . . -WeU, yes, I tMnk we 

* ‘ ’ you >0 much— quite 

<Ae pictures of the year, ^oh a treat-oh, not at all-I n«uer 

T « ^ ft® '^e so up and see his 

^ tAowpW not. I was d^g for a oup ef tea, and so,— 
meeting Mr. HoLt^ T?abk in the haU lite that, I 
natara^y congratmated tm. Oh, nonsense — we can’t go hacli now 
see them some time, I Wsay. I wish I ooW get Cui- 
LEND^ to send me up some of that pretty pinky-oolonred oake for 

“i®®‘ ^ thought of 

It, I would haye asked Mr. Pam how it was made. And^wAat 
becoming caps those maids had on! Models, no donbt. Dhto as 

so iate. Quite the other 

Miss JlnBSKLX JOHES. . . How do you dc /yr . 

W,aite a distingnished gathering, wasn’t it. Eugenia? Sn 

fpher and I met her in the Riviera, you know. She knew me 
^tly I m^uoed m^^lf . That »s oAe thing ^out Art 

ye^-Peitraits are so very tumteresfeg, y^ 
^ yon nothing, pless yon happen to know tlmpeoSS^ 

T t'1“^®® ''^®?1 ^ tliougfit aU his wwe^dM! 

v A ^ should expect to see them aU hung on the line— 

but what of <Aai ? One can’t be perfectly candid in Ihe world mv 

me,^tead rf s^di^rth^e to a^y Xol-Sl!" &h! 

I hope I am the last person to practise insincerity, my dear,— it ’s 
a thing I have the greatest horror of. Only one doesn’t like to 
hurt people’s feelings, don’t yon see ? One can only just hint that a 
picture isn’t quite— especially when one doesn’t pretend to know 
much about it. Not that I am incapable of speaking out when I 
feel it my duty. If one sees where a little improvement would 
make all the difference, one ought to mention it. And Artists are 
so i^rateful for suggestions of that kind— they like to know how it 
strikes a perfectly fresh eye. I remember telling tbe President last 
year that one of his figures was just a leetle bit out of drawing, and 
that the folds of his drapery didn’t hang right, and he bowed most 
beautifully and thanked me— but when I came to see the picture 
exhibited, I found he hadn’t altered it a bit ! So it really is nardly 
worth while speaking plainly— painters are so very opinionated. 

What a long way it is to Mr. EitzJohn’s to be sure, and the ^ter- 
noon turmng quite chilly— don’t take all the rug, my dear, please ! 

Oh, don’t apologise, Mr, Fitz J ohn— quite light enough for me, I 
assure you. Thank you, 1 wiU sit down, we ’ve been seeing pictures 
—good, bad, and indifferent— all the afternoon, so fatiguing, you 
know, so many ideas to grasp. I don’t mean that that ’s the case 
with your pictures ... Yes, very nice, charming. Let me see, didn’t 
yon exhibit the large one last year? No? Ah! then it’s my 
mistake, I seem to have seen it so often before — a favourite subject 
with Artists, I suppose. So difficult to hit on anything really original 
nowadays. But 1 daresav you despise all that sort oi thing. Well, 
goodbye, I mustn’t keep my coachman waiting any longer. 

Perhaps, I was a little annoyed, my dear, never offering ns a onp 
of tea or anything, after coming all that way, but I don°t think 1 
showed it, did I ? Yes, I am rather tired, and I really tbiTiTr that 
if it wasn’t that I can’t hear disajppointing people, I should turn 
back now. But we must just drop in on that poor little Mr. Havee- 
STOCK, now we are so near. The poor man was so anxious that I 
should see his pictures- we needn’t stay long. 

There, Mr. Haveestock, you see 1 havenH forgotten! though 
we ’re rather late, and we shall have to drive back directly to dress— 
we ’re dining out this evening, you know. What a nice studio ! 
small, of course, but then you don’t want a large room, do yon ? 
What a quantity of pictures ! How yon must have worked I If you 
send in so many, one of them’s sure to get in, isnH it? Still, I 
should have thought that if you had painted only one or two, and 
taken great pains with them, it might— oh, most of them are your 
fnend’s ? and only these two yours ? WeU, no doubt you are quite 
nght not to be too ambitions. Why, this is quite charming — ^reaUy 
quite charEQ^g, isn’t it, Eugenia? Oh, I quite understand it isn’t 
yours, m. Haveestock, I suppose your friend has been painting 
much longer than you have? No? really I Younger, is he? but 
^me people have a natural turn for it, haven’t they r Have yon 
had many visitors this afternoon? Ah, weU, they wiU oome some 
day,^ I daresay. Now I’m going to be very rude, and make a sug- 
gestion. Perhaps if yon burnt one or two pastiUes, or those Japanese 
joss-sticks, yon know, —they ’re quite cheap— you’d get rid of some 
of the smell of the paint and the cigarettes— or is it pipes 9 Oh I 
don’t mind it, you know, but some do. . . . 

Poor dear feUo^I’m afraid he ’ll never get on. And what a pig- 
stye to painx m ! WeU, I ’m glad I ’ ve done my duty, Eugenia. Mind 
yon remember aU the places we ’ve been to. Home, please, Chandiee. 

EGBERT’S COMMISHTJHS. 

I ain’t bia quite so owerwhelmed mth my warious Comisshuns 
from my lucky -wumers on the Boat Race as I hexpeoted to be. but 
the werry smallest on ’em is aUus welcome. 

I r^her think as “S. B.” who enclosed //,. h 

me a Post Order for Is. 6d,, must have bin /M cV r 

mistaken as to the price of my Book, which /W \ 1 

ib is 2s. 6d., so with that and the thrippenee (|\lui 
for Postage, 1 didn’t git much out of “ S. B.,” 
hut I thanks him for his kind intentions. ( 

^ The Gent who wrote from Tattersall’s, and i 

smed hisself “The Rivee PiUNGsm” and ,) Li 

enclosed me two bad harf-orowns, I must 'H j 1 m 

leave to Ms hone cowardly conshence, and \ j j l )! 

the arrowing refiexnn that he werry nearly ym , 0*^ 

got me into trubbel when I tried to pass one 
on ’em at our naybnring Pub. Luckily, my " 
rayther frequent wisits to that most useful manuerfaotory has made 
me werry weU knowu there, so I was aloud to correct my littel 

The last letter wMch I has jest receeved is as foUers 

“Goon Old Bob! « “Coinet Hatch, April Ist. 

I WON 2 tenners on the Boat Race, thanks to your straight 
Hp, one on Cambridge, and one on Oxford, so I enclose you your 
Commission of 205. Yonrs truly, Uncle Dick.” 

Wood it be beleeved, the check was drawn upon Thames Bank! 
But there, I must dress for my purfeshnal dooties, Robert. 
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MR. PUNCH’S DICTIONARY OF PHRASES. 

Atjctioneeeing. 

“ Elegant Queen Anne Cottage ; ” «,e., Delightful — you could 
onl^ live entirely iu the porch, 

^ A Bijou Residence t.e., Last occupant was a lady, with tastes 
as dubious as her character. 

First-class Family Mansion z.e,, Two large reception- 
rooms, and the rest kennels. 

An Eligible Burhurban Residence i,e», A stucco box, with 

^ romantic or aristocratic name— 

Killiecrankie,’’ ‘ Glaramara,’’ or “Penshurst,” for choice. 

Social, 

j ** (congratulate you on that last Article of yours in the 

r- Awfully smart, and^ will make some of them ^ sit up"* a 

bit , Le,, Most malicious thing I ever read, and wiE make him 
hosts of enemies. 

Music. 

without my Notes — if Fd only known Le., She 
should have asked me to dinner, not merely to come in in the 
evening. Bah I 

Thanhs very much; I ^ll look at my list, and see what night Fve 
got free ; i,e,, Catch me accepting. Awfully slow party, 

Plateormulaes. 
told that the people of Furseborough were devoted to the 
good cause, but I never expected such enthusiasm as they have dis- 
played to-night e.e.. Why the deuce don’t they cheer all 
together, mstead of clapiiing here and clapping there ? Must try to 
stir them up, 

** are an audience of intelligent men i.e,, I wish that 
bald-headed old fool, with a wart on his nose, would sit in a back 
row where I couldn’t see him. 

** You have all heard the details of what took place in a certain 
distri^, not so very long ago ; ” i,e., I wish devoutly I could remem- 
ber the details, the name of the district, and the date. However, 
they don’t know, so it’s all right. 

“ By that remark I am suddenly reminded of an incident, ,* ” 
I.6., Here’s an opportunity for bringing in that carefully prepared 
story ! 

A moral victory ^,e,, Any electoral defeat which “sheer 
fudge ” can extenuate, or party sophistry explain away. 

Editorial. 

“ Regret that iVs not suitable to this Magazine ; ” Rot. 

“ Mr . Bo-and-Sd* s MS, is under consideration ; ” i,e,. Beneath it. 

After a Sono. 

“ Who ’s that by ? ” ue», Hot that I care. But I ’m nearest. 

In a Studio. 

^'Ah 1 TEA’S ’5 a picture I ” ue*. And a thoroughly bad picture too. 

In Court. 

“ iif will be within your Ludship^s recollection;^^ i,e,. Your 
Ludship has been asleep and forgotten all about it. 

As your Ludship pleases ; ” i,e,. Stupid old Eoozle ! 

Military. 

“ Must do it for the sake of the Regiment ; ” i,e,, An excuse for 
any folly or extravagance, from keeping a 
pack of hounds to entertaining Royalty. 

All our Privates {off parade) wear 
gloves and carry canes i,e,, Colonel of 
Militia regiment, safe in the knowledge 
that the Battalion he commands is three 
hundred^ miles away, thinks it wise to 
indulge in a little fancy portraiture. 

Journalistic. 



“ JjJ is reported, on reliable authority, 
that at the Cabinet Council which took place 
yesterday afternoon,^ i,e,. The 

“ authority” in question being the cook’s 
assistant’s boy, who had taken in the 
Under-Secretary’s lunch, and had half- 
a-minute’s confidential conversation with 
the office messenger on the back stair- 
case. 

On the fall of the Curtain, there seemed to be some division of 

imon amovia the tvu.dten.ep. A T^a-w in +110 oollAK-rr VtidOA/l 


i,e,, A boy in the gallery hissed. 

e very ser 
of more than 


opinion among the audience ; 

“ The Prisoner, who did not appear to appreciate the very serious, 
§*c. ,* ” Le,, Formula to be used in all cases of crime c " 
ordinary brutality, 

“ Much curiosity prevails in literary circles respecting the author- 
(llvt^/* 'oery remarkable Novel, ^ Flat as a Pancaked 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

A Eaughter^s Sacrifice, By Messrs, F. C. Philips, and Percy 
Fbndall. For ^e sake of appearances, one of these authors might 
^ve sacrificed the first letter of his name, so that they could have 
been brought out, at a premium of course, as Philips and Phendall, 
or Fmps and Fend all. However, 
this is nothing against the novel, 
which is a goodish sort of bad one, or 
a baddish sort of good one. Virginibus 
puerisque f Ho, ti&e Baron thinks not ; 
likewise the Baroness, who enjoyed it 
i mm ensely and read it at a single 
sitting, entertains the same opinion. 

There is more genuine humour in 
some of the sketches of scenes and 
character, not absolutely essential to 
the ffiot, in this book, than in any of 

Philips’s previous works, — as far, that is, as I can remember. 
The fault of the story is the sanctification, as it were, of suicide. 
What^ is the rule with Mr. Philips’s heroines, as far as I am 
acquainted with them ? ^ “ When in doubt, take poisonP With this 
reservation, the novel is thoroughly interesting, well written, too 
gpun out, but there is plenty of exercise in it for our friend “ The 
Skipper,” who will, however, lose much of the humour of the book 
by the process. It is published by White & Co. 

In the New Review, Sir Morell Macrenzie warns smoking 
vocalists. This is timely in this smoking-concert time. The Merry 
ANDREW-RiDER-LANG-HAGaARD story starts weU : may it so finish, 
and win by two heads. Read “ Mary Davies at Home” in The 
Woman^s World: interesting. E. A, Abbey’s illustrations to 
ANDipw Lang|s— sMcore Lang !— comments on The Merchant of 
Venice axe in his Abbeyest manner. 

My faithful^* Co.” is employing his Easter holidays in reading 




Of a Turkish Bath, Sheba, 8^c,, ^c,, qc, (see cover), can no longer 
be called a new writer. Fair Phyllis of Lavender Wha^, by Mr. 
James Greenwood (the “Amateur Casual”), forms Vol. 39 of 
‘The Bristol Library.” It is scarcely up to the standard of Called 
Back, and others of Mr. Arrowsmith’s popular shilling publica- 
tions, but is not uninteresting. Mr. James Seipp Borlase, in The 
Police Minister, tells ‘ ‘ A Tale of St. Petersburg.” As an Irisbman 
might say, no one could “Bore lase,” so there is really no necessity 
to Skipp him. ^ It would scarcely be fair to tell the plot of this 
thrilling narrative, but it may be hinted that The Police Minister is 
not a chaplain attached to the Court at Bow Street. The illustrated 
cover to The MynnU Mystery, by Mr. G. Manville Fenn, shows a 
gentleman in the act of thrusting a knife into the shaggy body of 
Bruin, from which it may be gathered that the point of the story is 
a little hard to bear. But perhaps the best title that has appeared 
for many years is Stung by a Saint, which should be the sequd to a 
book called Eissed by a Sinner, My faithful “ Co.” has not yet had 
time to read this last contribution to the shilling novelties, but 
expects to find that the hero or heroine must be either a right- 
minded wasp, or a more than usually conscientious mosquito. 

The Baron de Book- Worms & Co, 


The Penalties of Greatness. 

Be great, my son, and in the public eye 
All your life long you ’ll have to walk in fetters. 
Gossip your daily scourge ; and when yon die 
They ’ll make a market of yonr private letters, 
And try to mix you in some mess of scandal ; 

’Tis question if the game is worth the candle I 


Learning by Art. — The Painters in Water-Colours have done 
good seryice to their Royal Institute by the exhibition of their 
works this season. On the whole, or rather walls, a very worthy 
show. Royal Windsor by Mr. Keelet Halswelle, although 
suggestive of mist, is not likely to be overlooked. Then Miss Rose 
Barton’s “ South Kensington Station^^ seems to give great satisfac- 
tion to those who can identify the coloured bottles in the shop- window 
of a local chemist. Miss Kate Greenaway is well to the front with 
“ The Portrait of a Little Boy^^ and “ An Angel visiting the Green 
Barth, both of which are described by members of the “so-called” 
fair sex * ‘ sweetly pretty.” Mr. E, H. Corbould’s companion paintings 
of At Home f and Not at PLome^^ are suggestive of incidents m 
the life of a Military Doctor, seemingly partial to wearing his uniform 
habitually in a bouse that has been presumably decorated under the 
dteection of a heraldic stationer. The Military Doctor in the second 
picture is winking. Altogether the subject is unconventional. 





THE YOUNG PEOPLE’S ORCHESTRAL CONCERT.” ALL INFANT PRODIGIES. 

Picture of a Ptekearsal^ hy One who wasn't there. 


APTER THE REVIEW. 


CoL Punch loquitur : — 

The usual Complimeiits ! Of course^ of course ! 

If we could only thrive on casual flattery ! 
But praise won’t raise a troop of foot or horse, 
Equip a squadron, Sir, or mount a battery. 
Soft words won’t batter parsnips— that’s 
plain speech, 

Circuniloeution is so hard to teach I 

Of course the boys behaved themselves right 
well, 

Tfr * Tisiial, ” so you say with great propriety. 

” ® ve heard from many a military swell 
And bland civilian, even to satiety, 

Similar words ; but if you think that praises 
Wiil satisfy us, you mwsi think .us “ daisies.” 
Vulgar vernacular you ’ll please excuse, 

is that of a Committee. 
It folks conceive we muster to amuse 
Cheap-trippers, or ourselves, it is a pity. 
Tis not for Easter sport we toil— and pay. 
Stone-broke to make a British holiday.” 

\ 6 S» we ’re out of pocket, some of us. 
More than we can, or than we will, afford, 
ratriot spirit does not want to fuss, 

But carpet-knight and ornamental Lord 
Who for their “ work ” are well remunerated, 
Dont ^owour case; ’tis time that it were 
stated. 


Vtrh, sap,, Ask Himlet; he is “in the 
A ^ , [teach you. 

And he has tried— mth some success— to 
I know ^e usual fine official flow ; 

’Tis time the voice of rough sound sense 
should reach you. 

A long, harsh dieting of stint and snubbing 
For patriot youth is not nutritious “grub- 
bing.’' 


J^^^wing the Review, you say nice things ; 
Well, if we’ve done our duty, do yours 
also. 

Alternate verbal nats and scornful flings, 

Are scarce good policy, or what J call so. 


J J Vi Wliat JL UaJUL BU. 

lo do our duty is, of course, our pleasure, 
But to be flued for doing it’s hard measure. 


To get ourselves equipped seems hard enough, 

I But lots of us are always out of pocket 
By giving unpaid service I That ’s sheer 
stuff ! 

If this shocks Q-overnment,‘ I wish to shock 

Because improvenient hinges truth’s success 
And this, I think, is a sound Easter Lesson. 


AN UNCHRISTIAN CAVEAT. 


WLen good men are retiring, driven out 
I From service by extravagant expenses, 
virtu^ of the System you must doubt. 
Or any Englishman who’’s in his senses. 

11 we are worth onr salt, as you assure us, 
Diirely from pocket-loss you might secure 
us I 


[Agnes Lambeut was charged at Marylebone 
Police Court witk stealing a purse at a Confirma- 
tion service at Christ Church, Eegent's Park, 
barrister, submitted that there was 
not sufficient evidence for the case to go to a jury, 
Ji*** remarking, that the place was a church. 

Mr. Maesham retorted, “Yes; and what light 
had a woman like her to he there ? ”] 

What right ? A largish question, learned 

T 1 , [mind, 

Larger, perchance, than sliuc': your legal 


Smitten with sudden anger against her 
Wh(^e face in such a scene ’twas strange to 
find ; 

Close the Church- doors to creatures of her 
kind? 

Stay, Rhadamanthus ! Pharisaic taste 
Is no safe guide to Charity’s true rule. 
Beware, lest like King David, in his haste, 
You trust the zeal experience should school 
To thought more kindly and to care more 
coo). 

WKat right ? Suppose her sinner, even then 
The sacred precinct hath far wider scope 
Th^ any dwelling set apart of men. 

This temple is the Lord’s, from base to 

Tx [tfope 

Here faltering Faith and half- extinguished 
Find entrance unrebuked of Charity. 

What right ? E’en so Simoh the Pharisee 
Might have demanded of the Magdalen-, 
And with a fairer reason. But restrain 
The^weariest waif from entrance to the fane 
Where pure young girls come for a special 
grace, 

Whither the smug-faced citizen may pace, 
The modish lady trail her silken skirt ? 

arbitrary-rash. 

This caveat, and with Charity must clash, 

QlTTpvnl bmiIm 1 I ^ 


Here sinful souls and spirits sorely hurt 
Find their last refuge and sole hope. 
Wherefore 

T no soul that suffers close that door ! 

Let Magdalen* look on, if so she please, 

M these pure maidens. Can it injure these ? 
Whilst the scene’s influence on her spirit dark 
Not Rhadamanthus in his seat may mark. 


Another “ Count Out,”- 
MARCK. 


“Herbert Bis- 
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AFTER THE REVIEW. 


Right Hoh. E. St-kh-te. “WELL. COLONEL,— YOU VOLUNTEERS HAVE DISTINGUISHED YOURSELVES — 
AS USUAL ! ” 

Colonel Punch. “ AND I SUPPOSE, SIR. WE SHALL HAVE TO PAY FOR IT OUT OF OUR OWN POCKETS, 
-AS USUAL ! ! ” 
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MODERN TYPES. 

{By Mr. Bunch's Own Type- Writer.) 

1^0. YIIL-THE II^YALID LADY. 

The Invalid L^y is, as often as not, the only daughter of parents 
whose social position is higher than the figure of their yearly income. 
Sfevertheless, they contrive, by means of gallant struggles, to keep 
on the high level of the sacred appearances. They are seen wherever 
smart people ought to be seen, they do everything that smart people 
ought to do ; their Yiotoria is well appointed, 
their little house in Mayfair is prettily furnished, 
and both they and their servants are always well 
dressed. Upon the birth of the frail and solitary 
pledge of affection, with which fate, after nassiag 
them by for many years, at length afflicted them, 
their situation became almost desperate ; but, by 
a judicious curtailment here, and a discreet omis- 
sion there, they managed once more to strike a 
balance slightly in their own favour. Having 
passed their child safely through the nursery 
into the school-room, they combined with other 
parents to secure the services of governesses and 
teachers, under whose instruction the square 
pegs of knowledge might be fitted to the round 
holes of girlish brains. The future Invalid 
resented this process by frequent head-aches, 
which were allowed to withdraw her from her 
studies to the comfortable ignorance of the 
drawing-room sofa. Eventually, however, she 
was considered to be finished, and, having been 
carefully packed and labelled by her mother, 
was delivered, after a journey through two seasons, to a rich and 
rising Member of Parliament, who paid the carriage, and married 
the parcel. 

And now the comforts of life, and its laziness, begin for her. For 
whereas her parents were forced to pinch themselves in many places, 
in order to assume the flush of wealth, and were unable to relax for 
a moment the busy society vigilance in which their daughter had to 
bear her part, there is, in the paradise of her new existence, a 
- moneyed repose, which permits her, on the pretence of weariness, to i 
cease from troubling herself about anything. This does not, how- 1 
ever, prevent her from becoming a cause of infinite trouble to others, i 
Her maid is worn to a shadow by the perpetual search for handker- 
chiefs and eau de Cologne, with whion to bathe the aching forehead 
of her mistress. Her friends are distracted by the recital of her 
tales of shattered nerves, and merciless migraines ; her husband 
finds his existence embittered by a constant change of butlers, and a 
perpetual succession of cooks, over whom his feeble wife exercises 
about as much control as the President of the French Republic over 
his short-lived Ministries. But, as yet, she has not attained to the 
full and perfect glory of the Invalid’s liife. 

During the next five years she is still to be seen occasionally at 
evening parties and afternoon teas in the houses of her friends. She 
also becomes the mother of two children, a boy and a girl. After 
her second confinement she is prostrated by a slight illness, and 
during her convalescence she makes up her mind that life is made 
tolerable only by illness and the delicate attentions that accompany 
it. She is confirmed in this opinion by the discovery that her 
! figure is no longer adapted to the prevailing fashion of everyday 
dress, and that her complexion looks better in her own room and 
i beneath her own arrangement of curtains than in the vulgar glare 
of unmitigated daylight. She therefore enters with a light heart 
and a practically unimpared constitntion, upon a prolonged period 
of tea-gowns, chaises longues^ and half-lignts, and is recognised 
everywhere as an Invalid. 

Henceforward she takes no concern in the pleasant labours or the 
social amenities of life. The busy hum of the great world beats 
outside her chamber, men and women are bom, and marry and die, 
society may be convulsed with scandals, kingdoms may totter to 
-their fall in a crash of wars and tumults, but the Invalid lies through 
the tedious days propped on pillows, and recks only of her own 
comfort. Her husband is raised to high office in the G-ovemment of 
the day, her boy plays cricket at Lord’s or rows in his University 
Eight, her daughter grows in years and beauty, but she herself 
reposes, strong in the blessed luxury of feeble health, and in the 
impenetrable selfishness with which she exacts a minute and un- 
swerving devotion from those who surround her. 

But her life is not altogether or even chiefly passed in England. 
Every year with the approach of autumn she flits to the Riviera. 
Three slaves, her husband, her daughter, and her maid, follow 
humbly the triumphal procession of her invalid carriage, and thus 
she arrives at the charming villa where for the next few months she 
will hold her court. For the confirmed invalid is a more highly 
exalted being in Nice than in London. Whereas beneath our 
own dull skies there is still some merit in being robust and healthy, 


in the South of France, precedence both in rank and social influence, 
often varies directly according to the nature and length of an 
iUness. The Invalid Lady, therefore, is in an unassailable position, 
and may permit to herself slight indulgences, which in London, 
might wreck her career as an invalid. She establishes an afternoon 
for tea and ices and gossip, she attaches to herself a foreign prince, 
she even organises pic-nics, and enters upon a mild flirtation with a 
middle-aged Baronet, she reads French novels of the newest school 
and ^scusses their tendency with a long-haired lyricist who has 
lately published a volume of poems entitled, Love and Languor. 

Once every winter the Invalid Lady gets up a 
bazaar for the benefit of the Petites Scaurs des 
Pauvres. Her husband lends his garden, her 
daughter writes aU the letters, makes aU the 
purchases, and, with her young friend^ com- 
pletes aU the arrangements, whilst the Invalid 
Lady herself looks on in occasional disapproval 
of tne work that others are doing. When the 
great day arrives, and all the company of 
intending purchasers is gathered together in the 
garden, the Invalid is drawn gently into their 
midst in a long, wheeled chair. She is robed in 
a tea-gown of exquisite taste and design, the 
prevailing colour oi which may be the new 
de Carmes^^ mixed with ivory-coloured chiffons. 
As it is thoroughly understood that she cannot 
walk, her feet, which peep from under her laces, 
are arrayed in delicately open and striped silk 
stockings, and in tiny shoes, which are decorated 
each with a single diamond sparkling in the 
centre of a black bow. Thus apparelled, she 
is wheeled slowly about, to receive the congratu- 
lations of her intimates on her charitable spirit, and on the organising 
power which would do a strong man credit. 

In course of time her daughter marries, and leaves her. She then 
establishes by her side a poor but devoted friend, with whom she 
eventually quarrels for not speaking with sufficient respect of one of 
the five mortal ailments with which she believes herself to be 
afflicted. Death, whom she apparently courts with a weary longing, 
will have none of her. The hale and hearty drop off, but the invalid, 
querulous, weak, and hysterical, survives into a remote future, and 
having become a great grandmother, fades out of existence in the 
possession of all her faculties. 


NOVEL ADVICE EROM LINCOLNSHIRE. 

^‘Eeal people witk splendid mothers would seldom become novelists, 
because their mother’s love would prepare them for a safer career, or they 
themselves, I think, would seldom have that intense observant nature which 
a novelist must have. I suppose most of our greatest writers, who have not 
created good mothers, have been left much to themselves when they were 
young, either because their mothers had no sympathy with them, or because 
they were motherless,” — A Lincolnshire Girl,” in the Daily Mews. 

There ’s a girl away in Lincolnshire, where green is mostly worn, 
Who knows all about a novelist, and all about his trade. 

Aud, oh, ye English Novelists, repay her not with scorn, 

When she says that by his mother every novelist is made. 

If you fail she knows the reason, she can tell it at a glance — 

You have had a splendid mother, so you never had a chance. 

If your nature is observant, if your nature is intense, 

If you track elusive motives through the mazes of the mind ; 

If you fly o’er plot and passion as a hunter flies a fence, 

And leave panting mediocrity a hundred miles behind ; 

Why then you may be certain, though the thought may give yon 
pain. 

That your mother wasn’t splendid, or your toil would be in vain. 

An nnsympathetio mother who neglects her baby boy, 

Oh, she knows not what advantages she showers on his head. 

Let her frown upon her infant and deprive him of his toy. 

That ’s the training for a novelist who wishes to be read. 

He had better have a sea-cook for his mother, or a gnn. 

Than one who, being splendid, blasts the future of her son. 

So, ye publishers of novels, if your mills are short of grist, 

Find a child whose mother loathes him, and adopt him as your own, 
Give him pens and ink and paper, saying, “ Write, Sir Novelist, 
You are quite the biggest certamty that ever yet was known. 

You may not write good grammar, or be careful how you spell, 

But your mother wasn’t splendid, so your books are sure to sell ! ” 


Some amiable Statistician has recently been computing the amount 
of pills taken in England annually. He has omitted “ Club-Pilling.” 
The severe committee men are, pace Ibsen, the real Pillars of 
Society. 
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.Hbwse 0 ^ Commms,^ Monday, March 31. — PimiKEX had his 
Wl llr I llllli 1 1 ■ kL^iU^ in.T^ iK Q-Tiinial innings, defendinjr Royal Palaces from attack of mob led by * 
/ /V I Qxteen Akne’s Gtate. yote^nnder discussion on account of 

f ^ } JiSBjEI/ iimi' RoyM Palaces. Sage been looking into matter* has come to con- 

^ I y J elusion that Kensington Palace might he turned into popular res- 

™ /A \ taurant* At one time knew* something about management and 
I Hv / A aWIIIIII/ arrangement of Aquarium. Why not have sort of West-End Aqua- 

ffflmfvw / f ^ J^'am at Kensington Palace? Grounds admirably suited for merry- 

■ ■! ■ IN ^ > 1 iVC^ T l\ / ??4 popular devices for whiling a happy hour away. 

. !^ M^v — W]l\ mV 1 \ I — ^ Then Kew Palace. Who lived there ? Geoege the Thibd was, he 

j;)OA ^ [>,r — ^ v) \ i I ike last tenant, and during his term of occupancy His 

\ \lln\ X TiV Majesty was unfortunately cracked. There were other palaces and 

■ f r I iP !\ \il 1 \^r X \ ea,oh lent to some lady or gentleman. As they lived rent- 

^ k — = — c. ^1^,,.. :? — Milil > ^ ^ _ X N \ free, Sage thought the least they could do would be to pay the cost 

+« j Treasury Bepch, listened to this conversation wim lowering brow. Ht^-r Ma justt had but lately testified afresh 
to her wisdom and discernment by calling him to her conncils ; and yet there were men so lost to all sense dewncy af to ovS 
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AMENITIES OF WAR! ^AT OUR EASTER MANOEUVRES. 


rf j • jf rr y ^ , wwrm bri<7ic.rL IVIMI’^WXLU VKt», 

Captam of FolurUeers and Sub. {hoik conscious of a FccTcet Pistol, and both together). <■ Have a_deop o’ Something Short ? I » 

~ " ' [They refresh horizontally, and feel letter. 


KeBsington. the favoured Minister. Bminess Supply, Chapun votes 

letaeMMst^f^oSltare lo^e^thTm^^aSd l^^^ agamrt the Government, refasiw them Supplyf ^ 

a salutary lesson. But Minister for AgrioulWre notfin^/f^A^n TMesrf;w.— O ld MoEAirax did grwt stroke of husiness to-day; 
this galley. All he could do was ^stand at it.™ 1 m usual innocent-looking fashion. TVlien House 

hands on hips, regarding the little band of malcontent* m^or^g ratting large batch of votes to be dealt with ; passed 

turelhe siggtofiimmVt 

, Siding there when BeU rang for Division.* Beaten off at Ken to Mobautt, noiding mysteriously 

HaUh;n^urtpU7olS^S&.Sta®^^^^ JACzsoN left it amrdingly. men House met to-day secret out. 

paid the piper. Committee divided ; Minister of Members thought they were coming d(^ for a morning sitting ; 

Amculture, with his breast aflame with righteous might talk away about Totes ^ Seven o’clock, fet 


XT — wv/uaujULUUC^ U.1VXU«U ; JlLlIllSuer 01 

Agriculture, with his breast aflame with righteous 
indignation strode into Lobby; doors shut and 
locked; Chapldst looking round, discovered he had 
been tollowed by remarkable contingent ; There was 
the Sage, and Picxeesgill, and Cattsion, and 
Ckbmer, and Pictojst looking more than ever like 
his great ^edecessor m spoliation, Henry THE 
Eighth. Was it possible "^at he had coerced 
them by the glance of his falcon eye ? Had they 
been unable to resist the moral persuasion of his 
presence r They had surely meant to vote against 
money for Hampton Court. Yet, here they were in 
the Lobby with hun. Chaplin’s bosom began to 
swell with more inflation than usual. Such a 
triumph rare in Parliament^ history, Pluneet 
V P^^^testing, cajoling by the hour, and 

had done nothing, Chiplin had only looked, and 
had dra\m them into the same Lobby as himself. 

Pleased meditation broken in upon by a murmur 
growing into hilarious shout. Unruly mob pressed 
around hm laughmg and jeering; wild with delight 
Truth suddenly dawned on Chaplin. Had in per- 
tobation of moment, walked into wrong Lobby. 
Got m mth Eadical mob. Ho way out; no help for 
it ; Voto must be recorded against estimates, against 
his ^lleagues in the Government, against keeping 
up Hampton Court, and in despite of the Gramous 
I sovereign of whom, a short hour ago, he had been 


A Cabinet Minister. 
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one or two pass, then go off for Easter Holidays. 
Fomd Old Mobalitt had put spoke in their wheel. 
In first place on Orders appeared Hotice of Motion 
giving precedence to Government business at even- 
again to-morrow. 

What’s this?” says Sage op Queen Anne’s 
s tarting as if viper had bit him. 

(I ” says Old Mobalitt, blandly. 

Why,” says Sage, “this Hotice of Motion. 
Thought all arranged that House at its rising at 
Seven o Clock adjourn for Easter Eecess.” 

Ah, yes,’’ says Old Mobalitt, his eyes fixed 
broadening parting of Sage’s hair. 

The feathered race, as we all know, with pinions 
skims the air : not so the mackerel, and stiU toss the 
bear. Ah, who has seen the mailed lobster rise, 
clap her broad wings, and claim the equal skies ? 
As the Hon. Member says, it was arranged that we 
slionld nse at seven, and adjourn for Easter Holi- 
days; only we must get Totes first. I am most 
anxious, as far as is compatible with duty to Queen 
and Countoy, to meet views of Hon. Members in all 
parts of House. That view converges, as I may 
say, on the holidays, ^ell, the holidays need not 
he impmged upon. We can all be off at Seven 
o Clock, or even before, if we pass the Totes ; other- 
wise must sit to-night and to-morrow. Do not 
expect it will be necessary; merely put down Motion 
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as matter of precantioii.'^ Precaution seryed. Members not liking 
prospect of coming back after dinner, still less of spending Wednes- 
day at Westminster, voted money ■with both hands, and by Six 
o’clock Class I. in Civil Estimates agreed to. 

“A wonderful man, Old Mobalitt,” said E. N. Eowlee, walking 
off. “ Only you and me, Toby, thoroughly appreciate him. Yah, 
yah I ” Business done . — Adjourned till Monday, April 14. 

POLICE FUN. 

{An entirely Imaginary SlcetcJi of an Utter Invpossihility.) 

6 P.H.— Return to town, to find that that very afternoon my 
house in Bayswater has been robbed by my servants, who have all 
decamped. They have taken my wife’s jewel-case, containing 
diamonds to the value of £7,000, cash-box full of securities, fifteen 
, gold repeaters, all the silver plate in the 

house, together with the dining-room side- 
M board, set of skittles, twelve-light gas 

chandelier, drawing-room grand piano, two 
^ original landscapes by Ttjjonee, a set of 
\ family portraits, dinner service, all my 

ml- clothes, roasting-jack, and the umbrella- 

^ stand. Instantly summon Policeman from 

over the way. Shakes his head unoon- 
V cemedly, and says it is “no business” of 

can’t go off his beat to attend 
^ li Hur]^ off to Local Office, and make 

my complaint. They only smile. They 
** Hullo ! vhat are you ? regard me with the languid interest that, 

, „ . , , say, a horse might exhibit were a lady to 

present herself in leathers minus a riding-habit. Don’t know why 
I think of a horse — later on their presence calls to mind an animal 
traditionally far less sagacious, and I don’t mean a mule I Peel 
slightly irritable, and ask them to send a Constable round at once, “to 
see the condition of the house. They decline. Ask them “ Why P ” 
They refuse to teU me. I express astonishment, and again state my 
case categorically. They ask me if I think they’ve nothing better 
to do than attend to “every cock-and-bull story ” that is brought to 
them. I get angry, and threaten them that I’ll complain to Scot- 

lA<nW /Til. T J IJ. t It .•.I A . 


noticmg ^e inspector whispering some orders to two of his subordi- 
nates, I think it beat to take to my heels, which I do, pursued by a 
Constables, whom I manage to escape, and, jumping into 
a Hansom, drive to Head Quarters. 

. § P*3\r.-“Have stated my case and "written it all out, as requested. 
Official says, “that will do.” Ask him 
wlmtner he wont telegraph to Dover, Eolkestone, Hewhaven and 
Po:rtsm 9 uth, to enable the Police to stop suspicious people leaving 
^to-mghts Mails. He says, “ Certainly not.” I ask him “ Why ? ” 
He asks me what business is that of mine? I answer that it is 

every busm^s of mme.” He retorts, “Oh! is it? Well, you 
nad best be off. You won’t get nothing more out of us.” Q-row 
very angry at this, but express myself with moderation; am about 
to remonstrate "with him, when I notice that he is also whispering 
I some secret orders to two subordinates, and I think it best once 
more to take to my heels, which I do, again hotly pursued by a 
couple of Constables. Turning a corner, however, I fortuna-tely 
manage to escape them, and finding myself opposite the door of the 
Detective D^artment, step in. 

?-P, i^r^v-Have again stated the whole of my case “fully.” They 
think if I am prepared to pay up pretty freely, they can help me, 
and ree(^end, as a prehmnary step, the despatch of ten Detectives 
^0 each respecfavely to ^lapham Junction, Herne Bay, Margate, 
Cravesend and Tootmg Common. Pull out my cheque-book and 
arrange lor this at a handsome figure. Pass the night myself in 
company with an eleventh Detective, in going over second-hand 
furniture. establishments in the Mile End Road, with a search- 
warrant, in the hopes of commg across my dining-room sideboard 
and umbrella-stand, but to no purpose. 

10 A.M. (-ZVeai ilfommjir).— Noneof mymisMnfrpropertyreoovered 
more heard of ^y of tt. The ten Detectiyes, however! 

Junotaon, Heme Bay, Margate, Qxayesend 
and Tootmg: (^mmon, each haying arrested respectiyely, three 
TOople, answering^gnely the description given By me oi some 
my servants. The whole thirty are brought to my house at 
Bay^ater, for “identifloation,” but as they Contain aiong tteir 
“ Rnral Dean, two M. P.’s, a Dowager DuSes^ni^w! 
General m the Army, a celebrated Medical Man, and a popular 
Author, and as all are furious at what they call “a gross infrmge- 
ment of their liberty,” I am not likely, I fLr, to heaf ^e iSt 

as I have done, and call in the 
for me, my only chance of redress seems 
to be to Write to the p&pers. So^here goes I 


SIGNS OF THE SEASON. 

{By a WesUBnd ShopJceeper.) 

The voice of the horse-dealer’s heard in the land. 

The Season, it says, will he full, gay, and grand ; 

He is happy, and gives the most hopeful accounts. 

Well, thenorse-dealer rises by virtue of “ mounts,” 

The thing in mid-March to keep hope well alive 
Was the prospect, in June, of a jolly full Drive, 

The wiseacres Long- Acre stir with aelight. 

And oh I don’t we hope the wiseacres are right ! 

TWO HEADS NOT BETTER THAN ONE ! 

Th e re is not the slightest truth in the report that the following 
short story, said to have been written by MM. Ercxmann' and 
Chateian since their quarrel, will be more fully developed before 
repubhcation. 

MOSCOW ! 

Hote . — ^TMs title is believed to have been furnished by M. EacKMANN, 
but wiU probably be changed to The Bahy's Nieoc, by M. Chateian. 

Chapter I. {JBy M. JE.) 

Napoleon regarded the burning town with a feeling of dismay. 
He had counted upon the ancient Russian capital as a basis of 
support when the time should come to retire. As he looked at the 
fire, luridly reflected in the snow, Marie approached him and fell 
upon her knees. 

“Sire!” she cried, “A boon! I ask you to save Kosmop! I 
beg of you my lover’s life ! ” 

The Man of Destiny gazed upon her with a cold smile, full of 
erael meanmg, and replied, “ Life for life— you know my con- 
ditions I Marie gave a piercing shriek and. sank into uncon- 
sciousness. 

Chapter II. {By M. C.) 

To wake again and find the sun shining brightly on her own 
^satian home I Yes, all the_ nonsense about Napoleon aud Moscow 
^ nightmare I The good Oure was playing 
witn the niece of her baby brother. Jules was hard at work cutting 
^"WTi apples in the orchard, which were soon to become cider in 
the press of the farmstead. 

“My Father,” said Marie, *with a coquettish toss of her pretty 
head, “and so you tbinTr .. j 

JuLi^^ too go^d ^ 

so brave a man.” ^ 

“ Brave ?” echoed Marie. 

“ Why, what do we want 
with bravery in these piping 
times of, peace ? Nowadays 
we have no Napoleon — all 

“ “ indeed right, 

my daughte,” returned the old Priest, as he walked towards the 
chapel. We do live in peaceful days— there is, indeed, no 
Napoleon!” ’ 

Chapter III. {By M. JE.) 

X. ” shouted Buonaparte, coming up at the moment, at the 

head of the remnant of his Army. “ I will soon show you whether 
we uve in tranquil times or no ! ” 

X- cannon, Marie, Jules, and the Priest were 

tied to the wheels. 

“ Mercy ! ” they implored. 

There was a flash, an explosion, and Marie, Jules, and the Priest 
were blown to atoms. 

No one remained save Napoleon ! 

Chapter IY, {By M. C.) 

Ye^ Napoleon, and one other — tbe Niece of the Baby ! She was a 

•xx® j "^c^ich of twenty. Shocked hy the cruel outrage com- 

mitted m her quiet Alsatian home, this brave maiden seized the 
V hurst with such violence that 

both Napoleon and herself were killed on the spot. Nay, more — 
■thousands within mUes ! Besides, at this moment there was an epi- 
demic ragmg, that, in one single instant, killed the Army, and all the 
Russians, and, in fact, everybody ! There I 

JE . — ^My hono'ured confrhre is a spiteful pig ! 

^te hy G . — My esteemed colleague is a demented donkey ! 

JE.8. hy Jf. je.~Pooh ! B.8. hy M. C.— Yah !~ 


NOTICE, — Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter Hra-oHtio'a av . 

m no case be returned, not even when accompanied bv a Stam-nefl of any description, -will 

-there wiU be no excen^on. accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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IN THE LANE. 

Monday, — Carmen exceptionally excellent. 


the mark. Military hand of soldiers returned from the wars had 
apparently conquered the drum of a British regiment. Signor Abba- 
Mss Zelte be moep (good as Mephistopheles) showed his generous disposition by 


Ltjss.^, gifted ^th a light, pleasant voice, sang admirably. Can’t | sharing his red light with Martha when he was talking to her. 
have “ Troj? da Mr. Babton , Wednesday,— JEtomeo and Juliet 


McGrU’CETN, as Don Jim-along^JosS^ 
did all that can be done with this 
weak-minded soldier. No holes to 
be picked in Mr. McQ-.’s performance, 
though there was a portion of bis 
costume that would have been the 
better for the attention bf Signor 
Soi^so, the Spanish tailor. Perhaps 
he is one of the “ Renters” of Drury 
Lane. ^ The strongest and most novel . 
situation was the entrance of a horse, 
which, like the old woman who “lived 
on nothing but victuals and drink,” 
“wouldn’t be quiet,” and nearly 
gave poor Carmen fits. If it had 
given Mr. Barton McG-ucein fits— a 
pair of them— my previous allusion 
to the tailor would have lacked a 
tangible basis of fact. Pancy Car- 
men frightened by an ordinary 












The Garden Scene from the Lane. 


repetition of last week when the 
season commenced with Gonoxld’s 
masterpiece. Scenery tested the re- 
sources of some of the greatest Drury 
Lane successes. The pantomime in 
the ball-room was particularly excel- 
lent and noticeable. 

Thursday, — Mignon^ represented 
by charming Mss Moobt. Sup- 
ported by the dullest of Lotharios, 
Mr. P. H. Celli. Wilhelm played 
by a very small tenor— in fact one 
who looked like a Cjeilb. The cast 
good all round, and a crowded house 
enthusiastic. One of the best re- 
vivals of the season. 

Saturday, — Wallace’s Lurline 
in the evening, after Carmen in 
the morning. “ Troubador ” just as 


men frightened by an ordinary ..xxo enchanting as he was twenty years 

horse, not even a dray-horse, of which no Carmen would have been ago. “ The silver river,” too, “flows on ” as sweetly as ever. Good 
af^id I ^ ^ house testifies to the love we all have for home-made music. On the 

Tuesday and Friday, — Faust, Signor Runcio, as Faust, vjp to wholeasatisfactory week from every point of view. So[far — all ’swell. 


“A SOCIETY FOR THE STUDY OF IHEBRIETY.” 

[Notes ly Mr, Punch's Own Pe^fortcr,) 

On the last occasion of the Meeting of the above Society a most 
interesting paper was read by Professor James Jambes, P.R.Z,S., 
describing a series of experiments to which, in the cause of Science, 
he had recently submitted himself. Commencing by comparatively 
small quantities of alcoholic stimulant, he gradually increased the 
doses until he reached a maximum of three bottles of Brandy and 
one of (3rreen Chartreuse per diem, abandoning all other work during 
the period embraced by the experiments. After a fortnight of 
patient research he was rewarded by the discovery in his immediate 
neighbourhood of an abundance or blackbeetles, which he was un- 
able to refer to any known species of Orthoptera,- These were 
succeeded by reptilesjand beasts of various kinds and colours, speci- 
mens of which, owing] to their evasiveness, he much regretted to 
have been unsuccessful in securing. After increasing the dose to 
two bottles daily, he was able to detect the presence of rodents in 
large quantities. Subsequently these creatures assumed the most 
surprising shapes, while their colouring was frequently gorgeous in 
the extreme. He had made some brandy-and- water sketches of the 
most remarkable— though he had to apologise for the drawing being 
less accurate and clear than he could have wished, as the conditions 
were generally unfavourable for scientific observation. Still, they 
aflorded a very fair idea of the principal phenomena which he had 
met. (Cheers.) The Professor, in concluding, remarked that he 
himself had never been a Materialist, and that, after the experiences 
that attended the addition of the third bottle of brandy and the 
Green Chartreuse to his diurnal allowance, he could only confess 
that, in the words of the Poet, there were more— many more— things 

in heaven and earth than 
6k/ dreamed of in his 

philosophy. Some of the 








imps, for instance, that he 
had noticed on the foot of 
his bed, he should never 
forget. He must ask indtil- 
genoe for any short-comings 
both in the manner and 
matter of his contribution, i 
on the ground that he was 
still suffering from severe 
indisposition, in consequence i 
)hes had been pursued. He : 


Professor SauiEEiE said he had not as yet brought his experiments 
so far as the last speakers. He was not a Naturalist hims elf. His 
line was Optics. He described some interesting cases of Double 
Refraction, Mock Suns, and Lunar Rainbows, that had come under 
his notice, before sitting down with some suddenness on the floor, 

Mr. Staggers, F.H.S., R.C.Y.S., said that most of his time had 
been devoted to the study of Seismatics. It wasja fact not generally 
known that “earth tremors” were of almost! nightly occurrence 
after eleven p.m. Some persons refused to believe that the world 
went round the sun, but he had seen it do so several times in the 
course of a single minute. 

Mr. Orrbrs wished to know whether any member present had 
formed any theory respecting the fantastic attire, particularly in 
the matter of head-dresses, affected by the fauna encountered in 
the more advanced stages of Inebriety. Why, for example, should 
kangaroos, especially in Piccadilly, present themselves in the bonnets 
usually worn by Salvation lasses’? And again, what natural affinity 
was there between the common rabbit and a fez cap ? He asked the 
question because it had been upon his mind a good deal of late. 

Mr. D. T. Jumper said he merely desired to make one remark 
with regard to the pink rhinoceros, which Professor James —or, if 
he might take the liberty of so describing him, “dear old Jem 
Jambes ” — had mentioned as having found in his bath. Speaking 
personally, he had never come across the pink variety of these 
interesting pachyderms. He had seen them green, or striped, — but not 
pink. Was it not just possible that his distinguished and excellent 
friend had been misled by some deficiency in his eyesight or the 
light on this occasion ? With regard to imps, both blue and- spotted, 

he could only say but he was compelled to stop here, as he had 

barely time to catch the last train to his Retreat, 

Mr. Booser said he wasn’t scientific fler, like some other fiers, still 
he flattered himself he was fler that knew as 
much about Inebriety as most flers, and if 
there was any fler there liked doubt his 
word, give him the lie— they understood what 

S 've him the lie meant— he repeated— give 
m the lie, why, what he wanted to know 
wasj^ why didn’t they have courage of their 
opinions r They knew where find him, and “ , T , ' ' 

if they didn’t— knew where find them. S 

fhe Meeting then broke up in" some con- 


The Meeting then broke up in" some con- 
fusion, as the Chairman, having removed his 
boots during the proceedings, was unable to 
propose the customary vote of thanks to Professor Jambes, who left 
the hall in a state of considerable excitement in consequence. 


of the ardour with which his researches had been pursued. He 
felt that he was still only on the threshold, but he was fascinated by 
the glimpses he had already obtained of the strange and wonderful 
things with which the study of Advanced Inebriety would make the 
humblest of us increasingly familiar. (Great cheering,) 

The reading of the paper was followed by a discussion, in which 
Dr. Loschen said, that he was in a position from his own experience 
to corroborate most of the statements in the very interesting account 
to which they^ had just listened. He thought the learned Professor 
had, if ai^thing, rather underrated the dimensions of some of the 
snakes. He could see a particularly fine specimen at that moment 
under the Chairman’s table, and would postpone any further remarks 
he was about to make. 


The Art Kaleidoscope may undoubtedly be found at 160, New 
Bond Street, where the Messrs. Dowbeswells are everlastingly 
giving it a turn. Before you have time to get tired of one show, 
the turn is made, and another reigns in its place. Yesterday it was 
Royal Berkshire, to-day it is pictures principally of the French 
School. There are some fine works by Corot, which, however, did 
not justify a weak-minded critic in calling the show “the Corotid 
Art-ery.” Also examples of Monticelli, Segantini the Italian, 
Daubigny, Troyon, Muhrman, and other notable painters. 


VOL. XCTin. 
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THE ONLY REMEDY. 

Pitt a poor Home Secretary ! 
Verily 

His days are hard, his m|:hts 
can scarce wag mernly ; 

But of aU burdens on his 
mind distracted, 
Greatest must he that dread 
responsibility 

Where sense of justice wars 
with sensibility. 

Punch hardly thinks the 
two have interacted 
This time with guite ideal 
force and fitness, 

And that the Public doubts, 
let the Press witness I 

A loathsome story, sordid, 
brutal, sickening! 

Dull callousness to smug con- 
trition quickening 
Under the spur of an ignoble 
terror, [expression, 
A hope scarce less ignoble— in 
Atleast. Yes, calmjudioial self- 
possession [ming error ; 
Is difficult, most easy trim- 
But compromise with claims 
confiicting here, 

Is scarce the course of equity 
one must fear. 

The logic of it does not stand 
forth clearly ; 

The public conscience fidgets, 
and feels queerly. 

Yes, to be arbiter, by law’s 
compulsion, [immense. 
In such a case, with issues so 
Is hard, no doubt ; the public 
common sense 

Against the arrangement 
turns with strong revul- 
sion; [must feel. 
And the right remedy, as all 
Is in a Court of Criminal 
Appeal I I 



IXTREMES MEET! 

Smrty Luncher. “This Fasting is all Bosh I Eobert another Plate 
OP Pork and another Pint op Stout. I going to see Stjcoi this 
afternoon ! ” 


183 

SONG SEKTIMENTIANA. 

{A Delightful AlUthe^Year^ 
Mound ” Mesort for the Fashion- 

I ahle Composer,) 
Example III. — - Concerning 

THE Lover’s objection to 
BEING HARD ON A PERSON, 

I I LOVE you SO ! I love you so ! 
It’s funny, but I do— 

In spite of what my parents 
know, 

, And what they say, of you ! 

I No honest folks will near you 

go— [shrink ? 

. But wherefore should I 

I I only know I love you so. 
Whatever they may tbinTr | 

I love you so I I love you so ! 

I As I have sung before- 
Although the heart you have 

to show 

. Is rotten to the core ! 

They say you oft to prison go ; 
But wherefore my dismay ? 

I I only know I love you so ! 

I don’t care what they say I 

1 1 love you so ! I love you so ! 

As I will sing again. 

(In face of all the bills you owe, 

, It ’s awfully insane !) 

[ What boots it that you are 
my foe ? 

. Should that my passion mar? 

I only know I love you so I — 

I No matter wJiat you are I 

I love you so I love you so ! 

, As still again I ’H sing. 

And sing a thousand times, 
although 

I You stole my ruby ring I 
I Bat what care I for suchlike 
show, 

So long as I have thee f 
I love you so I I love you so I 
That ’s good enough for Me! 


FIRST APPEARANCE OF THE SWISS-BACK RAILWAY. 

{By Our Easier Eggsperimentalist . ) 

I HAVE no hesitation in asserting that Lynton and Lynmouth are 
frequently called the English Switzerland. I have seen such an 
aMouncement made in the local Guide-books, and heard the opinion 
adopted by many of the inhabitants. I am inclined to that 
me^narne is not a misnomer, for certainly the twin villages, with 
tneir mimature manor-houses and cottage-like country-seats, are not 
jmsuggestive of a German box of toys; But there is very little of 
me foreigner in the inhabitants. Rarely have I seen so much 
entnusiasm exhibited as on the occasion of the opening of the Cliff 
hallway, an event which came off on Easter Monday, The convey- 
ance m question was suggestive of the Switchback, or perhaps of the 
bmssback, when local surroundings are taken into consideration. 
The mangural programme was a long one. We had a procession, 
with some eccentric mnmmers garbed as “Ancient Foresters,” an 
openmg ceremony, with a Royal salute, fired by three Coastgnso-ds- 
men, a banquet at the Yalley of Rocks Hotel, Ine-hoat exercise, and, 
finally, a grand display of fireworks. I took part in every function. 
1 applauded the Ancient Foresters, m white beards and brown heads 
of Jmir. I "w^as the earliest to use the railway, I made a speech at 
me h^qnet, I helped to man the life-boat, and, finally, I was the 
first to c^ O;0-o-o-o-h ! ” at the initial rocket of the grand 
display. So I think I may be allowed to say that I know something 
about the place and its inhabitants. Imprimis^ Lynton has an 
e^eUent hotel, m the shai)e of the one to which I have already 
it has a great benefactor in the person of worthy 
Ne^^es, M.P., the gemal and clever Chairman of the Cliff 
loveliness of the scenery is greatly 
enh^ced by the fact that praoticaUy there are no residents (probably 
not hfi^ a dozen) in the neighbourhood. It is true mat ttiere is a 
xl’ none of them is large enough in itself to 
spou the effect of the rocks, the cascades, anf the mountain passes. I 
1 admit mat when I went to Lynton I was under me impression that I 
1 was going to take part in the inauguration of some score miles of I 


railway, openmg out a new route to me Far West. That this was an 
erroneous idea was more my fault than my misfortune. After 
trying on foot an ascent from Lynmouth to Lynton, I came to the 
conclusion that this line of railw^ was of far greater importance 
man any other in existence. That the track was rather less 
than a thousand feet, instead of being rather more than a million 
miles, I considered merely a matter of Retail. Should it he necessary 
wme day to dispense with the coach-jonmey from Barnstaple to 
Lynton— a journey which, on account of the exercise in whim tlie 
traymers are encouraged to indulge on foot, must he of the greatest 
possible benefit to meir heaim — why then the railway could be 
extended from point to point. All that would be required would be 
proportionately computed additional capital. The formula would 
mn as follows : — If 900 feet of railway from Lynmouth to Lynton 
costs so much, 18 miles of railway from Lynton to Barnstaple will 
cost so much more, ^ The simplest thing in the world ! And with 
mis practical suggestion for the future I conclude my r^ort, with 
me observation that the twin villages of lynton and Lynmouth 
deserve me greatest possible prosperity. Natare, represented bv 

Ragged Jack, ’ the * Devil’s Cheese Wring,” and Watersmeet, is 
lovely beymd compare ; and Art could have no better illustration 
than tmt tenished by the unsurpassed resources of the Yalley of 
Rocks Hotel. ^ 

Hughle ^D Regie.— “On what sort of paper should a fellah 
To.*® ^ 8:al, don’tcher-know, write to his mash, 

eh ? w^hy—on— mashe, of course.” * ‘ Thanks awfully.” 
(Goes off to get some,) 

^ ‘‘It’s going to rain to-momw,” said Mrs. R, confidently— 

1 am sure of it, heoan se I always read Professor Ben Nevis’s 
remarks in the Times, What a clever man he is, and how useful I ” 

Nomenclatuee.— Isn’t it the place par excellence where umbrellas 
l^^^waterproofs are in request? If not, why call it, Hayling 
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“IN THE KNOW.” 

{Bf/ Mr, Bunches Prophet,) 

The collapse of Gaslag 
\ can liave surprised no 
careful reader of these 
i colnmns. His public per- 
formances have been uni- 
formly wretched, save and 
except on the one occasion 
when he defeated Itanun- 
cuius in the Decennial 
Pedigree Stakes at New- 
market last year, and any 
fool could have seen that 
Itanunculus had an off 
hind fetlock as big as an 
elephant’s. That comes of 
training a good horse on 
Seidlitz powders and bran- 
mash. The muddy-minded 
moon-calves who chatter 
in their usual addle-pated 
fashion about the chances 
of Jimjams^ ought to de- 
ceive nobody now that 
their insane folly has been 
exposed ^ by me for about 
the thousandth time ; but 
the general public is such 
a blathering dunderheaded 
ass that it prefers to trust 
itself to the guidance of 
men like Mr. Jeremy, who 
knows as much about a 
horse as he does about the 
Thirty-nine Articles. If 
JimjamSy with 91bs. advan- 
tage and a thousand sove- 
reigns of added money, 
could only run a bad second 
to Blue Ruin^ who, on the 
following day, romped in 
from The Ratcatcher in a 
common canter, — The RaU 
catcher having simply 
spread-eagled The Parson - 
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ANY EXCUSE BETTER THAN NONE. 

CauUmis Customer, “ Btra if hk ’s a Yottno Hoesb, wht do his Knehs 

BENTD so ? ** 

Decder (reassuringly). “ Ah, Sik, the poor Hanikai. ’as been hvinq in a 
OTABIB AS WAS TOO LOW FOB *IM, AND 'eS *AD TO S COOP 1 ” 
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ROOKY WALKER! 

SiE, — Perhaps you have 
read tibe stories now being 
told in the Spectator about 
rooks and wasps as Police- 
men. “W.H. W.H,”says 
that a pair of rooks were 
persecuted while building 
their nest, and that a big 
rook was deputed to guard 
them from attack — which 
he did, like otherpolicemen, 
by employing the “beak.” 
There is re^y nothing at 
all remarkable about this 
tale. Hooks are much more 
wonderful creatures than 
anybody knows about. In 
my own garden, for in- 
stance, there is a rook who 
acts as ch^lain to a whole 
rookery. He might almost 
be called a “ bird of pray.” 
Every Saturday he as- 
sembles all the rooks on 
one large tree, and caws 
solemnly to them for ten 
minutes. I have noticed 
(through an opera-glass) 
that the congregation wears 
a very devout appearance. 
Churchwarden rooks go 
round while the service is 
proceeding, and peck any 
birds that seem inatten- 
tive. At the close there 
is a universal caw, which I 
believe stands for ‘ ‘ Amen.” 
It is a curious fact that 
the chaplain rook on these 
occasions always ornaments 
himself with a wisp of white 
grass tied round nis neck, 
which increases his clerical 
aspect. I have tried to in- 
duce the rooks — ^by firing at 


Sw K^?-howT§e'"name‘rf be darofderotioHi butbMierS’iith^ur 

ab^ve worth may think the 

o„ Yonre,&e., Longbow. 


TNAAw up TO acLYise tnem on turjt matters, js^ooks are Keen politicians. I once saw an nflftPmKltr 

ohanee of winningr this race as Mr. Jeremy them— I don’t know if it was the local Caw-ons or not— divide into 

At any rate *^0 wrtions, one going to one treeranotherto lnirt^^^^ 

in^th^e ^ ^ reproach me with not wammg them elderly rooks went round, and counted both batches. After &e 

tLa 1 a • j.!. a w counting was over they returned from the lobbies, and business pro- 

the pesfflential paSbons thS^/Smsdveswho^aw tio^M-ind™d°°I^am Policemen in every par- 

to give £8,000 for^ucf^^ remSb l^ere^ij'a still more 

as Mrs, Grundy, Now I know it. i a ® circumstance. On one occasion several other tom-tits 


on aI n — TIT last year, Tue Dettinff beinff then 

wa^ ^ true form 

f^P^rpot, of coimse, is a rank impostor, but a oareM man 
worse than put a spare threepenny-hit on Toothpick, who 
^ snow-storm. As for Dutchman, ^erybody 

nsn-sance could recommend him. 


Keen Observer. 


W?h^snota everybody arandolpli’s Logic; 

fish-sance could recommend himT ^ ^ Yotjr Purchase Bill is had from top to toe— 

- boys, then to the country go, 

1 through Oladstonian ill-will 

“Wan™ a Woim I ’’-Lord Bhkx wants a word to exoress ' 

deetelo action. Anythmg Lord BxmT deals with should be of £:ave 

to luRT. How woxSd “ bw ” doT iSiried Hm^ ^ paragraph in The T 
.we electrified him.” went alrag Bnrv well-” gather the existence of 

— ' - Yours, A 'WifiT 


1 in The Times about 
Lstence of “ Lobster 
Had always thought 


A Naturalist. 
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L’ABBE INCONSTANTIN PARSONIFIED. 

The first impression of A Village Priest is that, in one respect, 
Mr, Q-eundt nas done well to choose the historical name of 
the execrable “ Abbe Dubois,” and bestow it on the Cwre, who 
is .meant to be the interesting hero of what, without him, would 
, V V vs . been a snf- 

Kv ciently strong 

melodrama. The 
yery A B C of 
the practice of 
A\\W the confessional 
.Jkv-V, being that every- 
' thing between 
Priest and Peni- 
tent (even when 
the Penitent is 
impenitent) is suh 
sigillo^ this Abbe 
can have, as the 
Grand Inquisitor 
in the Gondoliers 
sings, “ITo pos- 
sible probable 
_ __ shadow^oi doubt, 

m A * 1 . tt lx No possible doubt 

The Tree at the Haymarket. whatever,” as to 

his plain duty ; and yet he demands of Heaven a miracle to show 
him how not to do it. And to this pious request comes an answer 
(by limelight) which demonstrates once more how the Devil can 
quote Scripture to his purpose. 

Prankly, Mr. Geundt has written three Acts of a play which must 
have been powerful had he not extended it to five, and, had he not 
attempted to centre the interest on a character wnich, charming as 
an incidental sketch, is, as an essential, an excrescence. Practically 
the play is at an end with the finish of the Third Act. Why lug 
in the Able Constantin f And what an Abb6 ! ! 

Where are the familiar details ? Where the ancient snuff- 
box, where his snuffy old^ pocket-handkerchief? And where 
the old well-thumbed breviary from which he is inseparable? 
M. Laeontaxne as the Abhe Constantin^ the man to the life, was 
never without the “ old black book,” under his aim. The Hay- 
market Abb6 takes his meals without blessing himself, by way 
of saying ^raoe, and fumbles about the heads of people who 
ask his benison, like an awkward phrenologist feeling for bum^s. 
And what kind of an Abbe would he be who would tell a young girl 
that, “ when she comes to be as old as he is, she will have learnt to 
doubt everything ? ” Is it characteristic of a French Abbe to complain 
of his housekeeper “ lip:htxng his fire with his sermons ? ” It would 
be quite in keeping with the type of an English Clergyman, who, as 
a rule, preaches from a written sermon ; but not of a French Priest, 
who preaches without book or manuscript. No ; the Abbe Dubois 
is the Abbe Constantin spoilt, a French Oari Anglicised into a pet 
Ritualistic Clergyman, Robeet-Elsmeee ’d-all-over by Mr. Gettndt, 
and finally im -parson-ated by Mr. Bebebohm: Teeb. Wasn’t it 
Mr. Beeebohm Teee who, years ago, created the original of the 
Bath-bun- eating comical Curate, in The Private Secretary ? Well, 
this is the same comical Clergyman grown older, and with the 
burden on, what he is pleased to call, his mind of ^ a dying sooundrePs 
last speech and confession. The strongest objection he has to violate 
his sacred trust arises from the fear that such a revelation would break 
the heart of an exemplary old Goody Two-Shoes, for whom he has 
all his life long cherished a youthful love, the thought of which, and 
not his supernatural vocation, has sustained him, so I understood 
him to say, throughout his priestly career. All very pretty and 
“ pale young Curatey,” and theatrically sentimental, but don’t put 
this man forward as the self-sacrificing hero of a Melodrama. Ho ; 
the subject is best let alone. Mr. Geunbt seems to have rushed in 
where wiser men have feared to tread, and thoroughly to have ‘‘ put 
his foot in it,” all for the sake of transplanting DAbbi Constantin, 
whom he has transformed into D Abbe In’- Constantin, 

The piece is beautifully put on the stage, and accepting the story 
as worked out by Mr. Getjnbv’s characters, the acting is excel- 
lent all round. There are two powerful situations, one in the 
First Act between the Judge’s son, Mr. Feed Teeet, and the inno- 
cent victim, Mr. Fbenajs^dez, admirably played ; and another in the 
Second between Mr. Teeet and Miss IiECiEEcq, also rendered with 
considerable power. Little Miss Hoeeet’s shrill sq^ueak, or scream, 
or whatever it is, at the end of the First Act, imperils the situation, 
and might be toned down with advantage, as also might her 
spasmodic melodramatic acting later in the piece. Mrs. Teee’s 
is a pretty parti but not a strong one. To sum up, apart from the 
two situations I have cited, I should say, that what vm linger in the 
memory of man when it runneth not to the contrary, is not the false 
sentiment, but the real water which fills the real watering-pot, the 


blossoming apple-tree, and, above all, the stolidly - chival 
Mr. Allent as Captain of Gendarmes, By the way, the 
terior of the presbytery is that of a small cottage. Excel! 
The interior, representing the Abbe’s sitting-room, is a large 
lofty Gothic cell — a regular cell— capable of holding two such p 



Probable future of the ex- Abbe In- Constantin. He marrits Mads 

D’Arcay, and they conae over to England and join the Salvation Army 

byteries as we have just seen from outside. But there— it 
another lesson — ^never judge by appearances. 

To return for the last time to the dramatis personce, everyone ^ 
sees this play will regret that the Anthor has not bestowed as m* 
pains on the character of the Captain of Gendarmes as he has on 
maudlin water-pottering old Cure, The drama, after the Third A 
is lugubrious. Why not lighten the general depression by bring 
on the Captain of Gendarmes to the J ‘ JBoulanger March^^ and mak 
him as amusing as Sergeant lupin in Pobert JHacaire 9 The pieo 
well mounted, why should not the Gendarmes be also mounted ?i Th 
are four or six of them. What an effect has been missed by not brii 
ing them in on real horses, and giving them a quartette or a sestc 
d cheval, with a solo for the Captain ! Then the Captain might kn 
all about tbe murder, and he would reveal it without breaking ; 
seal— unless it were to crack a bottle — and all would end happi 
As it is, all ends miserably, or would so end, but for the Cajpta 
whose last words before the fall of the Curtain, uttered in his b 
French, are “ Avong ! ^ Marsh From which it may 
inferred that they are going into a dismal swamp, but it is magu 
cent, if not la guerre, and this cry of the Captain has a true militi 
ring about it that gladdens the heart of Yours ever, Peivate B 


A CHANT FOR THE COLLEGE OE SURGEONS 

[Lord Bunraven is going to introduce a Bill to reform the College of 
Surgeons.] 

Lo I they raise the gleaming scalpels, and the fearsome feuds begi 
’Twixt the Members of the College that is hard by Lincoln’s Inn, 

College once of Barber Surgeons, but the Barbers left the Guild 
To the “ Company of Surgeons,” by whom we are cured or killed. 

And the College grants diplomas two-and-twenty inches long ; 
After which, in cutting limbs off, sure the tyro can’t go wrong. 

He can practise all the Surgeons’ art and science ; worded thus 
Is the motto, “Arts,” the College says, “ quce prosunt omnihus,^^ 

But unless by operations he amasses store of pelf. 

It is clear the arts in question will not benefit himself. 

Yet the Members are not happy, and with energy they say, 

They should have a voice in choosing those who over them Hold swi 

Sir Moeell Mackenzie slashes at the College with a will ; 

Lord Duneavent to his rescue comes with promise of a Bill. 

Haply from this ^sonlapian combat we may chance to see 
Fairer future for the College, though the Doctors disagree. 


Hews op the Emin-ent Teavelleh.— Mr. Stanley was receii 
at Rome by the Marquis de Yitelleschi, who gave him so 
“ vitela,” and by the Doke’de Seemoneta, who gave him a serm< 
How nice to be H. M. Stanley I 


Feom Ceetain WoBKiNa-MEN to Gbandobps.— * ‘ "We don’t 1: 
these ’ere erpinions o’ youm, and we opes as you won’t ’Old’em.’ 


186 


PUNCH, OP THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


[April 19, 1890. 



^^A CUT OPT THE JOINT.^’ 

Swish ! swish / Sw'eet is the sound of steel 
'gainst steel 

To him who’s hungering for a good square 
meal. 

This joint is juicy, and the carver skilled, 

But many plates are waiting to be'hlled. 

The Restaurant is famed for popular prices, 

A clever Cook, and oh ! such whopping slices ! 
What wonder then that customers are 
clamorous. 

That appetites, of good cheap victuals amorous. 
Sharpen at signt of that big toothsome joint r 
The carver does not wish to disappoint ; 

He is no Union Bumble, stingy, truculent, 

He knows his dish is savoury’ and succulent, 
That “Cut and Come again 's" a pleasant 
motto, [lot to ? 

But deal out “portions” all this hungry 
Amphitryon feels the thing cannot be done, 
Though he should slice the saddle to the bone 
With all the deftness of a VauxhaU Waiter. . 
First come first serve ! some claims are less, 
some greater ; 

Some of them may secure a well-piled plateful, 
Others, though the necessity be natefiil. 
Empty away must go. Won’t there be 
Rumblings, 

Watermgs of mouths and hunger-gendered 
rumblings I 

But the mat Sui^lus-Joint, although a 
spacer. 

Won’t satiate all the appetites that hanker 
After a solid slice of it. Cook G-oscboin 
Of careful carving has a neatish notion, 

Yet, though his skill be great, his judgment 
sound, 

He will not make that whopping joint “ go 
round.” 


A BABE O’ GRACE. 

[Mb. Chamber'lain" says that “Mr. Glad- 
stone’s Home Eule Policy was conceiv^ed in 
secreay, was born in deceit, and was nurtured on 
evasion. ”] 

Poor Babe (whom kind Kurse C. so fain 
would throttle) 

111 was thy fate, fed from the Gladstojte 
bottle I 

Nurture less harsh had Romtjlxjs and Remus. 
Nurse C. would, oh I so gladly, “Nicodemus 
The bsmtling into Nothing.” Yet it lives 
And kicks and crows, and lots of trouble gives. 
This happy Baby on the tree-top dangling 
Whilst friends and foes about thy fate >Te 
wrangling ! 

When the wind blows— ah! then the world 
shall see 

What a prophetic soul has kind Norse C. 

Its face, perchance, had been more bright 
andhfand 

Could kind Nurse C. have “ brought it up by 
. hand,” 

As Mrs. Gargery did the infant “ Pi>.” 

Nay, there are some who on ,the hint let 
slip 

That Mnd Nurse C. had never wished it 
slain 

Had it but in another Chamler lain I 


Look at Home ! 

Graotolph says that “ Local Self-Govern- 
ment ” should precede “ Pnrchase.” Prob- 
ably he may find a little “ Local Self-Goveru- 
ment” (of tongue and temper) necessary to 
enable him to “purchase” the continued 
support of the Yoters of South Paddington ! 


EXIT IN EUMO. 

[The birthday gifts from the Emperor to Prince 
Bismarck include, besides his portrait, a long 
and valuable pipe.] 

0 SOLACE of sore hearts, soul-soothing pipe ! 
Was ever trail-exhausted Indian, 

Tired mariner, or hungry working-man, 

Or sore- tried toiler, of whatever type, 

More needed comfort from thy blessed bowl 
Than brooding Bismabcx in bis exiled 
hour ? 

He who, when storms about his land did 
lour. 

Faced them, and rode them out, and to the 
goal 

Of glory, and to safety’s haven brought 
His mighty charge! Memories of foes 
outfought, 

And rivals out- manoeuvred, stir his soul, 

His strong stark soul, as there he sits and 
shrouds 

That granite face in thick tohaoco-clouds 
Blown from the “ long, and valuable ” gift 
Wherewith a grateful Master’s genial thrift 
Rewards .the service, “long and valuable,” 
Of such a Servant ! Later time shall tell 
The tale of that strange parting, of the 
schemes 

That set asunder autocratic youth 
And age, perchance, imperious. Bat, in 
truth, 

Wise age discounts the worth of boyish 
dreams ; 

’Tis well that youth, betimes, should bear 
the yoke f 

Maybe the Mighty Chancellor’s career 
Is far less like, whatever may appear, 

Than the proud Emperor’s plans to— end in 
smoke ! 
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USEFUL WX'Rmm. 

“Will you walk into my parlour ? 

Said tne spider to the fiy, 

'Twas the money-lending spider, 

And “ Oh no ! ” was the reply. 

“I ’ye read the Glole, and I’m secure, 
With legs and wings still free ! 
No.buzzi-ness with you, No ! Your 
‘ Fly-paper ’ won’t catch me.” 


OUR BOOKING-OmCE. 

In The Splendid Spur^ “Q.” has given 
his Pegasus his head— Q,ueer appearance 
this Pegasus with O.’shead; but, as that’s 
not my meaning, I must mind my P’s and 
Q,’s)— and has spared neither whip nor 
splendid spur in Ms wild ride. Up beMnd, 
and clinging to “ Q,.,” we are carried on- 
ward, amid clasMng of arms, booming of 
cannon, pealing of bells, flashing of steel; 
anon we stumble over rooks, tumble over 
■ cliffs, Mde in secret caves, secrete ourselyes, 
like mad Lord High Chancellors, among 
Woolsacks; then after fainting, stabbing, 
dying, crying, sighing, “Jack’s all alive 
again,” and away we gaUop, like Dick 
Txjepin on Black Bess, and we leave girls 
dressed as boys behind us, and provincial 
J OANS OF Ano going out fighting for Church 
and Eing ; and then, just as we are hanging 
suspended in mid-air over an awful precipice, 
there is a last gallant eficort, and we awake to 
find ourselves gasping for breath, and awake 
to the fact that “d.’s Pegasus” is a night- 
mare, It recalls memories of Lons Stevfk- 
sou’s Black Arrow, but distances it by miles, 


while here and there its vivid descriptions are 
equal to some of the glowing pictures in 
Shoethouse’s John Inglemni. The Baron 
hereby recommends it as a stirring work for 
the novel-skipper in an idle hour. 

By the way, it would be difficult, to say the 
least of it, to prove that the slang phrase 
“shut up” and the Americanism “say” 
were never used in a.i). 1642, in the sense in 
wMch they are used in 1890, but they are 
scarcely characteristic of the modes of expres- 
sion at that particular period. 

Baeon De Book-Woems. 


A soNU jfitb: words. 

(Suggestively dedicated to Lord Bury,) 

Oh ! teU me not that you will “ die ” 

When I .can but “ electricate,” 

Or, “ propelected,” merely “ trie” 

A distance I might well “ volate.” 

For if to “ Faradate ” or “ Yolt ” 

In “ motored” motion I may “ glide,” 

I wonder why I may not “bolt ” 

When called on to “ electriciae.” 

Yet as each word I clip and splice, 

I ’m more than half inclined to “ trioe.’^ 

Let others “ elk ” until they ’re wild, 

I will not “ leotroceed ” or “ glint,” 

And though their trip be “ poled ” or “ piled ” 
I need not “ coil,’^or “ spark,” or “ scint,” 
No, if “electrofieoted” force 
They use to “ clash” along their way, 

I p’raps might “ ohm ” upon my course 
Or even “squirm,” if “ clicked” to-day, 

“ But no I the Times gives sound advice, 

As matters stand, I think I ’U “.trice I ” 


OUR ADVERTISERS. 

T he don JOSE oiant orape gin- 

GER BEER.— Don Josli ni Gomez, Mar- 
quis of Maxilio, Duke of Bagota, Grandee of 
Spain, Knight Grand Commander of the Order 
of the Purple Alligator, G.R.M.C.S.S., &p., 
&o,, having, owing to some recent financial 
losses in connection with his ancestral estates 
in South Patagonia, determined to listen to 
the advice of experts and friends, who assure 
him that he possesses a complete mine of 
wealth in the Giant Grape vineyards, for 
which his Sicilian property has long been 
celebrated, has made all the necessary ar- 
rangements for the manufacture of a sound 
and serviceable sparkling Wine, which, under 
the title of the Don Jos^i Giakt Geapf 
Gutgee Beee, he is now prepared to supply 
to the general public at a moderate cost. 

T he don JOSE giant grape gin- 
ger BEER. — Is a delicious light 
sparkling wine, soft and smooth on the palate, 
of a Madeira fiavour, possessing a botHed 
stout character, and if mixed with water 
strongly resembling the choicest brands of 
Old Burgundy, Hock, and Californian Claret, 
shipped from the estate direct, in cases con- 
taining one dozen, at Is, 

T he don JOSE giant grape gin- 
ger BEER. — ^TMs exquisite beverage 
is also possessed of valuable medicinal advan- 
tages, and is Mghly recommended by the 
faculty as a most successful and beneficial 
cough mixture. 

“ The Latest Speestg Novelty.”— A Fine 
Day. 




THE PARLIAMENTARY GOLF-LINKS 

{A Sketch made during the JReccss.) 
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thoughts on his WINE-MEKCHANT. 

I LOVE my Wine-meroHant— he talks with a charm 
That robs his most duhions vintage of harm. 

And the choicest Havanas less comforting are 
Than the fumes of his special commended cigar. . 

I ^m a reticent man, with a palate of wood, 

And I judge by results if a vintage be good. 

But I own to the charm of my Wine-merchant’s worst, 
If he gives me his comforting flattery first, ' 

He proffers me samples to praise or to blame, 

And I strongly suspect they ’re exactly the same. 

But we gaze at each other with critical eye. 

And I wish he would hint if it ’s fruity or dry, 

I want, say, a dozen of average stuff 
(Though a couple of bottles were really enough), 

And I enter his portals, reluctant and slow, 

Besolved just to give him the order and go. 

But he takes me in hand in his soothering style, 
Suggests in a whisper, and “ books ” with a smile ; 

And I vainly dissemble the joy in my face 
When he ceases to ply me with bottle and case. 

The talk drifts away to affairs of the State, 

And I ought to escape, but I palter and wait ; 

And he opens a box in the midst of his chat. 

And asks, like a flash, my opinion of “ that ” ? 

I sniff the tobacco, and turn it about 
With an air that is really of genuine doubt. 

And knowing so little what judges woidd say, 

I meekly consent to a hundred— and pay. 

There ’s a charm, when the varied consignment arrives, 
To men who are blest with amenable wives ; 

But I watch my Amanda with covert alarm. 

And wait till she severs the Wine-merchant s charm. 



Mes. E. is always instructing herself. She has been 
reading up legal technicalities. “ The names,” she says, 
“in some cases are so appropriate, I am informed that 
in a Divorce case, where the nusband is the petitioner, the 
Judge issues a writ of * Fie Fie^ against the wife,” 


A REMINISCENCE OF LENT. 

“And did yott both praotisb a little Self-denial, and agree to give 

UP SOMETHING YOU WEBB FOND OF? — SUGAR, FOR INSTANCE, — AS I SUGGESTED ? ** 

“Well, yes, Aunty! Only it wasn’t exactly Sugar, you know 1 It 
WAS Soap we agreed to give up !’* 


MR. PUNCHES DICTIONARY OP PHRASES. 

J OURNALISTIC. 

At the Duchess of Dnnkwater's fashionable reunion, held last 
night, I noticed among the frsUcomers, §*c. *.e., I got all my 

information, when it was over, as well as I could, from an inebriated 
linkman. 

“ What is this toe hear about a certain ^ ” We ’re not certain 

of our authority, but can’t miss the opportunity of being first in the 
field with the rumour of a scandal, so we put it into an interrogatory 
form, which can’t do any harm to us, 

1 he greatest excitement prevails ; ” i.e,, Two men who were not 
present on the occasion discuss it under a lamp-post and the influence 
of liquor. 

Social. 

“ You must come and dine with me one night ; ” i.e,, “ It sounds 
hearty, but as a fixture I ’ll relegate it to the Greek Kalends.” 

“ How well you are looking ! ” {to a Gentleman) : i,e,, “ You are 
getting awfully stout, and must drink more than is good for you.” 
Ditto, ditto {to a Lady) ; i,e,, “ Your figure and complexion are 
entirely gone,” 

Auctioneering. 

“ Old Historic House i,e,. Dormer windows, dark rooms, and 
the dry rot. 

“ Migh ’•class Furniture ; ” Another term for mahogany, 

“ Superior Ditto ; ” An adjective reserved for walnut. 

“ Solid Ditto ; ” When there is no other epithet possible. 

Flegant Modern Ditto In the gimcrack pseudo-sesthetic style. 

“ Handsome Ditto ; ” i,e,. Consoles, anv amount of mirrors, gild- 
ing, crimson sfik, ormolu— all a little “ off colour.” 

Of a Friend’s Hew Horse. 

“ Ah I Well put together ; ” i,e,, “ He ’s screwed all round.” 

Platformxjlars. 

** We have no personal quarrel with our opponents ; ” i,e,, “ They 


said some dreadfully rude things about me last night. Hope one of 
the local speakers will give them a tarouncing afterwards, Dm 
expected to be polite.” 

“ I congratulate you upon the growth of your Association, and the 
excellent political work it is doing in this district i.e,, “Know I 
nothing Aout it, except what the pasty-faced Secretary has just 
: crammed me witn, but must butter them a bit.” 

“ Your admirable Member, whose voice we hear only too seldom in 
the House ; ” ^.e., “ A silent ^ stick ’ whose silence is his only merit.” 

“ Ho words of mine are necessary to commend this vote ^thanks 
to your good will. You all know your Cha'^rman ; ” i e.. Sow long 
will that stammering idiot be allowed to preside at these meetings Y 
Parliamentary. 

“ Of course I withdraw ; ” i.e,, “ Of conrse I don’t.” 

“ Of course. Sir, I bow to your ruling ie,, “ I ’m sure you ’re 
wrong.” 

Of course I accept the Honourable Gentlemans explanation 
i.e. , “ Can’t tell Mm he ’s a liar 1 ” 

“ When I entered the House to-night it was with no thought of 
being called upon to address you;'^'* i.e.., “I should have been mad 
if I ’d missed the chance of letting off my long- stored rhetorical 
fireworks I ” 

At a Dance. 

“ May I have the pleasure f ” i.e,, “ Wish to goodness she ’d refuse, 
but no snob luck I ” 

“ Delighted ! ” {.e,, “I ’d as soon dance with a tipsy Mammoth.” 

“ Awfully sorry, but I havenH one dance left ; ” t.e,, “I’ve three, 
but if I ’d thirty, he shouldn’t have one, the lemon-headed litHe cad I ” 

“ I think I see Mamma looking for me ; ” i.e,, “ Must get rid of 
the bore somehow.” 

A Little Music. 

“ Oh, will you play us that sweet little thing of yours in five flats f ” 
i.e,, “ It Mt sweet, but it is short, wMch is something — with Mni i >> 

“ Won^t you give vs Just one song, Mr. Howler f I won’t ask 
you for more ; ie,, “ Wouldn’t for that, if I could help it.” 
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Rii n c D Ki TV oc e practice, a thing mainly of shreds and patches, hut still a practice of 

I mODERN TYPES. a sort. At the Middlesex Sessions^ and at the Central Criminal 

{By Mr, FuncKs Own Type-writer,) Court, his name began to be mentioned; and in a certain money- 

■NTO IT TRTf ATiVTRTiqTTfr RARRisTPR knding oase it was acknowledged that his astuteuess ^ preTented 

JNO. iA. iJiJii ADVJliniibiJNOr iiAJiJilbiJiti, the exposure of his client from being as crushing and complete as 

Advertising Barrister may best be defined as the living and the rate of per-centage had seemed to warrant, 
pushing embodiment of self-assertion and impudence. ^ He is not of Soon afterwards, one of his richer college companions, whose con- 
those ^0 by a life of steady and honourable toil attain eventually vietions were stronger than his power of expressing them, was selected 

to the high places of their profession, whether at the Bar or in as Candidate for a remote constituency, where speakers were not easily 

Parliament, without losing the respect and friendship of their fellows, obtained. The glib Barrister was remembered, and appealed to. At 
These too in the race of life must pass many^ of the feebler runners, an imraense sacrifice of time and money, he rushed to the rescue, his 
and force themselves by their own merit into places that others travelling and hotel expenses^being defrayed by the Candidate. He 


would fain have occupied, but they always 
run straight, their practice and their perform- 
ance are disfigured by no trick, and in the 
end they bring their honour untarnished to the 
goal, and receive the applause even of their 
vanquished rivals. With them the Adver- 
tising Barrister has no point in common, save 
the robes he wears in virtue of his call. Bor 
his ambition is as sordid as the means whereby 
he attempts to fulfil it are questionable. He 
must be credited with the knowledge that his 
' natural abilities are by themselves insufficient 
to assure him either fame or wealth. But 
he consoles himself by reflecting that if only 
impudence, reclame^ and a taste for the arts 
of a cadger, be protected by the hide of a 
rhinoceros, they are certain to prevail up to a 
certain point against the humdrum industry 
of those inferior beings who hamper them- 



spoke much, he spoke triumphantly* he re- 
ferred, in touching terms, to the ties of ancient 
friendship that bound him to the noblest and 
best of men, the Candidate; and, when the 
latter was eventually elected, it was stated in 
every Metropolitan evening paper that he owed 
his success chiefly to the eloquence and energy 
of the able Barrister who had pleaded his 
cause. Henceforward there was no peace, 
politically speaking, for the Barrister. Swifter 
than swift Camilla he scoured the plain facts 
of political controversy at meeting after meet- 
ing, until they glowed under the dazzled eyes 
of innumerable electors. Where Leagues con- 
gregated, or Unions met, or Associations 
resolved, there he was to be found, always 
eager, in the fore front of the battle. He be- 
came the cheap jackal of the large political 
lions who roar after their food throughout the 


ixT. *3 - ^ t 7 4.A.UJUO wjuLu XUU.L aiwi uutsu' xuuu mroujfnouu une 

A- AP 1 ,- • X. . length and breadth of the land, and picked up 

feeling. It mart not be imderatood that .the Adyeitiser pnffis him- scraps in the shape of votes of thanks to chairmen. Ho figured at 
m a htoal sense in the .advertismg columns of the press, political receptions, and eventually contested a hopeless Constitu- 
P.rofesBiom to which even he pays m open deferent, ency, with the assistance of the party funds. Havmg. by his com- 

P^®*?- defeat, established a claim on the gratitude of his^rty? he 
attention, and of keeping his name under the pubhc eye, he has no applied successively for a Reoordership, a PoUoe Magistracy, ancl a 
™ the ranks of those who spend thousands in order that County Court Judgeship, but was compelled to be^^satisfied tem- 

• u • A Ml 1 , Pprardy with the post of Revising Barrister, i'et, though he^s 

The boyhood and youth of the Advertising Barrister will have disgusted with the base ingratitude of timo-serving nolitioians he 
“ comparative obscurity. The merchant who relieved was by no means dishearteueMM hrhaTlonrs^ce 

^ ^ ^“^® prohtable whole^o business by vinced that the best method of self-seeking was to seek oflioe and to 
tiwfnnlfnfAhe ^t ^n early age the neoes- clamour if that should be refused. Finilly, aitor Wing paid to 

sity ot making tbe fai^y history illustrious by soaring beyond com- have his portrait engraved in a stmcffli-no- 

In furtherance having' appended to it a description, inwSioh\e compared fentSf 


XXL tuc jjuuLc literature 01 xue auoienxs ana me appointed Uhief Justice of the Soudan • and aftf'r 'RMfiob 

vulgM fractions of Mr. Babtajo) Smite, and delighted his masters jurtice to savages at a chean rate' 

J?ASi®-A='®‘^^‘^ ^® tis shmdon the .side of 1 pension, l^dMetrd of no m^^ «oyeral years, he retired upon 

authority. Having, however, in the course of a school examination 

been detected in the illicit use of a volume of Bohn’s Library, be was . 

called upon for an explanation, and, after failing to satisfy his BOBbUlT’S LITTLE HOTaLEBDAY 

exammers that he mept only to reflect credit upon the school by the TrAATu-p t ;i a 4. t? • x 

accuracy of his translations, he was advised to leave at the end of Kpping borrest. I draws a whale 


VJ. JJ.A.9 UXCLJXOXCLUXV/XXO, XXC W£t» CtUYlHijU bU leaYC ai< Xlie enU 01 .1«. . 1» " , >• i . .*. AXLCAiwn) wxxtXXQ 

the term. After a short interval spent in the society of a coach, he feelings when I looked out of my bed-room winder and seed 

entered a fast College at one of our ancient Universities, and, being bucket-falls ! But a true Waiter can 

possessed of a fairly comfortable aUowance, soon distinguished himself ^ . 

by the calculating ardour with which he afiected the acquaintance of 
young men of rank, and shared in the fashionable pleasures of the 

place. Recognising that amidst the careless and easy-going gene- Anti onwvs no Hutfun nor vof » j» • 

rosity of undergraduate society, he who has a cool and scheming And T barl mir -raxwm i-p xi. *11 

tici^aIIw aI^Ixs. 4-x-^ -Xl. ... 1.^ 1 -i! ® aHCL X jQ8«CL mV xAT fl.f: 19 ’OH a nr 4 Via 


head IS usnaUy able to tip the balance of good luck in his own favour, nf 

helostno.opportunityof ingratiating himself with those who might bv Rail aTon^ only my fun I’’ So ofi I started 

be ofservioe t 9 bim. He cffitivated a fluent style of platitudes and hV Wester ^ rattling 

claptrap at his college debating society, and at tbe Union, to the looked more like a arm of the 

committee of which he was elected after prolonged and assiduous But the sun was nice 

canvassing. Having managed to be prootorised in company with the a^c^Mtle eW ^ suppose, down 

eldest son of a peer, whom he delighted by the studied impertinence shower of snow ! and then more warm sun, and 

of his answers to the Proctor, he bventuany went down^th a pass as likes 

degree and a mixed reputation, and, after the orthodox numb^ of J it that day. And what a lovely wision was 

dinners, and the regulation examination, had the satisfaction of mSSSfo. L wery thing as coud assist in 

seemg his name jmblished in the list of those who, having acquired refining about a hundred thowsand 

a smatienng of Roman and English law, were entitled, for a con- abundans that I myself heard aproperioter 

si^ration, to aid litigants with their connsel. xu swings a complaining, in werry powerful 

Tor the next few years little was heard of him. He read in ^ ® are not as they used to 

^ambers, drew pleadings and indictments, and gathered many use- years ago, for lots^ of the peeple are such fools that 

I M tricks from the criminal advocate to whom he attached hunself taking a quiet walk through the Forest, to 

hke a leech. Bnring this period he also made the acquaintance of a t ^ roundabouted, or cokernulted, or ewen Aunt- 

retired from tbe noon- day glare of professional ^^®® 

rectitude to the congenial atmosphere of shady casCs. He^also struck don’t werry olfen get the 

two or thJ^ee strngglmL-o^nalists. likes, but whaUAey likes, an! leave 


paragraphic fringe of their profession, o-a-Y* Robebt. 

.“^8:htJ)e trusted afterwards to lend a hand to an intimate — - “ =^ 

a Lewd, sEdZt ^er.^se^pASdeA°|^togy ftZ like “ 

{j:3» HOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether ivr<? 

m no case ke returned, not even when aocompani^by a Itamn^d Ina of any description, will 

^^jdua-A-_Tinn fiTprutifTTi ^ ^ oxampea and Addressed Envelope. Cover, or Wmrfner. To this rule 
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■«n niiMr'Uic MODAI lull icir' UAi I nDAHAAC cHld, are yon aware of the very serioxu nature of TOUT aot P An act 

MR. PUNCH'S MORAL MUSIC-HALL DRAMAS, ag a Justice of the Peace, I am honnd to take some official 

(OONTIITOBD raoM P. 143.) cognizance! 

No. I2:.-TJNDEll THE EAEEO'W. Verb, Do not scold me, Papa. Was it not done for t/our sake ? 

! ACT. II. — Scene — Same as in Act I, ; the Morning^room at And now, Yebbena, what will you do ? As your father, I would 
Natterjack Nall, JSvening of same day, JBnter Bletheks. gladly screen you—hut, as a Magistrate, I cannot promise to be more 

Another of ;Sir Poshbuht’s birthdays almost gone — and “D«v^ t i i- i. u t 

my secret stm untold! [Dodders,) I can’t keep it up much longer ^ i \ave thought of a plauy why should I 

. . . Ha, here comes his Lordship-he does look morti bad, that he ^ front-door steps, and tip it 

do ! Miss VEEsmA ain’t treated him too weU, from all I can hear. only thmk Im fell down when intoxicated-for he 

noor young feller ’ taken lar too much wine. Papa I 

■ NnterLordBiESHxrsH. N«V P. Always ^e same qmok-witted little fairy ! Go, myohnd, 

A . ,, but be careful that none of the servants see you. (Vm3, wheels the 

Xiord Bletbcbes, by the memory of the innumerable sofa and Spikee’s body out, l.xj.e.) My poor impulsiye darling, I 

half-crowns that ha^ro passed between us, be my friend now ! I do hope she will not be seen — servants do make su<m mischief ! But 
have no others left. Persuade your young Mistress to come hither— there ’s an end of Spikes, at any rate. I should not have liked him 
you need not tell her I am here, you understand. Be discreet, and for a son-in-law, and with him, goes the only person who knows my 
this florm shall be yours I unhappy secret ! 

Blethers, Leave it to me, my Lord. I ’d tell a lie for less than JEnter Bxethees. 

th^, any day, old as I am J \^JExit, Blethers, Sir Poshbttby, I have a secret to reveal which I can 


poor young feller ! 


JEnter Lord Bleshugh. 


this florm shall be yours ! unhappy secret ! 

Blethers, Leave it to me, my Lord. I ’d tell a lie for less than JEnter Bxethees. 

th^, any day, old as I ana! , , - . Blethers, Sir Poshbitby, I have a secret to reveal which I can 

Lord Bl, 1 cannot rest till I have heard from her own lips that preserve no longer — it concerns something that happened many 
the past few hours have been nothing but a horrible dream , . . years ago — ^it is connected with your birthday. Sir Poshbuby. 


She IS coming I Now for the truth ! [JEm 

Verbena, Papa, did you want me? [JEeco-- 
gnises Lord B, — controls herself to a cold for- 
mality,) My Lord, to what do I owe this— this 
xmexpeoted intrusion ? \^JPant8 violently. 

Lord Bl, Yebbena, tell me, you cannot really 
prefer that seedy snob in the burst boots to me ? 

Verb, [aside). How can I tell him the truth 
without betraying dear Papa? No, I must He, ^ 
though it kills me. [To LordJB.) Lord Bles- ^ . 
HUGH, I have been trifling with you. I — I never “ 

loved you. — 

Lord B, I see, and all the while your heart 
was given to a howHng cad ? 

Verb, And if it was, who can account for the 
vagaries of a girlish fancy! "We women are ■! . 
capricious beings, you know. ( With hysterical 

« ,) But you axe unjust to Mr. Spikbb— 

s not yet howled in my presence— " - 
though I very nearly did in his ! . , 

Lord B, And you really love him p '-5_ -- 

Verb, I — I love him. [Aside,) My heart will ^ 
break ! 

Lord B, Then I have no more to say. Fare- 


[JEnter Yebbena. ' 








T C ‘•*^7 


Sir P, [quailing). What, another! il must stop his tongue at 
all hazards. Ha, the rotten sash-line ! (2b Bi..) 
.r^ I \ ^ hear you, but first close yonder window, 

n ,1 \ the night air is growing chill. 

- [Biexhebs goes to window at bach. Slow 

'Jy’ music. As he approaches it, LoBD Bleshugh 

' enters (b 2 b), and, ivith a smothered cry of 

horror, drags him back by the coat-tails— • 
Jthe window falls with a tre?nen- 

= crash, 

Bleshugh! What have you done ? 

- Lord Blesh, [sternly). Saved him from an un- 


^ Lord Blesh, [sternly). Saved him from an un- 
timely end — and you from — crime. 

[Collapse of Sir P. JEnter Yebbena, terrified. 
Verb, Papa, Papa, hide me ! The night-air and 
the cold stone steps have restored Mb. Smkeii to 
life and consciousness ! He is coming to denounce 
me— you— both of us 1 He is awfully annoyed ! 

Sir P, [recklessly). It is useless to appeal to 
me, child, I have enough to do to look after 
myself— now I [JEnter Spikee, indignant, 

Spiker, Pretty treatment for a gentleman, this ! 
Look here, Poshbuby, this young lady has 
choked me with a cushion, and then pitched me 


well, Yebbena ! Be as happy as the knowledge that you have down the front steps— I might have broken my neck ! 
wrecked one of the brightest careers, and soured one of the sweetest Sir P, It was an oversight which I lament, but for which I must 
natures in the county, will permit. [Goes up stage, and returns,) decline to be answerable. You must settle your differences witb her. 
A few days since you presented me with a cloth pen- wiper, in the Spiker, And you, too, old horse ! You had a hand in this, I know! 
shape of a dog of unknown breed. If yon will kindly wait here and I ’ll pay you out for it now. My life ain’t safe if I marry a 
for half-an-honr, I shall have much pleasure in returning a memento girl like that, so I ’ve made up my mind to split, and bo done with it ! 
which I have no longer the right to retain, and there are several Sir P, [contemptuously). It you don’t, Blbthees So do your 


little things I gave you which I can take back with me at the same worst, you houn 

»..A ...... ZIZ r x:?.. ‘A cv . *r *: -rr 


time, if you will have them put up iu readiness. 

1 , J T , n 


spiker, Yery well, then ; I will. C2b the rest,) I denounce this 
man for travelling with a half-ticket from Edgware Eoad to Baker 
Street on his thirteenth birthday, the 31st of March, twenty-seven 
yews ago this very day. ^ [Sensation, 

Blethers, Hear me : it was not his thirteenth birthday ! Sir 
Poshbxtby’s birthday falls on the Ist of April — to-morroio! I was 


Spiker [throwing himself on sofa without seeing Yebb.) I don’ Blethers, Hear me: it was not his thirteenth birthday ^ Sir 
know how it is, but I feel precioush shleepy, somehow. P’raps I Poshbuby’s birthday falls on the Ist of KmiY-to-morroio ! I was 
M partake liT too freely of Sir Poshbuby’s gen’rons Burgundy, sent to register the birth, and, by a blunder, which I have repented 
Wunner why they call it gen’rous it didn’t give me anything bitterly ever since, unfortunately gave the wrong date. Till this 
— ’cept a bloomin’ headache! However, I punished it, and old moment I have never had the manlmess or sincerity to confess my 
I PoSBDBUBY had to look on and let me. He-he I \JExamimng his hand,) error, for fear of losing my situation. 

I "WTiA fLinlr +n IoaV of fViioli flmrM'K Aliof 'mt%a n •w.Anl •C'.m ID Qw-r'.v.n.n.N 1 . i o t » 


Who’d think, to look at thish thumb, ^ that there was a real Hve Sir P, (jJoSpikeb). Do you hear, you paltry knave? I was not 

squirmin’ under it. But there ish ! [S?iores, thirteen. Consequently, I was under age, and the Bye-laws are still 

Verb, [bitterly). And that thing is my affianced husband! Ah, unbroken. Your hold over me is gone— gone for ever I 
no, J cannot go through with itj he is too repulsive ! If I could but J^iker, H’m— Spieeb spiked this time ! [Retires up disconcerted, 

poor Papa. The Jbord JBl, And you did not really love him, after all, Yebbena ? 

. . • Surely the Verb, [with arch pride). Have I not proved my indiflerence ? 
der . . . I will! Lord JBl, But I forget —yon admitted that you were but trifling 
\tly over Spikeb’s witb my affection — take back your pin-cushion, 
and how he does Verb. Keep it. All that I did was done to spare my father ! 

:ee’s become Sir Posh, Who, as a matter of fact, was innocent— but I forgive 

w still he lies! I you, child, for your unworthy suspicions. Bleshugh, my boy, 

no ^swer— oh, I you have sayed me from unnecessarily depriving myself of the 

ou. Papa ? services of an old retainer. Blexebbs, I condone a dissimulation 


almost wish . . . Mr. Spikeb, Mr. Spi-kee! 
really have snfiocated him ! [JEnter Sir Posh.] 


no, X. cannor go xnrougn wim it. ne is loo repulsive i ii i coma out /^z/cer, Jl'm— bPiXEB spiked this time I [lietn^es up da 

find a way to free myself without compromising poor Papa. The Jbord JBL And you did not really love him, after all, Ye 

sofa-cushion! Dare I? It would be quite painless . . . Surely the Verb, [with arch pride). Have I not proved my indifferc 

removal of such an odious wretch cannot be Murder . . . I will! Lord BL But I forget— yon admitted that you were b* 

[Slow music. She gets a cushion, and presses it tightly over Spikee’s witb my affection— take back your pin-cushion. 
head!) Oh, I wish he wouldn’t gurgle like that, and how he does Verb, Keep it. All that I aid was done to spare my fat 
kick ! he cannot even die like a gentleman ! (Spikee’s kicks become Sir Posh, Who, as a matter of fact, was innocent— but 
trwre and^ more feeUe, and eventually cease,) How still he lies ! I you, child, for your unworthy suspicions. Bleshugh, 


You, Papa ? 


Sir Posh, What, Yebbena, sitting with, hem— Samuel in the for which you have done much to atone. Spikek, you vile and 
gloa^g? [Sings, with forced hilarity.) “In the gloaming, oh, miserable rascal, be off, and be thankful that I have sufficient 

WTT Haxlirtn. T AhoA 'a oa iA Ka a«.Aa am Va T J J! • * . 1 .. 


^ 3 ?" da,rlmg ! that s as it should be— quite as it should be ! magnanimity to refrain from giving you in charge. (Spikeb sneaks 

Verb, [in awZ^ a<?ce»^5), Don t sing, Papa, I cannot bear off, crushea!) And now, my children, and my faithf id old servaut, 

— jiist yet. I naye just sunooated Mr, Spikee with a sofa-cushion, congratulate me that I am no longer 


magnanimity to refrain from giving you in charge. (Spikeb sneaks 


6©® V . [Shows the body. 

Sir Posh, Then I am safe — ^he will tell no tales now ! But, my 


Verbena and Lord Bleshugh [together). Under the Harrow ! 

[Affecting Family Tableau and quick Curtain, 


Toil, xcvm, 


s 
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Bif^ ,.o„ blank refusal. 

Quite jusy to qet the Mokey, ip yop>x,i. Back the ^vu." 


18 fall of his bestonalitr Autumn , which 

seems to haye tS iip\y Se 

the present show there is ot the exhibitors, for in 

Among the most notable landscapes. 

Messrs. Bibkkt Posi^, a. giose^^by 

Hjfijur, Smalleibld MAnan-ATT PfliLiip, 

Jpimsos, Stacy VAnmow^^E, K 

StaTRT Moose Cakc^* ^Aisoir, X. J. Vatsok 

•md Miss Ax^S 

so large as usnal, is a very it appears to be not 


P-rn4l, ** No, thank you 1’* 


would not be worth livingtT^ last Tall a 

’Change is that Stakikt i*'** ■*■ aesday, that ‘ the latest on 

Beoaufe there ’s no M to pSa ii^r®P P\8 Ha. Why ? 

originated it to this form : - ^ ' ^«oember 21, 1839, 

who 
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AN UNKNOWN QUANTITY. 

What is a ** Sphere of Inhaence ” ? 

Say, warlike Wissmann; tell, pugnacious Pinto 
(Whom England had to give so sharp a hint to). 
The talk about the thing is now immense. 

John Bull, the German, and the Portuguee, 

Claim each a “ sphere,” and that alone makes three ; 
But what and where are they upon the map ? 

And do they intersect or overlap ? 

One wonders what they are and where they can lie. 
Stanley flouts Emin, Emin rounds on Stanley ; 

On Shire’s shore raid Portuguese flre-eaters ; 
Somewhere it seems the iproblematic Peters 
Stirs troubles still in toiling for the Teuton. 
Fergtjsson ’s dijdomatieally mute on 
The matter, but it scarcely seems chimerical 
To sajr these rivalries are mostly sphertcaL 
Delimitation ’s talked of, and indeed 
’Tis needful, in the face of grabbing greed. 

Perhaps a pair of geometric compasses 
Might stop these rival rumpusses ; 

For in these “ Spheres of Influence ” Punch hears 
Anything but the “ Music of the Spheres.” 


INTERESTING NOVELTY. 

Laly Maidstone announces ** an 8*30 o’clock” (to adapt 
the Whistlerian title when he did his “ ten-and-sixpenny 
o’clock”) at the Westminster Town Hall, for April 26, 
for the production of an entirely new play, entitled 
Anne Tigont/y by a new and original dramatic authoress 
of the name of Sophie Klees. It is, we understand, a 
domestic drama illustrative of Greek life. The great 
sensation scene is of course “ when Greek meets Greek.” 
This tragedy, we^ are informed, “ refers to what, in the 
Greek way of thinking, are the sacred rites of the dead, 
and the solemn inmortance of burial.” It is, therefore, an 
Anti-Cremation Society drama. The tableaux are by 
Mrs. JoPLiNG, the conductor is Mr. Baenby, and the 
leading role of Anne Tigony herself is to be played by 
my Lady Maidstone. We wish Sophie Klees every 
possible success, and a big and glorious future. Beware 
the Cremationists I — ^they might try to wreck the piece. 


A Rum Subject.— The Budget. 



A DOUBTFUL COMPLIMENT. 

“Oh yes, Sir Gus, my Husband’s as well as ever, thank you, and 
HARD at work. I ’VB HAD TO COPY OUT HIS PaMPHLET ON BI-MBTALLISM 
THRSS TIMES HE ALTERS IT SO ! Ah, IT ’S NO SINECURE TO BE MARRIED TO A 

Man OP Genius. I often envy your dear Wife 1 ” 


THE TIPPLER'S TRIUMPH. 

{See Mr, Ooschen's Budget Speech.) 

Alas ! we deemed him purposeless ; the vinous smile that flickered up 
Across his glowing countenance was meaningless to us. 

We only saw a drunkard who addressed us, as he liquored up, 

Not always too politely, and in words that sounded thus. 

“ All ri’ you needn’ ’shxlt me, I ’m a berrer man than you ; 

Mr. Goschen couldn’ shpare me as a shource of revenue.” 

And when we led him home at night we scorned the foolish antic all 
That flung him into gutters, made him friendly with a post ; 

And we snubbed him when he told ns— we were always too pedantical — 
That he saw a thousand niggers dressed in red on buttered toast. 

He was better, now I know it, than our soberheaded crew, 

We who added not a farthing to the country’s revenue. 

And, oh, the folly of his wife, I scarcely can imagine it, 

When to his room he reeled at last and went to bed in boots. 

And she, with all the bearing of a Tudor or Plautagenet, 

Said royally, “We loathe you ; you ’re no better than the brutes.” 

Shame upon her thus to rate him, for philanthropists are few 

Who as much relieve our burdens, or increase the revenue. 

But now we know that Surpluses will come to fill the Treasury, 

If only, like the sea-port towns, we all keep drinking mm ; 

And he who s’w^ls unceasingly, and always without measure, he 
Is truly patriotic, though Blue-ribbonites look glum. 

For to him, above all others, easy temperance is due, 

Since he cheapens tea by twopence as a source of revenue. 

Then here ’s to those who toasted well the national prosperity, 

^d swelled the Surplus, draining whiskey, brandy, gin, or beer ; 

And the man who owns a bottle-nose he owns a badge oi merit ; he 
Takes Bardolph^ and not Randolph, as a patron to revere. 

Here ’s your health, my gallant Tippler, may you ne’er have cause 
to me 

That you blessed our common country as a source of revenue 1 


THE LIW AND THE LIVER. 

[Two Magistrates have decided that selling coffee “ containing 80 per cent, 
of chicory ” is not punishable under the Adulteration Act.] 

Ever since drinking my morning cup of what my grocer hu- 
morously describes as “ French Coffee,” I have suffered from head- 
ache, vertigo, and uncontrollable dyspepsia. I wonder what can be 
the cause ? 

Perhaps the fact (inscribed on the bottom of the tin in very small 
letters) that “this is a mixture of coffee and chicory,” has some- 
thing to do with it. 

Only as the chicory is in a majority of four to one, would it not 
be more correct to describe it as “a mixture of chicory and coffee ? ” 

I see that, in accordance with the Adulteration Act, my baker now 
sells bread which he labels as “a compound of wheat and other 
ingredients.” Other disagreedients. he ought to sa^r. 

Partly composed of fresh fmit,” is the inscription on the jam I 
purchase. This means one raspberry to a pound of mashed mangold - 
wnrzel. 

We shall he taking chemically- coloured chopped hay at five this 
afternoon. W ill yon j oin us ? 

If I purchase my owu coffee-beans and grind them, can my 
breakfast be properly termed a bean-feast ? 

Yes, as you say, I can no doubt guard against adulteration by 
keeping a couple of cows iu my cellar, growing corn in my back- 
yard, tea-plants and sugar-canes on my roof, and devoting my best 
bed-room to the cultivation of coffee, fruit, and mixed pickles ; but 
would my landlord approve of the system ? 

And, jBmally, is this what they mean by a “ Free Breakfast Table,” 
that every grocer is “free” to poison us under cover of a badly- 
drawn Act of Parliament ? 


To THE Public, — “Modem Tsrpes.’^ Type not yet “used up.” 
Type No, X. will appear next week. 
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OLD TIMES REVIVED. 

** EETimNiNG TO Old Times. — The new coaches, which are to carr 3 r the parcel mail 
between Manchester and Liyerpool nightly, ran for the first time to-night. The coach 
from Manchester for Lirerpool started punctually at ten o’clock from the Parcel Office, in 
Stevens Square. Some thousands of people had assembled to witness the inauguration of 
the service. The van, which has been specially constructed for the service, was well-filled 
Tnth parcels, and a guard in uniform, an old soldier, took his seat inside it, armed with a' 
six-shooter and a side-sword. The departure of the coach, which was announced by the 
blowing of a horn, was loudly cheered by the crowd of people, and the vehicle was 
followed down the main streets of the city by some hundreds of spectators. There are 
three horses to the van, and relays of horses are provided at Hollins G-reen and Prescot. 
The coaches are timed to do the thirty-six mile journey in five and a half hours, arriving 
in Manchester and Liverpool respectively at 3*15 a.m.” — I>aily Faper^ April 14, 1890. 



Peobable Illtotbation of the Putube ATTACK OIT MAIL COACH I | 
Sketched by Abtist of Daily Graphic on the Spot. 


ON THE SWOOP. 

Pab from its native eyrie, high in air, 

Above the extended plain, 

The Teuton Eagle hovers. Broad and fair 
Erom Tropic main to main 
Stretches a virgin continent vast, and void 
Of man’s most treasured works ; 

Ho plough ou those huge slopes is yet employed ; 

The uutamed tiger lurks 
In unfelled forest and uufooted brake ; 

Those streams scarce know a keel ,* 

Through the rank herbage writhes the monstrous 
snake; 

Dim shapes of terror steal 
Unmarked and menacing from clump to clump, 
'Whilst from the tangled scrub 
Is heard the trampling elephant’s angry trump. 

The frolic tiger-cub 

Tumbles in jungle-shambles ; in liis lair 
The lion couches prone. 

What does that winged portent in mid-air, 
Hovering alert, alone ? 

Strong-pinioned, brazen-beaked, and iron-clawed, 
This Eagle from the West ; 

Adventurons, ravening for prey, unawed 
By perils of the quest. 

Beneath new clouds, above fresh fields he flies, 
Foragin|: fleet aud far, 

With clutching talons, and with hungering eyes, 
Scornful of bound or bar. 

Winged things, he deems, may safely oversweep 
Landmark and mountain-post. 

The Forest-king may fancy he can keep 
His realm against a host 
Of such aerial harpies. Be it proved ! 

Till late the Imperial fowl 
Hot far from its home-pinnacles hath roved ; 

How Leo on the prowl 

Must watch his winged rival. Who may tell 
Where it shall strike or stoop ? 

Leo, your lair must now be warded well ; 

AauiLA’ s on the Swoop ! 


THE LAST CHAEGE OF THE LIGHT BETGADE. 

{Brought ly the Survivors against those^who might have looked 
ajter them , ) 

‘‘But we are aU getting older every year, and with the lapse of time 
wUile many have died, a good number have fallen into dire misfortune .... 
Lord Cardigan’s words to the survivors of the Six Hundred the morning 
after thyharge have been repeated to me, although I wasn’t there to hear 
tnem. ^e said : ‘ Men, you have done a glorious deed ! England will he 
proud of you, and grateful to you. If you live to get home, he sure you will 
au be provided for. Hot one of you fine fellows will ever have to seek refuge 
m the workhouse ! ’ How, you perhaps know how that promise has been 
kpt. I cannot tell you, even from my secretarial records, the full extent 
or the misery that has fallen upon my old comrades in the Charge of the 

J “ade widely 

public. — The Secretary of the Balaclava Committee. ^ 


Fobtt years, Forty years, 

All hut four— onward, 

Since to the Yalley of Death 
Bode the Six Hundred ; 
Since the whole country cried 
^ We will for you provide, — 
Blazon your splendid ride, 
G-allant Six Hundred ! ” 

Yet now the Light Brigade 
Stands staring much dismayed 
For they can plainly see 
Someone has blundered. 
iDr here are they, grown old, 
W^ith their grand story told, 
Left to the bitter cold, — 
Starving Six Hundred 1 

Workhouse to right of them, 
Workhouse to left of them, 
Workhouse in front of them I 
Has no one wondered 
That British blood should cry, 
“ Shame I ” and exact reply, 
Asking the country why 
Thus it sees droop and die 
Those brave Six Htmdred ? 


As they drop ofl the stage, 
Want, and the weight of 
age— 

Is this their only wage ?— 

Home rent and sundered I 
And is their deed sublime, 
Flooding aU after-time, 

H ow but a theme for rhyme. 
Whispered — and thundered 
Where, from the pit and stalls, 
Theatres and Music-halls, 

Greet their “ Six Hundred ! 

Can thus emotion feed 
Ou the heroic deed, 

Yet leave the doer in need^— 

9r^ plundered P 

Ho I ” the whole land declares 
Henceforth their load it 
shares, 

Spite those who blundered. 
They shall note wants decrease, 
Of co^ort^take a lease 
Till all their troubles cease 
And to their end in peace 
Bide the Six Hunted ! 


ME. PUNCHES DIOTIONAET OF PHEASBS. 

Social. 

“ How sweetly that simple costume hecomes your style of beauty, 
dear I ” i,e., “ Cheap dress suits a silly dowdy,’’ 

Ah! Here we are again! Thought I should come across you 
presently i,e., “How he must tout for it! Aud what a relief it 
would be to ^o somewhere where he does not turn up I ” 

“ Yes, capital story I "know,— hut pardon me Just a minute, old 
chap. I think I see Mrs. Mountcashel beckoning rma;” i.e„ ^^What 
au escape 1 Doesn’t buttonhole me again to-night if I know it.” 

Military. 

“ The Mess rather prides itself upon its cellar ; ” i.e., The host is a 
little doubtful about what the Wine Committee have in hand for the 
benefit of the guest he has asked to dinner. 

‘ The Regiment at the Inspection, although a trifle rusty, never 
did better i,e.. The Senior Major clubbed the Battalion, and the 
Commanding Officer was told by the General, with an unnecessary 
strong expression, to “Take ’em home, Sir I ” 

Leoal. 

“ Will of [the late Mr. Hash is so complicated that it is not 
unlikely to give ernploymerit to Gentlemen of the long robe ; ” i.e.. 
Administration suit, with six sets of solicitors, ten years of chamber 
practice, three further considerations, and the complete exhaustion 
of the estate in costs. 

“ Mr. Nemo, as a Solicitor in his office, is a very able man ; ” i.e., 
^at although Mr. Hbmo, away from his profession, would wbn’inTr from 
doing anytmn? calculated to get himself turned out of the West-End 
Club to whdchhe belongs ; in his sanctum he would cheerfully sell the 
bones of his grandmother by auction, and prosecute his own father 
and mother for petty larceny, arson, or murder, always supposing he 
saw his way to his costs. 

Epistolatobt. 

*^^^ousand thanks for your nice long, sympathetic letter 
Great bore to have to reply to six pages of insincere gush.” 

^ Rlease excuse this hurried scrawl; ” t.e., “That’ll cover any 
mstakes in spelling, &c.” 

“ Only too delighted i,e., “ Oav^t refuse, oonfound it 1 ” 
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OLD TIMES REVIVED. 

“ Retitening to Old Times.— Tlie newcoaolies, which are to carr 3 r the parcel mail 
between Manchester and Liyerpool nightly, ran for the first time to-night. The coach 
from Manchester for Liyerpool started ptinctually at ten o’clock from the Parcel Office, in 
Stevens Square. Some thousands of people had assembled to witness the inauguration of 
the service. The van, which has been specially constructed for the service, was well-filled 
with parcels, and a guard in uniform, an old soldier, took his seat inside it, armed with a' 
six-shooter and a side-sword. The departure of the coach, which was announced by the 
blowing of a horn, was loudly cheered by the crowd of people, and the vehicle was 
followed down the main streets of the city by some hundreds of spectators. There are 
three horses to the van, and relays of horses are provided at Hollins Green and Prescot. 
The coaches are timed to do the thirty-six mile journey in five and a half hours, arriving 
in Manchester and Liverpool respectively at 3*15 a.m.”— JBaper^ April 14, 1890. 



Probable Illustration op the Future ATTACK MAIL COACH T' 
Sketched by Artist of Daily Graphio on tee Spot. 


ON THE SWOOP. 

Far from its native eyrie, high in air, 

Above the extended plain, 

The Teuton Ea^fle hovers. Broad and fair 
From Tropic main to main 
Stretches a virgin continent vast, and void 
Of man’s most treasured works ; 

Ho plough on those huge slopes is yet employed ; 

The untamed tiger lurks 
In nnfelled forest and nnfooted brake ; 

Those streams scarce know a keel ; 

Through the rank herbage writhes the monstrous 
snake; 

Dim shapes of terror steal 
Unmarked and menacing from clump to clump, 
■Whilst from the tangled scrub 
Is heard the trampling elephant’s angry trump. 

The frolic tiger-cub 

Tumbles in jungle-shambles ; in his lair 
The lion couches prone. 

What does that winged portent in mid-air, 
Hovering alert, alone ? 

Strong-pinioned, brazen-beaked, and iron-clawed. 
This Eagle from the West ; 

Adventurous, ravening for prey, unawed 
By perils of the quest. 

Beneath new clouds, above fresh fields he flies, 

^ Foraging: fleet and far, 

With clutclmig talons, and with hungering eyes, 
Scornful of bound or bar. 

Winged things, he deems, may safely oversweep 
Landmark and mountain-post. 

The Forest-king may fancy he can keep 
His realm against a host 
Of such aerial harpies. Be it proved ! 

Tin late the Imperial fowl 
Hot far from its home-pinnacles hath roved ; 

How Leo on the prowl 

Must watch his wingM rival. Who may tell 
Where it shall strike or stoop ? 

Leo, yonx lair must now he warded well ; 

Auuila’ s on the Swoop I 


THE LAST CHARGE OE THE LIGHT BRIGADE. 

(Brought hj the Survivors against those--^who might have looked 
ajterthem,) 

“But we are all getting older every yeai-, and with the lapse of time 
wniie many have died, a good number have fallen into dire misfortune .... 
Lord Cabligan’s words to the survivors of the Six Hundred the morning 
after the charge have been repeated to me, although I wasu’t there to hear 
them. He said : ‘ Men, you have done a glorious deed ! England will be 
proud of you, ar d grateful to you. If you live to get home, be sure you will 
au be provided for. Hot one of you fine fellows will ever have to seek refuge 
in the workhouse ! ’ How, you perhaps know how that promise has been 
kepk 1 cannot tell you, even from my secretarial records, the full extent 
T • comrades in the Charge of the 

Li|ht Brigade ; but I can give you a few details that should be made widely 
public. — The Secretary of the Malaclava Committee, 

As they drop off the stage, 

Want, and the weight of 
age— 


Forty years, Forty years, 
AU but four— onward, 
Since to the YaUey of Death 
Bode the Six Hundred : 

J.1 -L _ i ^ . 


We wiU for yon provide,— 
Blazon your splendid ride, 
GaUant Six Hundred ! ” 

Yet now the Light Brigade 
Stands staring much dismayed 
For they can plainly see 
Someone has blundered. 

Fur here are they, grown old, 
mth their grand story told, 
Left to the bitter cold,— 
Starving Six Hundred 1 

Workhouse to right of them, 
Workhouse to left of them, 
Workhouse in front of them 1 
Has no one wondered 
That British blood should cry, 
“ Shame ! ” and exact reply, 
Asking the country why 
Thus it sees droop and die 
Those brave Six Hundred P 


Oigc 

Is this tneir only wage ? — 

Home rent and sundered ! 
And is their deed sublime, 
Flooding all after-time, 

How but a theme for rhyme, 
Whispered — and thundered 
Where, from the pit and stalls, 
Theatres and Music-halls, 

Greet their “ Six Hundred ! ” 


On the heroic deed, 

Yet leave the doer in need,— 

4 ( plundered ? 

Ho I ” the whole land declares 
Henceforth their load it 
shares, 

Spite those who blundered. 
They shall note wants decrease, 
Of comfort take a lease 
Till all their troubles cease 
And to their en^in peace 
! 


MR. PUNCHES DICTIONARY OF PHRASES. 

Social. 

How sweetly that simple cosimne lecomes your style of beauty, 
dear 1 ” “ Cheap dress suits a silly dowdy.’’ 

** Ah ! Here we are again ! Thought I should come across you 
presently ; ” ie,, “How he must tout for it ! And what a relief it 
would be to §o somewhere where he does not turn up I ” 

“ Yes, capital story I know, -“hut pardon me just a minute, old 
chap, I think I see Mrs, Mountcashel beckoning me t.e., “ What 
an escape ! Doesn’t buttonhole me again to-nigut if I know it.” 

Military. 

^ “ The Mess rather prides itself upon its cellar ; ” i,e,, The host is a 
little doubtful about what the Wine Committee have in hand for the 
benefit of the guest he has asked to dinner. 

“ The Jdegiment at the Inspection, although a trifle rusty, never 
did better ie.. The Senior Major clubbed the Battalion, and the 
Commanding Officer was told by the General, with an unnecessary 
strong expression, to “Take ’em home, Sir 1 ” 

Legal. 

'\Tke Will of [the late Mr. Bash is so complicated that it is not 
unlikely to give employment to Gentlemen of the long robe ; ” i,e,, 
Administration suit, with six sets of solicitors, ten years of chamber 
practice, three further considerations, and the complete exhaustion 
of the estate in costs. 

“ ifefn Nemo, as a Solicitor in his office, is a very able man;^^ i,e,, 
That although Mr. Hemo, away from his profession, would shrink from 
d^oing anytmnff calculated to get himself turned out of the West-End 
Club to wMch he belongs ; in his sanctum he would cheerfully seU the 
bones of his grandmother by auction, and prosecute his own father 
and mother for petty larceny, arson, or muraer, always supposing he 
saw his way to his costs. 

Epistolatory. 

*^A thousand thanks for your nice long, sympathetic letter 
i,e,, “ Great bore to have to reply to six pages of insincere gush.” 

'Please excuse this hurried scrawl; ” i,e,, “That’ll cover any 
mistakes in spelling, &c.” 

“ Only too delighted; ” “ CanH refuse, confound it I ” 
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m THE KNOW. 

Theee was some good racing at ■ — "“JL ^ 

Isfewmarket last week, and, as usual, 

every single race proved up to the hilt Y 

the extraor^ary accuracy of my fore- 

casts. I said a year ago that “ jBa«- !'iii(ii’/\ — 

dersnaich was a colt who hadn’t a l<||| l<i^t nil # 

chance of winning a first-class race. liffliW mk 

Only a March hare or a Bank-holiday 'i ^ 11 1 1 1 1 

boozer would think of backing him.” |i| 

Bandersnatch^ 8 name never even ap^ 'V t || ' 1 1 | W|l 

peared on the race-card last week, Mr. inliM It 

JEBJSMT says the colt is dead, as if that 1 1 yjW\ |j||^3 1 1 fit - 

had anything to do with it ; but of ^ l^‘ 

course if the guUish herd chooses to if®c^Wf||j|jr 
^cHe Jeeemt it ’s no use I 

?hehippo]^otamus-headed dolts who ^ *- I 

pinned their faith to MoUp Mustard I ^ 

must have learnt their lesson by ^is /A\|/ A®)/ ft v 

time. Of course MoUu Mustard de- Iw V f ^ A 

featedthat overrated sham Undercut; 
but what of that? When Undercut ^ 

was^glaced seo<md to^Pawi?nzJ6r at the ' 

eap two years ag<L I warned everybody 5%^ , ^ 

that WohUing Willie who is half- - ^ 

brother to Battlepate by Spring Onion, 

oughttohavemade a certainty of the A TRAVELLING TRIBUNAL- 

race if the gruel-bramed idiots who _ 

own him had only rubbed his back ^hy not Cyclist Judges and Clerk and Marshal going all the year 
with Pappy’s Elixir twice a-day before round, to be met by local Bairisters ? 


TRAVELLING TRIBUNAL. 


going to bed. As it was Wolhling 
Willie rolled about like a ship at sea, 
and Brighton Pref passed him in a 
common canter. That scarcely made 
Molly Mustard a second Bclipse, The 
fact of the matter is she is a roarer, or 
will be before the season is over, and 
those who backed her will have to 
whistle for their money. All I can say 
is, that I hope they will like the trap 
into which their own patent-leather- 
headed imbecility has led them. 

Corncrake is a nice, compact, long- 
coupled, raking-lookingcolt, with a fine 
high action that reminds me of a steam- 
pump at its best. He is not likely to 
bring back much of the £3000 given 
for him as a yearling by his present 
owner, but he might be used to make 
the running for his stable-companion 
Catsmeat, who was picked up for £5 
out of a butcher’s cart at Doncaster. 

For the Two Thousand I should have 
selected Barkis if he had been entered. 
Failing him, there is very little in it, 
Sandy Sal might possibly have a 
chance, but she has always turned^ out 
such an arrant rogue that I hesitate 
to recommend her. Mr. Jbeemt plumps 
for Old Tom, and the whole pack of 
brainless moon-calves goes after him in 
full cry as usual. If Old Tom had two 
sound legs he might be a decent horse, 
but he has only got one, and he has 
never used that properly. I 


THE CHILDREN’S FANCY DRESS BALL. 

Ami the grate Lokb Maee’s and the good Lady Mar ess’s hundreds 
hundreds of little frends had their annual peep into Paradice 
last W^^sday heavening, at the good old Manshun Howse, on which j 
most interesting ocashun all their fond Mas and their stump-upping 
Pas s^t them into the famous Egipshun All in such a warious oom- 
benashun of hartistick loveliness and buty as ewen I myself never 
seed ekalled ! Whether it was the rayther 
MJiiP sewere coldness of the heavening, or the nice- ! 
& ness of the seweral refreshments as the kind 
Lady Maress perwided, or whether it was that 
lA most on ’em was amost one year older than they 

year, in course I don’t know, but they 
suttenly kept on a pitching into the wittels and 
m drink in a way as rayther estonished ewen my 
seasoned eyes, acustomed as they is to Cop- 
perashun Bankwets, and settra. One little 
WM bewty of a Faery, with her lovely silwer wand 

V power, amost friten’d me out of my wits 

vl\ A ' thretening to turn me into sumthink dred- 

^'*^1 If f didnft give her a strawbery hice eme- 
deately, which she fust partly heated, and 
drunk, as their custom is, I spose. Then 
there was a lot of all sorts— niggers and sod- 
gers, and three young ladies as magpies. Which last made me think 
that a young gent fond of using his fists might do wus than go as a 
burd prize-fiter. By the way, one likes condesenshun, down to a 
certain xtent, but whether it should hinclude a most bewtifool 
Princess a dansing with a pore littel white-faced Clown, is what I 
must leave others to deside ; I declines doing it myself. 

W e had Mr, Punch in the course of the heavening, and both hold and 

1 Li : -ifi mi 


young larfed away as ushal at his rayther rum morality. Then we 
had two most clever gents who dressed theirselves up before a large 
looking-glass to look like lots of difirent peeple. The best couple I 
was told was two Gents named Bizmaeck and BtJXLANOEE, one was 
said to be a reel Ero, and the other, a mere Sham, but I don’t know 
werry much about such Gents myself, xcept that Beown tried werry 
hard to make me beleeve that Bizmaeck, who was the reel Ero, used 
to tiiink nothink of pouring a hole Bottle of Shampain into a hole Pot 
OT Stout and drinking it all ofi at one draft, like a ancient Cole 
Heaver I We finished up with a lot of German Chinese, who jumped 
about and danced about and climbed up a top of one another, and then 
acshally bilt theirselves up like a house, and Ithen all tumbled to 
pieces, reelly quite wunderfool, and not omy the lovely little children, 
but ewen Common Councilmen, aye and ewen ancient Deputys, all 
stood round and larfed away and enjoyed theirselves, recalling to my 
sumwhat faltering memor y th e words of the emortel Poet, ‘ * One touch 
of Nature makes the hole World grin.” Robert 


AN ECHO EROM THE LANE. 

Last week the Carl Rosa Opera Company (whose Managing Direc- 
tors are AuausTUS Drueiolanus, future jSherifi of London, with 
Sheriff’s officers in attendance, to whom he might, on some future 
emergency, entrust the charge of Her Majesty’s) continued its season 
of success with a solitary addition to the programme, UBtoile du 
Kord, A propos of this novelty, it may be hinted that although 
the Catherine of Madame Geoeqika 
BtiENS does not make us entirely for- ^ 7 ^' , ^ 

get Adelina Paxxi in the same cha- ^ ^ ^ 

racter, the performance is, from every V 

other point of view, completely grati- 
fymg. As “little W?’ Mi-. F. H. 

UELLi is (as the comic songs have it) ^ 

“very fine and large.” Mr. John \ 

Child, whose Wilhelm, in Mignon, \ 
lacked distinction, is more in his ele- 
ment as Danilowitz the pastry-cook. 

The stage management (as might have 

been expected with Augustus to the 

fore) is admirable, the battle-scene at , Ir 

the end of the Second Act filling the 

house with a mixture one-tenth smoke 

to nine-tenths enthusiasm. By the 

time these lines are before the entire - 

! world, if all goes well, Thorgrim, by 

Mr. Feedeeick Cowen, will have been produced. As the work of a 
native composer, it should receive a hearty welcome, particilarly on 
the boards of the National Theatre ; but, sink or swim, the Carl 
Eosa Opera Company cannot possibly come to harm with its present 
popular repertoire. And, as good music is a boon to the London 
public, such a state of things is distinctly satisfactory, 

“In the Name of the Law I It is a pity that Mr. Law, the 
author of Dick Venables, did not take a little more trouble in the 
construction of his new piece at the Shaftesbury Theatre. It just 
misses being an exceUent drama, and deserving the valuable 
assistance it receives from all concerned on the stage side of 
the Curtain. That the wife of a convict should take a house next 
door to her deeply dreaded husband’s prison, that a jewel-ooUeotor 
should keep his precious stones in a side-hoard, that an Archdeacon 
should apparently have nothing better to do than play the klepto- 
maniac at Dartmoorj are facts that seem largely improbable ; and 
yet these are the sahent points of the latest addition to the play- 
goer ’s repertoire. For the rest, Dick Venables is interesting, and 
admirably played. But whether, after the first-night criticisms, the 
piece will do, is a question that must he left to the future for solution. 
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HYPNOTIC HIGH DEEDING. 

{Sdng some Brief Diary Notes of a Coming Little Dinner (New Style), 
jott^ down a few years hence») 

“ Yoxra dinner is served, Sir ! 


can be no sort of doubt, for fourpenoe more than covered tbe cost of 
the materials, to which, adding the Professorial Butler’s fee of two 
shillings and sixpence, brings the whole cost of the entertainment up 
to eightpence-halfpenny a head. It is true 1 have not heard whether 
any of my guests have suffered any ill-effects from partaking of my 
hospitality, but I suppose if any of them had died or been seized with 


It was the Professorial Butler who made this announcement with violent symptoms, the fact would have been notified to me. So, on the 


known in Society,— into a profound hypnotic sle^, under the ioflu- Diners,” and even on a more extended scale. Indeed, with tbe 
ence of wMch, while supplied with a few scraps of food, and slops by assistance of Hypnotism, it is possible, at a trifling cost, to see one’s 
way of drink, they were to believe that they were assisting at a most friends. And in the general interests of Society, Imean to do it. 
recherche repast, provided by a cuisine^ and accompanied by choice — .. 

vintage wines, both of the first excellence* tjttt t (c t 5 ttt t vt* 

I felt a little nervous as we proceeded to the dining-room, but as xS U Jj L 1 or i: UUxO ij U Ij-u 1 . 

^e Professor adroitly passed his hand over the head of each as he Says the Blackbird to the Bullfinch, “ It is April ; let us up I 
descended the stairs, and pointed out to me the dazed and vacant We will breakfast on the plum-germs, on the pear-buds we will sup.” 
look that had settled on the features of all of them, I felt Says the Bullfinch to the Blackbird, “ We ’ll devour them every bit, 
reasrared, especially when they fell mechanically into their places, And guite ruin the fruit-growers, with some aid from the Tom-tit.” 


and began to peruse, with evident 
delight, the contents of the Menu^ 
which ran as follows : — 

Soup, 

Toast-and-water and Candle-ends. 
Pish. 

Herrings’ Heads and Tails. 
Counter Sweepings, 

Enthemets, 

Eotten Cabbage-stalks. 
Enteee. 

Odds and Ends of Shoe Leather, 
Boast, 

Cat’s Meat, 

Sweet. 

Old Jam-pot Scrapings on Musty 

That they didn’t all rise like one 
man with a howl of execration on 
reading this was soon explained 
when the Professorial Butler set 
down a soup-plate before the Epi- 
curean Duke and with aninsinua- 
ting smile, simply announced it as 
Tortue claire^ It was clear from 
this that they were under the im- 
pre^on that ^y were part^in| 

read tibe Menu at the will of the 
Professorial Butler, as he subse- 
quently explained to me in such 
fashion that the toast-and-water 
soup, in which the candle-ends 
played the part^ of green fat, ap- 
peared to them in the light of the 
finest ‘ * clear turtle.” “And how 
about the Herrings’ Heads and 
Tails ? ” I asked. ‘"They take that 
for Saumon de Gloucester^ sauce ^ 


FANCY PORTRAIT. 

{After reading the Correspondence on Fruit and Birds in the 
“ Morning PosV) 









Mb Dlate fra a the statements of the growers and the gardeners who grieve 

ms plate tor a second nelpmg. The Cabbage-stalks figured in their Over Bnllv’s ” depredations for he knows that as a -mle 

wMk The birds’ foe is a fashionahle’fribble, or a fool. ’ 

fiian nniater as “ °n.-57^ 7®^ ® *|® damsels who despoil them for their bonnets or their cloaks, 

Thfshof * S? t*!®. faMier who exterminates the dioHea, and then croaks 
te a te-nmibaiTt Scrapings brought the 0 er the spread of caterpillars and such-like devouring vermin, 

auloudes Men- They are selfish and shortsighted. So he ’U not in halte determine 

CTess when i hS on^rtbP St® ease against TOor “ Bulfy,” ov the Blackbird, or Tom-tit. 

X bumcBs, wnen A neara one ot tne i)mers-out askinfir for Cham- ThAtiD-h fhev -nnf. if •n-a-i.vr -nrr-fj. 


- Then these garden Maohiavellis set 
to work and did not stop 
Till the promise of Septeniber pre- 
maturely plumped each crop. 
Ah! the early 6 ost is ruthless, 
and the caterpillar ’s cruel, 

But, to spilflieate the plum or give 
the gooseberry its gruel. 

To confustioate the apple, or to 
scrumplicate the pear, 
Discomhobulate the cherry, make 
the grower tear his hair. 

And in general play old gooseberry 
with the orchard and the garden. 
Till the Autumn crop won’t fetch 
the grumpy farmer “ a brass 
farden,” 

There is nothing half so ogreishas 
the Bullfinch and his chums. 
Those imps of devastation — as re- 
gards our pears and plums. 

Poor “BuUy,” sung by Cowpee 
in his pretty plaintive verse, 

It is thns tbine ancient character 
they (let us hope) asperse. 

“The gardener's chief enemy,” 
so angry scribes declare, 

And the cause why ribstone pippins 
and prime biggaroons are rare. 
Little birds, my pretty “ BuUy,” 
should aU diet upon worms, 

And gmb on grubs, contented, not 
on f mit-buds and young germs 
Yain your pretty coat, my “ Bully,” 
beady eyes, and pleasant pipe, 

If you will not give our fruit-crops 
half a chance of getting ripe. 

Let us hope that they traduce you, 
all this angry scribbling host 
Of horticultural zealots who abuse 


iuey are selfish and shortsighted. So he ’ll not in haste determine 
The case against poor “Bully,” or the Blackbird, or Tom-tit. 
Though they put it very strongly, Punch would warn them — ^Wait 
a bit! 


pagne, and'saw his glass filled with Har^f’s Sauce andVaterTm^ ^ ^ ^ tnem- Wait 

the annouucement that it was Dry Monopole Cuvee Piserveetlioli — ... 

some momentary misgivings, but they were speedily put to flight on — — 

S’theS't^e a “ a Hatoet Smaet takes a somewhat new depar- 

assiffned to fhp T . „ t .%^-f ^ which he WttJiout Love or Licence, There is less racing than usual 

the Sof essorifll But ifr T+biiilr when m this novel, and there is a very ingenious plot, which we are not 

Thus mv “ Little Dinner” nATne «+ fn o mi. x sketches of such people as one meets every day. The author 
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A STABLE UNDERSTANDING. 

Curate (who had often explained to his Class that Heresy was ohstinate choice”), ** Now_ Boys, what should you SAY Heresy was ? ” 

Several Hoys, ** *Obson*s choice, Sir 1 


A SHOET SONG IN SEASON, 

Aib — * ‘ Hallyhooley, ** 

Phillips thinks — (you ’re right, my boy I) 
Dingy London would enjoy 
More music, and proposals make (which 
charm me) 

Por a Q-reat Municipal Band, 

Which, under wise command. 

Might prove a sort of music-spreading Army. 
The critics all declare 
English taste for music rare. 

But the “ Parks and Open Spaces’ ” sage 
Committee 

Hold a very different view, 

And, to prove their judgment true. 

Want a Metropolitan Band for the Big City. 

Chorus, 

London-lovers high and low, 

Let us all enlist, you know, 

F or the County-Councillor’ s senemes extremely 
charm me. 

Let us raise Twelve Hundred Pounds, 

And we soon shall hear the sounds 
Of the Music-lover’s Metropolitan Army ! 
There ’s a moral to my song 
And it wont detain ye long ; 

To Phillips, L.C.C. send your subscription, 
(North Park, Eltham, S.E.), for 
That sagacious Council-lor 
Is a patriot of a practical description. 

When the money he has got, 

(And Twelve Hundred’s not a lot,) 

Eight soon he’ll form a strong and sage 
Committee ! 

And it will not he their fault 
If there ’s any hitch or halt 
In the Metropolitan Band for our Big City. 


Chorus, 

^mp up, Cockneys, high and low 
We must all enlist, you know. 

For the sum required is nothing to alarm ye. 
So just do as you are bid. 

And subscribe Twelve Hundred “ quid ” 
For the Music-lover’s Metropolitan Army ! 

CUE BOOKINC-OFFICE. 

Joints in our Social Armour^ by a Mr. 
James Euncimant, has an amusing “Dedica- 
tion to W. 8. and Q-. N. S.” “ Q-entlemen,” 
writes this seemingly new member of the 
brotherhood of letters, “this little book con- 

you, and all that may be good in t^^ has 
really come from you.” After this frank 
confession, one naturally desires to have the 
“good things” of “ W. 8. and Or. N. 8.” 
first-hand, instead of what presumably must 
be a rechauffe. As the “ good things,” 
however, have to be picked out of a volume 
pages of wearisome reading about 
The Ethics of the Drink Q-uestion,” ‘ * The 
Social Influence of the ‘ Bar ’ ” (Public-house. 
bien entendu)^ “Genius and Eespectability,’’ 
&c., &c., it is not an easy task to find them. 
For the rest, to the intelligent reader, the 
joints of Messrs. W. 8., G. N, 8., and James 
EuNcmAN are likely to prove veritable pieces 
de risistance, A^ cut from the joint in this 
instance is accordingly strongly recommended. 

The Colonial Year-JSooh for 1890 supplies 
a want that has long been felt by Britons in 
globe. Mr. Tbbhdell, 
C.M.G,, the author of this interesting work, 
deserves well of the Empire. 

Babon de Boox-Wobms & Co. 


A FABLE FOR FANATICS. 

Thebe was a stream, now fast, now slow, 
But given at times to overflow ; 

A freakishness that played strange pranks 
With the poor dwellers on its banks. 

There came two engineers. One said, 

“ Embank it I ” Wagging a wise head 
In the austere impressive way 
Of dogmatists, as who should say, 

“If there’s an Oracle, I am it.” 

The other answered, “ Nonsense ! Dam it/ ’ 
They did, and stood with hope elate. 

But presently there came a “ spate ; ” 

The swollen torrent, swift and muddied, 

All the surrounding country flooded, 

Put a prompt stop to prosperous tillage. 
Drowned fifty folk, and swamped a village. 
Moral. 

Sozne men’s sole notion of improvement 
Is simply to arrest all movement. 

This craving crass the spirit stirs 
Of Tsars and of Teetotauers, 

Eight-Hour fanatics, and the like. 

Friends of the dungeon and the dyke, 

“ Dam it! ” That is their counsel’s staple. 
(Mark, Lubbock ; also, Bluntdell-Maple !) 

News from Aix-les-Bains.— 
were let offj^ As mercy is the Eoyal pre* 
rogative. we are glad to learn that it wai 
exercised in the case of Fireworks on tin 
birthday of the Princess Beatrice. 

By Order or F.M. CoMMANDiNO-iisr-CHiEir 
Punch. — The Grand Military Exhibition, 
Chelsea Hospital, to be known as “Th< 
Sodgexies.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTEACTED EEOM THE DIAET OE TOBT, M.P. 

Souse of Commons^ Mondai/^ April 14. — Boys came back after 
Easter Monday ; Head Master punctually in his place. 

“Yes, dear Toby,” he said, as I respectfully shook his hand. i 

am nothing if not a man of business. Hone my duty to the country 
round Henley ; now come up to do my duty in town at Westminster.^ 
Hot all the boys here. Some, including Oldest Boy, extending their 
holiday. Prince AitTHTjn not turned up yet. nor Hba^olph, nor 
Chlajoeelain. Wide empty space on Eront Oj^osition Bench where 
HAncoTiRT wont to sit. A dozen Members on Minister!^ Benches ; a 
score on 0 pposite side ; others in ambnsh, especially on Ministerial side. 

“ Akees-Houglas, VikB Roderich Dhu, need only blow his horn 
and the glen is filled with armed men/* said Colonel Malcolm, who 
knows Ms W alter Scott by heart. The Hottglas being a man of modern 
ideas, doesn’t blow Ms horn : would he unparliamentary ; might lead 
to Ms being named and relegated to the Clock Tower. Effect brought 
about when hell rings for Division ; then Members troop in in fifties. 

“ What ’s the Question ? ” they ask each other, as they stand at Bar. 
Hohody quite sure. Some say it ’s wages of Envoy Extraordinary at 
Buenos Ayres ; others affirm it’s salary of Chaplain of Embassy in 
Yienna. A third believes it ’s something to do mth the Hyassa 
region ; a fourth is sure it ’s Turks in Armenia ; whilst Member who 
has heard portion of one of several speeches delivered by Sage oe 
Queen AnSe’s G-ate, says it ’s Motion made to provide a Chaplain for 
Djblummond Wolef, whose forlorn condition, planted out amid 
Mahommedans in Teheran, Sagb^ has been lamenting. Few quite 
sure of actual question ; fewer still heard it debated. But no time to 
lose. House cleared for Division. Must go in one Lobby or other ; so 
Ministerialists follow each other like sheep ; Opposition fiock into other 
Lobby. Amendment (whatever it is) negatived by 134 Yotes against 69. 

In conversation about Yienna Chaplaincy Winteebotham comes 
to front. “ Why,” he asks, “ should we support an English ohureji 
in Yieima more than in other Continental towns, where the residents 
provide the funds ? Hot many months ago I was in the church at 
Vienna ; called upon to hand the plate round, and there were only a 
few shillings to hand over to expectant parson.” 

“Yery good story,” said Wileeii) Lawson; “hut if I was 
WXNTEBBOTHAM, Wouldn’t tell it again. What became of the money ? ” 
Business done, — ^Diplomatic and Consular Yote obtained. 

Tuesday,— OjJi Mobalitt proposes forth- 
"with to take morning sittings on Tuesdays 
and Fridays. Private Members in state of 
burning indignation. Scarcely anything left 
to them but Tuesdays. On Fridays Govem- 
ment business takes precedence. Notices of 
Amendment may be moved on going into 
Committee of Supply; but so hampered that 
hardly any use as outlet for legislative 
energies of private Members. On Tuesdays 
have it all to themselves. May move Amend- 
ments, take Divisions, and generally enjoy 
themselves. How Old Moeaxity comes along 
“ Like the blind Fury, with abhorred shears,” 
Cozens-Habey, dropping into had Ian- 
gnage, “ and cuts us off our Toosday,” 

MwJ Nothing in the world less like a blind Fury 

M 'ffl ^7 our dear Leader, as he sits on Treasury 

® H // Bench bearing brunt of protest from every 

m ^®^y sorry; desirous of meetmg con- 

H 'vo^o^oe of Hon. Members in whatever part 

of House they sit. But duty has first call. 
ml^Ka Wa Duty to Queen and country demands partial 
sacrifice of Tuesdays. 

MTcJ^ Motion carried, and this the last Tuesday 

un Private Members win enjoy. Must make the 

« Conies the hlmd it. Compton on first, with Motion 

j^ury. setting forth grievances of Postal Telegraph 

Clerks. Excellent Debate, and Division over by eight o’clock. Still 
four hours’ work. Maee Stewaet has next place. Stewaet has 
Marked necessity for Deform of Constitution in proceedings of Fiars 
Courts iu Scotland. Thinks functions of Fiars’ Juries should be 
extended. Rare opportunity for House of Commons to master tbip 
question. True, it is dinner-time ; but what is dinner compared 
with the national interest smouldering under these Fiars ? Besides, 
it ’s our last Tuesday, 

“We must make the most of tMs,” says Aibeet Rolut to Ricbcaee 
Temple. “Yes,” s^s Richaeu Temple, with effusion. “Glad 
you’re stayiag on. Wouldn’t do to be Counted Out to-night.” 

^oLLir, tMnking he’s got Temple all right, walks off by front 
hall door ; Temple, certain that Rolut will stay, executes strategic 
re-teeat by corridor, leading past dining-room to central hall. Same 
thing going on in a hundred other cases, “ Must see this through,” 
One says to the Other. “By all means,” the Other says to One. 

Then One and the Other saunter out of the Lobby, agicken their 
steps when they get into outer passage, and ^eed out of Palace Yard 
as quick as Hansom would fiy. . -rr i 

Maw Stewaet still pnfdng away at the Fiars ; House gradually 
emptying, till no one left but the Loed Adyocate and Geoege 
Campbell. Presently Campbell strides forth. Somebody moves 
that Loed Advocate he Counted. Speaker finds he ’s not forty, 
(“I’m really forty-five, yon know,” Loed Adyocate pleads.) Ho 
Quorum. So at a quarter past eight House Counted Out. “Harden 
you, Stewaet/’ the Loed Advocate said, as the two walked through 
the deserted chamber. “Must have spent good deal of trouble on 
yonr speech. Subject so interesting, too ; pity to lose it ; advise yon 
to have it printed in leaflet form, and distributed. So in ^ your 
ashes would live your wonted Fiars, as was appropriately 
remarked by Buens.” Stewaet said he would tMnk about it. 

Business Compton’s Resolution declaring position of tele- 

graphists unsatisfactory negatived by 142 votes against 103. 

Thursday,— Better have a nip of something short,” said Jack- 
son, friendly Bottle Holder, to Chancelloe of the ExcHEquEE, 
he too in Jokim’s room finally revising notes for Budget Speech. 

“Ho,” said Jokim, shaking Ms head, and wistfully regarding the 
Port decanter ; “ it wouldn’t do. iThinkof what I have to say in my 
speech about the drink traffic. It’s drink that has created onr 
Surplus. Cau’t help the Surplus, hut must say a word in condemna- 
tion of drink. Would never do to have me enforcing my argument 
with sips out of a tumbler. Suppose, when I came to the questioD, 

‘ Who drinks the rum ? ’ Tannee were to point to the tumbler and 
shout across the House, ‘ You do,’ Where would we he ? Where 
would Her Majesty’s Government he? Ho, Jackson, old fellow, 
yon mean well, and a sip of Port, with or without an egg, in course 
of three hours’ speech, is a comfort. But it mustn’t be ; ” and 
Jokim turned resolutely away from decanter. 

Jackson kind-hearted fellow; deeply touched at Ms oMef ’s heroic 
self-denial. “Yon leave it 
to me,” he whispered, as they 
l^t^J o^M ’ s room andstroUed 

Just before Jokim rose to 
commence Budget Speech *7 

Jackson came in carrying 

tumblerful of dark liquid; 

might he extract of wal- — . — . 

nut, printer’s ink, anything X 

equally innoxious. Jokim 

saw it, and recognised the ^ 

“Jackson,” he wMspered, tremulously, 

“ you shouldn’t do it ; but since :^ou xoilL 
leave the bottle on the chimhley-piece, and 
don’t ask me to take none, but let me put 
my lips to it when I am so dispoged, and 
then I will do what I am engaged to do 
according to the best of my ability.” 

Ho chimbley-piece handy. So Jackson 
’ cunningly tucked away the tumbler in 
among title Blue Books and papers where it 
innocently rested till Jokim, well under 
way with speech, and feeling round for 
notes upset it ; agonised glance as the ruby 
finid ran over the unresponsive table on to 
the heedless floor. Heartless persons oppo- 

site tittered. snulo pass over 

“ I hear a smile pass over the face of the ^.^ght 

Right Hon. Gentleman,” said Jokim, fixing S’eutleman. 

glance somewhat venomously on Haecouet. House burst into roar 
of laughter. Jackson took advantage of diversion to mop up spilled 
Port with blotting-paper. Only Geand Ceoss in Peers’ Gallery, sat 
stem and unresponsive. 

“ I call that pretty mean, Toby,” he said, talking it fover after- 
wards. “ It was I who first saw the smile in House of Commons. 
My greatest oratorical success ; and here comes Jokim, coolly appro- 
priates it, and House laughs as if it were quite new I ” Never saw 
Geand Ckoss so terribly angry. J okim will have had quarter of an 
hour when they meet. Business done, — Budget brought in. 

Bi-metallism the matter to-night. Sam Smith brings on 
attractive subject in one of those terse, polished, pregnant orations 
for wMch he is famous. Nevertheless, the few Members present 
yawn. Old Moeality — “notMng if not man of business” — ^finds 
topic irresistible. Yj^’hilst subject caviare to the General (Golds- 
woETBY and others), seems matter of life and death to a select half- 
dozen; these glare at each other across House, as if arguments 
advanced pro and con, affected their private character. Prince 
Aethue Ranges in; declares in favour of Bi-metallism; Irish 
Members share common ignorance on subject ; but tMs settles them ; 
go out in body to vote for Mono-metallism ; Sam Smith’s Motion for 
Conference negatived by 183 votes against 87, 


^ 1 ^$* irOTICI!.— Bejected Conununlcationa or Coatributiqn^, whether MS., Priated Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no ease be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, To this rule 
there will be no exception. 
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MR. PUNCHES MORAL MUSIC-HALL DRAMAS. 

No. X.— TOMMY AND HIS SISTER JANE, 

Okce more we draw upon our favourite source of inspiration — 
the poems of the Misses Tatlob. The dramatist is serenely confident 
that the new London County Connoil Censor of Plays, whenever that 
much-desired oflS.cial is appointed, will highly approve of this little 
piece on account of the multiplicity of its morals. It is intended ip 
teach, amongst other useful lessons, that— as the poem on which it 
is founded puts it — “ Fruit in lanes is seldom good’' ; also, that it is 
not always prudent to take a hint ; again, that constructive murder 
is distinctly reprehensible^ and should never be indulged in by persons 
who cannot control their countenances afterwards. Lastly, that 
suicide may often be averted by the exercise of a little savoir vivre, 

Chabactbes. 

Tommy and his Sister Jane [Taylor ian Twins ^ and awful examples)^ 

Their Wicked Uncle [plagiarised from a forgotten Nursery Story ^ 
and slightly altered) » 

Old Farmer Copeer [skilled in the use of horse and cattle medicines). 

Scene — A shady lane; on the rights a gate^ leading to the farm; 
left, some hushes, covered with practicable scarlet berries. 

Fnter the Wicked Uncle, stealthily. 

The W. U. ^ No peace of mind I e’er shall know again 
Till I have cooked the geese of Tom and Jane I 
But — though a naughty — I’m a nervous ^ 

minky, . 

For downright felonies I feel too funky I ^ ' j 1 4 ^ r 

I ’d hire assassins— but of late the villains IK - krai 

Have raised their usual fee to fifteen shiUin’s ! l'\ * i 

Nor, to reduce their rates, will they engage , ji, ‘ . ‘ , .w ' ''' ■ ' ' * “ 

For two poor orphans who are ' ’I 

under age 1 > T. 

So (as I ’d give no more than half a guinea) j|’ ' ^ 

I must myself get rid of Tom and Jenny. 4.'. . ' 

Yet, like an old soft-hearted fool, I falter, 

And can’t make up my mind to risk a halter. 

[Looking off). Ha, in the distance, Jane and l[|l|f PI] 

little Tom I see 1 ^ 1 1'] | y l||||j| | 

These berries — [meditatingly) — why, it only I 

needs diplomacy. I 

Ho-ho, a most ingenious experiment ! j| I 1 1 

[_Indulges in silent and sinister mirth, as Jane |i 
and Tom trip in, and regard him with - 

innocent wonder. u I lu I \ ^ 

Jane. Uncle, what is the joke? why all this lA v \ 

merriment ? / 7 / 

The W. U. [in guilty confusion). Not merri- 7 / / / / 
ment, my loves— a trifling spasm — III 

Don’t be alarmed — ^your Uncle often has ’em I / I I: fer \ ^ 

I ’m feeling better than I did at first— '/ml I | m 

Jbw ’re looking fiushed, though not, I hope, with ' ||^ I H 
thirst ? llnsidiously. ' ' 

SONO, BY THE WiCKED UnCLE. 

The sun is scorching overhead ; the roads are dry and dusty ; 

And here are berries, ripe and red, refreshing when you’re 
thusty ! 

They’re hanging just within your reach, inviting you to clutch 
them ! 

But— as your Uncle- 1 beseech you won’t attempt to touch them ? 

Tommy and Jane [dutifully). We’ll do whatever you beseech, and 
not attempt to touch them ! [^Annoyance of W. U. 

The W. U. Temptation (so I ’ ve understood) a child, in order kept, 
shuns ; 

And fruit in lanes is seldom good (with several exceptions). 

However freely you partake, it can’t— as you are young— kill, 

But should it cause a stomach-ache— well, don’t you Marne your 


Tommy awe? Jane [with step-dance.) 

Tommy [dancing, with his mouth full). These berries ain’t so bad — 
although they ’ve far too much acidity. 

Jane [ditto). To me, their only drawback is a dash of insipidity. 
Tommy [rudely). But, all the same, you’re wolfing ’em with 
wonderful avidity ! 

Jane {indignantly). No, that I ’m not, so there nowl 
Tommy [calmly). 'But jou are ! 

Jane. ^d so are you f 

[,They retire up, dancing, and eat more berries — after which 
they gaze thoughtfully at each other. 

Jane. This fruit is most refreshing — ^but it’s curious how it cloys 
on you 1 

Tommy [with anxiety). I wonder why all appetite for dinner it 
destroys in you ! 

Jane. Oh, Tommy, you are half afraid you’ve ate enough to poison 
you? 

Tommy. No, that I’m not— so there now I &c., &c. 

\They dance as before. 

Tommy. Jane, is your palate parching up in horrible aridity ? 

Jane. It is, and in my throat ’s a lump of singular solidity. 

Tommy. Then that is why you’re dancing with such pokerlike 
rigidity. 

\Jdefrain as before ; they dance with decreasing spirit, and 
finally stop, and fan one another with their hats. 

Jane. I ’m better now that on my brow there is a little breezineas. 
j ^ My passing qualm is growing calm, and 

^ tightness turns to easiness, 

i 1 3 ^ Jane. You seem to me tormented by a tendency 

' feral ‘ queasiness ? 

fjililftrjf ^ \_Iiefrain ; they attempt to continue the dance 

*• ‘ ’L, v '' *' --but suddenly sit down side by side. 

'j - if Jane [with a gasp). I don’t know what it is— 
f? . Tt)ut, oh, I do feel so peculiar ! 

* ^ Tommy [with a gulp). I ’ve tumults taking place 

^ within that I may say unruly are. 

fe J<^ne. Why. Tommy, you are turning green— 

1 “H B you really and you truly are ! 

I |L Tommy. No, that not, so there now I 
I'll J 1^ Jane. But you are! 

ip Tommy. Andsoareyow/ 

I jjTjilHJjjfllil I K \_Melancholy music; to which Tommy and 
J® Jane, after a few convulsive movements, 

‘ V gradually become inanimate. Fnter old 

\\4 Farmer Cobeee from gate, carrying a 

' \ large bottle labelled “ Cattle Medicine 

\ Farmer O. It’s time I gave the old bay mare 
pjIA \ AWr\ \\\ ber drench. [Stumbles over the children. 

What ’si^ here? A lifeless lad!— and little 

I \ \ \ \ W' Been eatin’ berries— where did they get them 

i \ \ \\m\\ 

|\ \ \ \ HI ^ ^Tor cows, when took so, I’ve the reg’lar 
remedies. 

I ’ll try ’em here — and if their state the worse is. 

Why, they shall have them balls I give my ’erses ! 


But should it cause a stomach-ache— well, don’t you 
Uncle! 


Tommy and Jane. No, should it cause a stomach-ache, we will not 
blame our Uncle I 

The W. U. [aside). They ’ll need no further personal assistance, 

But take the bait when I am at a distance. 

I could not, were I paid a thousand dneats, 

( With sentiment) Stand by, and see them kick their little buckets, 
Or look on while their sticks this pretty pair cut I [Stealing off. 
Tommy, What, Uncle, going? 

The W. U.[with assumed jauntmess). Just to get my haircut! [Goes. 
Tommy [looking wistfully at the berries), I say, they do look nice, 
Jane, such a lot too ! 

Jane [demurely). Well, Tommy, Uncle never told us not to. 

[Slow^ music ; they gradually approach the berries, which they 
pick and eat with increasing relish, culminating in a dance 
of delight. 


[Carries the bodies off just before the W. U. re-enters. 
W. TJ. The children— gone ? yon bush of berries less full I 
Hooray, my little stratagem’s suocessfnl I 

XjDances a triumphant pas seul. Re-enter Farmer C. 
Farmer C. Been looking for your little niece and nephew ? 

The W. U. Yes, searching for them everywhere — 

Farmer C. [ironically). Oh, hev^ you ? 

Then let me tell you, from all pain they’re free. Sir. 

The W. U. [falling on his knees). I didn’t poison them— it wasn’t 
me. Sir ! 

Farmer C. I thought as much— a constable I ’U run for. [Exit. 
The W. TJ. My wretched nerves again ! this time I ’m done for ! 
Well, though I’m trapped and useless all disguise is, 

My case shall ne’er come on at the Assizes I 
[Rushes desperately to tree and crams himself with the remain- 
ing berries, which produce an almost instantaneous effect. 
Re-enter Tom and Jane from gate, looking pale and limp. 
Terror of the Wicked Uncle as he turns and recognises them. 
The W. U. [with tremulous politeness). The shades of Jane and 
Tommy, I presume ? [Re-enter Farmer C, 

Jane and Tommy [pointing to Farmer C.) His Cattle Mixtures, 
snatched us from the Tomb I 

The W. Zr, [with a flicker of hope). Why, then the selfsame drugs 
will ease my torments I 

Farmer C. [chuckling.) Too late! they’ve drunk the lot, tho little 
vormints ! 

The W. U. [bitterly). So out of life I must inglorious wriggle, 
Pursued by Tommy’s grin, and Jenny’s giggle I 
[Dies in great agony, while Tommy, Jane, aim Farmer Copeeb I 
look on with mixed emotions as the Curtain falls. \ 
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RECIPROCAL HOSPITALITY. 


First Distinguished Colonist, “By the way, have totj seen aotthino of 
THAT HicE YOtrHa Fellow, Loed Limpet, since you came to London — the 
Man who stayed with you so many months at yotih Station last Yeah ? *’ 
Second DiUo, Ditto, “Oh yes ! I met him the other night at Lady Bov- 
EiL*s Reception, and he kindly bestowed upon mb the ttnused half op a 
Smile which he had put together for a passing Duke 1*' 


THE HEW DAHCE OF DEATH. 

“ Starting to make a Britisli Holiday ” — 

And plmn^ his pockets with the gohemouches^ pay! 

A pretty picture, full of fine humanity 
And creditable to the public sanity ! 

“ Sensation^’ is a most despotic master. 

First Higgins and then Succi ! East and faster 
The fiood of morbid sentiment rolls on. 

Lion-kings die, and the Sword-swallower ’s gone 
The way of all such horrors, slowly slain 
By efforts to please curious brutes, for gain. 

What next, and next? Stretch some one on the rack 
And let him suffer publicly. ’Twill pack 
The show with prurient piyers, and draw out 
The ready shillings from the rabble rout 
Of well-dressed quidnuncs, frivolous and fickle 
Who ’ll pay for aught that their dull sense will tickle. 
Look on, crass crowd ; your money freely give 
To see Sensation’s victims die to hve ; 

Eor Science knows, and says beneath her breath, 

That this “East Life” (like other sorts) means Death! 


RESOLUTION’S FOR THE COSMOPOLITAN 
LABOUR MEETING. 

[Comjpiled with due regard to the International IdiosyncraHes,) 

French , — That France contains the World, and Paris 
France. 

Belgium , — That on the whole, the Slave Trade should 
be discouraged, as it cannot be made to yield more ^an 
a safe 7 per cent. 

Germany , — That the best way of showing love for 
the Fatherland is to live in every other part of the 
universe. 

Spain , — That it will be for the benefit of mankind to 
exterminate the Portuguese. 

Portugal , — That the interests of civilisation wiU be 
advancea by the annihilation of the Spanish. 

Russian , — ^That dynamite literally raises not only the 
mansions of the nobles, but betters the homes of those 
who have been serfs. 

British , — That the equality of man is proved by the 
fact that one Englishman is worth a dozen foreigners. 

American , — ^That everybody (except citizens of the 
U.S.A.) pay half a dollar to the Treasurer right off the 
reel slick away, and that the sum so collected be equally 
divided amongst those present. 


MR. PUNCHES DICTIONARY OF PHRASES. 

Social. 

“ Yes ; it is a sovereign you owe me — hut any time will do ; ” i,e,j 
“ If he has the least spark of honour he ’H pay me now,^^ 

Never saw you loohing letter! Magnificent colour *.e., 
“ Evidently ripenmg for apoplectic fit.” 

Pray bring your friend i.e,^ “Doesn’t he know how over- 
crowded my rooms are already ? ” 

“ To he perfectly candid; ” t.e., “Not sorry to rub it in.” 

Journalistic. 

As yet nothing has transpired ie,. The reporter was too late 
to obtain any information. 

“ Detective Inspector Muggins is actively pursuing his inquiries' ” 
Reporter thinks it as well to keep in with Muggins, who, may be 
useful in future. 

Epistolatory. 

“J/^ great haste z.e,, “Must make some excuse for scrap- 
piness,” 

“ We were all so shoched at hearing of your sad bereavement ; ” 
t,e., “None of us knew her but myself, and I thought her a Cat I ” 

At a Dance. 

“ Let me get you a partner^ Mr , — ’er— ’er Smith ; ” “ He’ll do 

for dowdy Miss Jones, who has only danced once the whole night.” 

“ Shall we take a turn round now i,e,^ “ She can’t waltz any 
more than a crane, and parading is better than hopping.” 

“ Not dancing to-night^ Mr, Sprawle ? Now^ that very naughty 
of you^ with so many nice girls here i,e,^ “ What an escape for the 
nice girls ! ” 

A Little Music. 

“ Zhope you brought your Music with you, dear ; ” i,e,, If only 
she had left it in the cab ! ” 


“Z would with pleasure^ but Z’re such a shocking cold that 
really, §-c. i,e,, ‘^I want a little more pressing, and then I’ll 
come out strong, and astonish them, I fancy.” 

“ Oh do! We have been looking forward to your Banjo^solo all 
the evening ; ” i,e,, “ With horror 1 ” 

CuBIOMANIA, ETC. 

“ Plow delightful it must be to have such a hobby ! ” i,e,, “Thank 
heavens, I am not so afflicted ! ” 

“Zf mu>8t have cost you a heap of money i,e,, “How he’s 
been ‘ done I ’ ” 

“ What a wonderful collection of pictures you have Acre/” i,e,, 
“ Must say something. Wouldn’t give ten pounds for the lot.” 

Railroad Amenities. 

“ So glad you got into the same carriage, A little of your con^- 
versation so lightens a long journey ; ” i,e,, “He’ll talk my head off, 
and render a nap impossible.” 

“ Would you like to look at the papers i,e,, “May keep her 
tongue still for a few minutes.” 


The Busy “B.” 

[Mr. Bancroft has just settled one theatrical difference, and now he is 
engaged on a “ far more delicate matter ” ; i,e,, a dispute between a Manager 
and an Actor.] 

How doth the little busy “ B ” | By arbitrating all the day 
Employ each leisure hour ? 1 With great dramatic power. 


Extremes Meet. — “TAe DarkM Africa is an Eastern enter- 
tainment at Weston’s Music Hall. 


Couldn’t Slander and Libel causes be appropriately heard in Sir 
James Hannen’s Admiralty Court, as “Running Down Cases ? ” 
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THE CHEAP FARES. 

“ We ’kb Full— THEKE 's NO ROOM 1 ” , 

CoTidMGtor . **Wb must make Koom for 'er. There’s Room for One on the Near Side ere. B sides you re all short 
Penn’orths, and she *s a Fourpbnn’orth — goes the whole way 1 ” 


^^THE PROMISE OP MAT/^ 

{As the FroUtcvriat paints it.) 

“ Since it is incredible tliat the economic balance can be universally 
disturbed by local cliaages, and always in one direction, we must assume a 
kind of moral contagion as an efficient agent in the wide-spread demand for a 
revision of wages and hours of labour. Identical theories and demands, j 
preferred simultaneously in Austria, Germany, France, England, and 
America, must be largely due to the force of example operating through the 
modem facility of communication. A universal movement in favour of 
shorter hours would seem best fitted to secure the amelioration of the 
labourer’s lot .” — The Times. 

^Enthusiastic Operative to his Bench~Mate^ loquitur : — 

We must wake and turn out early, bright and early, comrade dear ; 
To-morrow 'E be the biggest day of all the sad New Year ; 

Of all the sad New Year, mate, the biggest, brightest day; [of May. 
For to-morrow ’s the First of May, chummy, to-morrow ’s our First 

There *U be many a dark, dark eye, chummy, by Thames, and 
Seine, and Rhine, 

There ’ll be Sausbuet, and Carnot, and Capbiyi to peak and pine. 
For there’ll be a stir of the Labourer in every land, they say, [May. 
And Toil ’s to be Q,ueen o’ this May, chummy, Toil ’s to be dueen o’ this 

I do sleep sound at night, chummy, but to-morrow mom I ’ll wake ; 
The Cry of the Crowd wOl sound aloud in my ear ere dawn shall break, 
’Twill muster with its booming bands and with its banners gay ; 

For to-morrow ’s the Feast of May, brother, to-morrow *s our Feast 
of May. 

They ’ ve kept us scattered till now, comrade ; but that no more may be : 
Our shout goes up in unison by Thames, Seine, Rhine and Spree. 

We are not the crushed-down crowd, chummy, we were but yesterday. 
We ’re full of the Promise o’ May, brother, mad with the Promise 
of May I 

They thought us wandering ghosts, brother. Divided strengthis slight ; 
But what will they say when our myriads assemble in banded mi^t r 
They call us craven-hearted, but what matter what they say ? 
They’ll know on the First o’ May, brother; they’ll learn on the 
First o’ May. 


They say ours is a dying cause, but that can never be : 

There ’s many a heart as bold as Tell’s in the New Democracy. 
There’s many a million of stalwart lads who toil for poorish pay ; 
And they ’ll meet on the First o’ May, brother, they ’ll speak on the 
First o’ May. 

The tramp of a myriad feet shall sound where the young Spring grass 
is green, [Queen, 

Yon Emperor young shall hear, brother, and so shall our gracious 
For Labour’s hosts to all civic centres shall gather from far away ; 
The Champs de Mars shall greet Hyde Park on this glorious First o’ 
May. 

The lime is budding forth, brother, lilac our cot embowers, [flowers ; 
And the meadows soon shall be a-scent with the snowy hawthorn 
But a bonnier sight shall be the tramping crowds in fustian grey, 
Flushed with the Promise o’ May, brother, the new-born Promise o’ 
May. 

A wind is with their march, brother, that threatens old claims of 
Class, 

And the grey Spring skies above them seem to brighten as they pass. 
Pray heaven there ’ll he no drop o’ rain the whole of the live-long day, 
To sadden our First o’ May, brother, to sadden our First o’ May I 

The labourers of Paris, and the toilers of Berlin, [“tin.” 

Will throng to shout for shorter hours, homes happier, and more 
Why even the chilly Times^ chummy, is almost constrained to say 
There is sense in our First o’ May, chummy, hope from our First o’ 
May. 

The Governments are a-gog, brother, Figaro owns as much ; 

Property quakes when the countless hands of Labour are iu touch. 
And from Bermondsey to Budapest they are in touch to-day. 

Linked for the Feast of May, brother, linked for the Feast of May I 

So we must wake and turn out early, bright aud early, comrade, 
dear ; 

To-morrow ’ll he the grandest day of all the green New Year ; 
To-morrow ’ll be of aU the year the maddest merriest day, 

For Toil ’s to be Queen o’ the May, brother. Labour is Queen o’ this 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Mat 3 , 1890 . 


MODERN TYPES. 

{By Mr^ Punch's Own Ty^e’^writer,) 
ISTo. X.— THE MARTYK INGOMPBISB, 
The Martyr Incomprise is one wlio, iLaving in Her ] 


lest he should set a had example. She will then weep silently into 
her tumbler, and her friends, after expressing a muttered indigna- 
tion at the heartlessness of men, will support her tottering steps 
from the room. If her husband should invite one or two of his 
friends to dinner on a subsequent occasion, she will amuse herself 
and madden him by recounting to them this incident, in which she 


The Martyr Incomprise is one who, having in her home erected a and madden him 1^ recounting to them this incident, in which she 
stake, ties to it her husband, and then having set alight the will figure as a suffering angel, whose wings have moulted under the 
faggots which her own hands have piled round him, calls the world neglect and cruel treatment of an unangeKc spouse. If, while her 
to witness the saint -like fortitude with which she bears up under storj; is in progress, she should observe her husband writhing, she 
the sufierings i^cted upon her by her lord and master. She will will inform him that she is sure he must be sitting in a draught, 
have been married to a man who, though he does not pretend to be and will order the butler to place a screen behind him. Having 
above the ordinary frailties and failings of human nature, tries thus called attention to his discomfort, and to the care with which 
honestly, for many years, to make her happy. Time after time she watches over him, she will take offence when he countermands 
does this domestic Sisyphus roll the sjnne of contentment up the hill the screen ; and. after giving the company in general to understand 
of his wife’s temper, and time after time does it slip from his hands, that she is not allowed to give orders in her own house, she will, for 
and go clattering down into the plain of despair. ^ The Martyr is a the rest of tbe evening, preserve a death-like calm. This will be 
very virtuous lady, yet she is not satisfied with the calm and followed, on the departure of her guests, by showers of tears and 
aohnowledged possession of her virtues, ^ She adds them to her reproaches, the inevitable prelude to twenty-four hours of salts and 
armoury or aggravation, and uses them with seclusion in the privacy of her bed-room. It 

a deadly effect. Her morality is irreproach- is curious to note that, although the Martyr, 

able. She studies to make it a reproach to at an early period of her married life, de- 

her husband, and, inasmuch as her temper is velopes a distaste for going into society, which 

equally compounded of the most persistent she attributes to the persecution of her hus- 

obstinacy, and ^the most perverse and unac- band ; yet she always contrives to spend as 

countable caprices, it is unnecessary to say ^ much money as those who live in a whirl of 

^at she succeeds marvellously in her un- gaiety. Her bills, therefore, mount up, and, 

dertakittg. ^ in a moment of unguarded pecuniarypru- 

As a girl, the Martyr w^haveheendistm- ^ //. .\ . / ^ / llm ^ dence. her husband will remonstrate mSdly 
guUhed by a keen sense of wrong, and a total - \ \ J r / / /iIw^LaVv ^ upon her extravagance. She will, 

lack of all sense of hpnour. Haymg been ^ Im M / / thereupon, accuse him to her friends of mean- 

rebuked by her mother for some tr^g fault, ^ ^ ness, and avowher determination never again 

she wiU persuade herself that her parents ^ //W to ask him for money. Tor a short time she 

detest her, and desire her death. She will im\\ I will pay portions of herown bills, but, finding 

spend^ the next few days with her breast W ^ ^ her pin-money insufficient for the purpose, 

luxuriously against the thorn of her fancied \ ^ i she wiU sell some jewels, and spend Wpro- 

suffermgs. She will weave romances, in order iM M ceeds on a new tea-gown. Her increasing 

to enjoy the delicious sensation of lookmg on V W \\ III] JW liabilities will afford her no anxiety, seeing 

as she withers under injustice mto a prema- \\m^ / gim that her sense of martyrdom increases in pro- 

ture coflhi, and of watchmg her cruel parents |||g^ # A 1 1 portion, and that in her heart of hearts she 

as they water the ^ave of their victim with m giows that her husband is prepared to pay 

unayaffing tears. A somewhat lax method ir^ everything, and wiU eventually have to do so. 

of brmging up wiU have enabled her to read ^ After some years of this life her husband 

W trashy novels. Out of ffiese she con- 'I'l' willhaveacquired the reputation of a domestic 

stracts anunagmary hero, all gushmg ten- ruffian. Friends will shake their heads, and 

demess and a tawnv moustache. Havino' mftt a vonno- tmati ni-hA i.: l ri** rn t _• . a ’ . 


W trashy novels. Out of these she con- willhaveacquired the reputation of a domestic 

stracts anunagmary hero, all gushmg ten- ruffian. Friends will shake their heads, and 

^mess a.nd a tawny mousta(ffie. Haymg met a young man who wonder how long his sweet wife wiU bear up against his treatment, 
fiffiy realises her i^al m the latter particukr, she promptly assies It will be reported, on the authority of imaginary eye-witnesses, 
ffis possespn of the former, ^d accepts ffis proposal of marriage, that he has thrown a soup-plate at her, and that, oh more than one 
^terh^g all but thrown him over on three or four occasions for occasion, he has beaten her. He will find himself shunned, and 
an m su ffi oient ^play of rom^tic devotion at dances and tennis wfil be driven for society and pleasure to his bachelor haunts. His 

yife will now rage with jealousy over a defection she has done her 
a Man, whereupon she best to cause. After a time she will hire the services of a detective, 
shatters his pedestal, and abandons hersett to misery amidst the rums, and will file a petition in the Divorce Court. The case will probably 
the full joys of her married martyrdom begm. She be xmdefended, and the Court having listened to her tale of cruelty, 

her partoer, his the imaginative boldness of which will startle even the friend who 
^ Corroborates it in the witness-box, will decree to her a divorce from 

leaving wearied of her constant recital of her former misery, this 

She now gathers round herself a select company of two or three — — - ■ = 

‘'into leif NoVELTm.-Sir.-The Fasting Man seems to have been a 

ears she pours the story of her woes, and gradually orgamses them be^succe^d by The Stuffing Man, 

into a trained band of disciplined conspirators, who make it their 


to de^L aK^ mS: ^ Wtry Country and Lond^ 

table that he has ventured to make some arrangement without con- for Talking ito. 

suiting them, they will raise their eyebrows, and look pityingly at a ^ 

the wife. She will inform them, in a tone of convinced mmSoholy, w 

that she has long suspected that she was of no importance to alj gate-m^ey, and I place the idea at the 

one. but that now she knows it for certain. She wifi theHell he? Aquarium. Yours, Ihe Oiher Mah. 

husband ^at, as she is no longer allowed to interest herself in what 

vS'.J fiViJ^x.-Suyeet, of the_ Day-^tmds like_an 


occupied i 


> appearance < 
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THE LEGEND OF THE BRIAR-ROOT. 

{Suggestion for companion subject to The Briar Bosef by JS, Burne-Jones^ now exhibiting at Messrs, Agrtew Sons* Gallery ^ Bond Street,) 



The Briar-Wood Pipe. Effect The Bed-Room. 

ON THE Smokers. They smoked and smoked a pipe a- 

The fateful odour fumes and goes piece : 

About tbe angle of the Nose, Thus did their drowsiness increase. 


TIPS PROM THE TAPE, 

{Biched up in Mr, Punch* s Own Special City Corner,) 

Ever since it became known that, in conformity with the general 
interest in the condition of the Stock and Share Market, now mani- 
fested by all classes of readers, you had determined to start your own 


special “ Comer,” for the purpose of keeping your eye on the 
matter, and had appointed me as your ‘ * City Commissioner,” if I have 
been flooded with applications from Stock- jobbers, tendering their 
advice, I may say I have been Mterally overwhelmed by applica- 
tions from clients and outsiders, asking me for mine. With five 


tapes always on the move, telephonic communication with every- shares are, in conseque 
where, and my telegraphic address of “ Panjimcracks,” comfortably with mine? 
installed in a third-floor flat in commanding premises, within a 
stone’s throw of the Stock Exchange, I flatter myself that, at least ^ ' 

in all the surroundings of my position, I am, acting under your __ ‘ . ,, 

instructions, well up to the mark. You will see from th 

You would wish naturally to know something of the state of the heap ox others, that I u 
market, and would doubtless like to hear from me. if there is any ^he ^^olesome and cl 
particular investment that I can recommend as safe for a rise, I oaniiot be a doubt abou 
have been giving some attention lately to reason it no one were to 

Patagonian’ Crocodiles, TJ^i have sevOTS^s 

but from news that has reached me from a private pd most r^ahle am watchfrj mort attei 
source (I hear that the Chairman and Directors, who have gone off with proper working ore 

the balance-sheet have disappeared, and have not been heard of for that will Ifanov take 
months) I shonld strongly ad^se, if yon hold any of it, to get rid of suooessfnl Stookdealers, 
it, if you can, as soon as possible, I have a similar tale to tell about qqyqt £500 1 Here will 
Hernebat Z*s, the delights of Monte C 

This Stock has been run up by purchasers for the fall ; and, say, that 1 have a “ Co] 
though in October last it somehow touched 117f , it is now standing carry out with the righ 
at 9J, and, spite the rumours of increased traiflo receipts (due to the every one concerned, 
fact that a family drove up to the station last week in a cab), art- = 

fully put into circulation by interested holders, I would certainly get 
out of it before the issue of the forthcoming Report, which I hear. Theatrical Short 
on good authority, not only announces the payment of no dividend (Wyndham) is foUowi 
on the Debenture Stock, but makes the unwelcome statement to the (Mathews) and begin 
shareholders of the prospective seizure of the whole of the rolling * ^ rrv 

stock under a debtors’ summons, a catastrophe that must land the 

affairs of the Company in inevitable bankruptcy. Under these cir- III’"" / ' 1 

cumstances, I do not think I can conscientiously advise you to 
“hold; ” stm, you might watch the Market for a day or two ; but, 
at any rate, take my advice, and get rid of your “ Crocodiles.” 

I subjoin some of my correspondence : — 

Dear Sir. — I am in the somewhat embarrassing position of being |||^ 

responsible lor £5000 under the marriage settlement of a niece, that, | I 1 


xrusiee. inougn tne settlement stipulates that only tlovemment 
Stocks and Railway Debentures are available, I find that the money 


Short Out through the The NTosb Bower. Za Belle 
Garden. Pipe-en^-Bois dormant. 

The Maidens thought the pipe to fill : ’Twas five o’clock, the hour of toa ; 
They smoked, and now they all lie still. But, having smoked, they ’re as you see. 


which certainly read well, but the absence of the Dividend which 
perplexes me. What would be your advice? Should I sell, or 
continue to hold? A. Puzzled Trustee. 

We should certainly hold. 

Sir, — Acting on the advice of a friend who is in the Directorate, 
I have largely invested in the Automatic Hair-cutting Company. 
Owing, however, to the fact that customers, who will not hold their 
heads properly, have on several _ occasions latterly had their ears 
trimmed, and a pattern cut on their necks, several actions for heavy 
damages have been brought against the concern. These having been 
successful in every case, the Company is virtuallv ruined, and the 
shares are, in consequence, almost unsaleable. What should I do 
with mine? An Anxious Speculator. 

Hold. The Company has evidently touched bottom. Wait for 
the rise. 

You will see from the above specimens, taken at random from a 
heap of others, that I utterly deprecate panic, “ Never cut losses” 
is the wholesome and cheerful advice I give all my clients. There 
cannot be a doubt about it being thoroughly sound ; for it stands to 
reason if no one were to sell out, no securities would ever fall. So, to 
nine out of ten who ask my advice I invariably say, “Hold.” 
Though I have several stocks in prospective, the movements of which I 
am watching most attentively, 1 have, I confess, hardly got things 
into proper working order yet^ but I have a grand scheme on foot 
that will, I fancy, take the wind out of the sails of many hitherto 
successful Stockdealeis. In my new system three-and-sixpence will 
cover £500 1 Here will be' a chance for even the schoolboy to tasto 
the delights of Monte Carlo.- But more of this later. Suffice it to 
say, that 1 have a “ Combination Pool ” in my eye, that if I can only; 
carry out with the right sort of stock, ought to make the fortune of 
every one concerned. 

Theatrical Short Servtcb Bill. — Charles the Second 
(Wyndham) is following in the footsteps of Charles the First 
(Mathews) and beginning to play several short pieces as one 

entertainment, instead of giving a 
Srnjg three-act farce or comedy, and one 
illill and unimportant curtain-raiser. 

|||u| At least, he is Trying It On, How 
fill preferable, in the summer and 

autumn season, would he an evening 
jjirj bill of fare consisting of three entrees, 
H /' different character, and all 

H A of first-rate quality. The patron of 
l||| 7 the drama could pick and choose, and 
SI satisfied with an hour, or two hours, 
Ji fh three hours’ entertainment. How 



Security, 

Purchasing 

Price, 

Present 

Price. 

Last 

JDiv. 

£1000 

Kangaroo Copper Trust , . 
Bursters' Patent Coffin Company 

193 

m 

None 

20001 

157 

4 

None 

1000 

Battersea Grold Syndicate . . 

235 

U 

None 

800' 

International Balloon Transit . , 

170 

Nil. 

None 

600j 

Bolivian Spasmodios 

194 


None 




/l' people would rather pay the present 
//, price of half a guinea for anything, 
however short, which it was the fashion 
\n, to see, than for a long piece which only 
^ bores them. To see short pieces, they 
might come two or three times instead. 


You see it is not so much the depreciated value of the Securities, 


;■> might come two or three times instead 

ChaxlesWynd’emUp. <>noe, and the management oould 

tt yuu cm up. ^ reduction on takmg a quantity. 

There is a small fortune waiting for this Charles, or t’other 
Charles, ’yclept Hawtrey, whichever may take up the idea and 
work it. AtfDi Magistettm Ptochtom. 
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MODERN TYPES. lier tumbler, and her Mends," after expressing a muttered inSigna- 

{By MTt BuTuifCs Own Tyy^'Wvit&r^ tion at the heartlessness of men, will support her tottering steps 

V m-ET-m urA-Dmvo TT^TrfmirT>T>Tc*TP the Toom, If her husbaud should invite one or two of his 

No. X — ^THE MAETYK INCOMPBISM Mends to dinner on a subsequent occasion, she will amuse herself 

The Martyr Incomprtse is one who, having in her home erected a and madden him by recounting to them this incident, in which she 
stake, ties to it her husband, and then having set alight the ■will figure as a sujfering angel, whose wings have moulted under the 
faggots which her own hands have piled round him, calls the world neglect and cruel treatment of an unangelic spouse. If, while her 
to witness the saint-like fortitude with which she bears up under story^ is in progress, she should observe her husband writhing; she 
the sufferings mfiicted upon her by her lord and master. She will will inform mm that she is sure he must be sitting in a draught, 
have been married to a man who, though he does not pretend to be and will order the butler to place a screen behind him. Having 
above the ordinary frailties and faifings of human nature, tries thus called attention to his discomfort, and to the care with which 
honestly, for many years, to make her happy. Time after time she watches over him, she will take offence when he countermands 
does this domestic Sisyphus roU the stone of contentment up the hill the screen ; and, after giving the company in general to understand 
of his wife’s temper, and time after time does it slip from his hands, that she is not allowed to give orders in her own house, she will, for 
and go clattering down into the plain of despair. ^ The Martyr is a the rest of the evening, preserve a death-like calm* This will be 
very virtuous lady, yet she is n9t satisfied with the cam and followed, on the departure of her guests, by showers of tears and 

acknowledged possession of her virtues, ^ She adds them to her reproaches, the inevitable prelude to twenty-four hours of salts and 

armoury of aggravation, and uses them with seclusion in the privacy of her bed-room. It 

a deadly effect. Her morality is irreproach- is curious to note that, although the Martyr, 

able. She studies to make it a reproach to at an early period of her married life, de- 


lest he should set a bad example. She will then weep silently into 
her tumbler, and her Mends, after expressing a muttered indigna- 


her husband, and, inasmuch as her temper is velopes a distaste for going into society, which 

equ^y compounded of the most persistent she attributes to the persecution of her hus- 

obstm^y, and the most perverse and unac- ^ band ; yet she always contrives to spend as 

countable caprices, it is unnecessary to say ^ much money as those who live in a whirl of 

she succeeds marvellously in her un- gaiety. Her bills, therefore, mount up, and, 

dertakiny. . ^ m a moment of nnguardedpeotmiarypru- 

■As a gMl, the Martyr wm haye. Been distm- ^ All i > ; I' denee, her hosbaad will remoasirate mudlT 

^hed hy a keen sense of wron^and a total - 1 % \ // . ^ with her upon her extravagance. She will, 

lack of ^ sense of hnmonr. Haymg been 5- Em ' Uf,/ ‘ thereupon, accuse him to her friends of mean- 

rebuked hy her mother for some tefling fault, ^ rm\W| / // *7 ness, and avowher determination never again 

^e wiU persTwde herseU tether parents ^ to ask him for money. Por a short time she 

detert her, and desnre her death. She will ^ vdU payportions of her ownbills, but, finding 

spend the next few days with her hr^t , her pin-money insnfficient for the purpose. 

luMTiously against the thorn of her fancied \ ^1 || ghe wiU seU some jewels, and spend the prol 

suffemgs. She will weave romances, in order M MF oeeds on a new tea-gown. Her increawng 

toemoythe dehoions sensafaon of lookmg on VW h !ll JW liabUities will afford her no anxiety, seeinl 

as she withers nnder injustice mto a prema- |||^ / i 1 )fMml JHi that her sense of martyrdom increases in pro- 

tuie cofSn, and of watchmg her orud.parente f | A ii JIiH portion, and that in her heart of hearta she 

as they water the wave of aem viotim with ilMiir knows that her husband is prepared to pay 

w 1 11^ everything, and will eventually have to do sa 

of krmging up wiU have enabled her to read | M ^ After some years of this life her husband 

mmy faaAy novels. Out of these ^e wn- '===^ I'H will have acquired the reputation of a domestic 

stocts au i^gi^y hero, ^TOshmg ten- t , ruffian. Friends will shake their heads, and 

demess md a taTOv mouste^e. Ha^g m^ a young man who wonder how long his sweet wife wiU hear up against his treatment. 
fuUyrealiMS her i^al m the latter partioukr, she promptly assies It will be reported, on the authority of imaginary eye- witnesses, 
^ possesfflon of the former, ^d accepts Ms proposal of mama|e. that he has thrown k soup-plate at her, and t&t, oh more than on4 

oocMion, he has beaten her. He will find himself shunned, and 
dances and tennis be driven for society and pleasure to Ms bachelor haunts. His 
^ syentuMly marries^ afterwards she discov^s wife will now rage with jealousy over a defection she has done her 

^6st to cause. After a time she will hire the services of a detective, 
shatters his pedestal, and ahan^ns herseH to misery amidst the rums, and will file a petition in the Divorce Court. The case will probably 
the full joys of her mailed martyrdom begm. She be undefended, and the Court having listened to her tale of cruelty, 
with^aws even from the ^ectation of interest m her partner, his the imaginative boldness of which will startle even the friend who 

spends her mornings m the keepmg corroborates it in the witness-box, will decree to her a divorce from 

t}*® FPP®®®*^ of her _sufEering8. She will then set up for a 


countable caprices, it is unnecessary to say 
that she succeeds marvellously in ner un- 
dertaking. 

As a girl, the Martyr will have.been distin- ^ 
gnished by a keen sense of wron^ and a total 
Jack of all sense of humour. Having been ^ 
rebuked by her mother for some trifling fault, 
she wiU persuade herself that her parents 
detest her, and desire her death. She will # 
spend the next few days with her breast ^ 

luxuriously against the tnom of her fancied \ 1== 
sufferings. She will weave romances, in order ^ 
to enjoy the delicious sensation of looking on 
as she withers under injustice into a prema- ||[|||lg 
tuie coffn, and of watcMng her cruel parents 
as they water the grave of their victim with 
unavailing tears. A somewhat lax method 
of bringing up will have enabled her to read 
many frashy novels. Out of these she con- 
structs an imaginary hero, all gushing ten- 


*aiansB^ “* 

She now gathers loiind herself a select company of two or three =— '■■ ' ' — 

rs ‘s.'r tr * 

ears she pours the story of her woes, and gradually orgamses them be succeed by The Stuffing Man, 

into a trained hand of disciplined conspirators, who make it their 

constant object to defend the wife by thwarting the husband. They il^ssible subject for forty days. 

! have their signs and their pass-words. If the callous male, for the ^ chance for Mr. Q-ladstone, or, indeed, for any 

enjoyment of whose hospitality they seem to gain an additional zest the stump! 

by affecting to despise and defy him, should intimate at the dinner- Country, the Country, and London, too, 

table that he has ventured to make some arrangement witho^on- for Talking Man. 


Moeb Novelties.— -Sir,— The Pasting Man seems to have been a 


tne wite. sue wUi inform them, in a tone of convinced melandhbly, n-nT^TSr i ^ ^ j t 1 

that she has long suspected that she was of no importance to any gate-m^ey, and I place the idea at the 

one, but that now she knows it for certain. She wifi th^ teU he? Aquannm. Tonis, The Oihbe Mait. 

husband ^at, as she is no longer allowed to interest herself in what ~ — 

+w no opinion on the matter in hand, and Yet Anotheb auAETEELT.— ;S' wJ>c35« of the Ddxy— sounds like an 

she would never think of offering it when she Algerian publication— is a quarterly review of current topics. The 
part IS always so bitterly resented, motto of tiiis new quarterly review of Messrs. BiOUTLEnaB’s is ''Post 


£ it we nsn, wiu^impiore mm, in^ a voice subiect of No. 1 is Education, and to stndj 
intended rather for the servants than for him, to moderate his anger, * keep any reader well occupied till the^ 


appearance of No. 2. 
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THE LEGEND OF THE BRIAR-ROOT. 

companion suljed to •' The Briar Bose," hy E. Biome-Jones, A.B.A., now exhibiting at Messrs. Agnew & Sons’ Gallery, Bond. Street.) 




The Briar-Wood Pipe. Effect The Bbd-Eoom. 

ON THE Smokers. They smoked and smoked a pipe a- 

The fateful odour fumes and goes 

About the angle of the Nose. Thus did them drowsmess increase. 

TIPS PROM THE TAPE. 

{Picked vp in Mr. Ptmeh’s Oum Special City Corner.) 

Etbk siBoe it became known that, in conformity with the generM 
interest in the condition of the Stock and Share Market, now mani- 
fested by all classes of readers, you had determined to start your own 
special “ Comer,” for the purpose of keeping .your eye on the 
matter, and had appointed me as your ‘ ‘ City Commissioner, ”_if I have 
been iooded with applications from Stock-jobbers, tendering tteir 
advice, I may say I have been literally overwhelmed b^pphea- 
tions from clients and outsiders, asking me for nme. With tve 

. V X .-1 A AAwi Tmr.n fiTroTxr— 


stone s triTOw oi tne oiiooK j- -u.au uca xu.jo«xx^ 

in all the surroundings of my position, I am, acting under your 

instructions, well up to the mark. 

You would wish naturally to know something ot the state o± the 
market, and would doubtless like to hear from me, if there is any 
particular investment that I can recommend as safe tor a rise. I 
have been giving some attention lately to 

Patagonian Crocodiles, 

but from news that has reached me from a private and most Triable 
source (I hear that the Chairman and Directors, who have gone off mth 
the balance-sheet have disappeared, and have not been heard oi for 


Short Out through the The Nose Bower. Za Zelle 
Garden. Pife^en-Bois eofmant^ 

The Maidens thought the pipe to fill * ’Twas five o’clock, the hour of toa , 
They smoked, and now they aU lie stiU. But, haying smoked, they re as you see. 

wHch certainly read well, Imt tie a^sence.of the Dividend which 

KteVEidf”* “"X'pSrASSk” 

We should certainly hold. 

Sib.— Acting on the advice of a friend who is in the Directorate. 
I have largely invested in the Automatic Hair-cutting Comply. 
Owing, however, to the fact that customers, who will not Iwld their 
heads properly, have on several occasions latterly had their ears 
trimmed, and a pattern cut on their necks, several^actions for he^avy 
damages have been brought against the concern. These having been 
BuocesBfalin every case, the Company is virtual^ rmned, tje 
shares are, in consequence, almost unsaleable. Wh^ should i do 
^th mine ? An Anxious Specuixtoh. 

Hold. The Company has evidently touched bottom. Wait for 
the rise. 

You will see from the above specimens, taken at randoua from a 
heap of others, that I utterly deprecate panic, ‘ Never cut losses 
is the wholesome and cheerful advice I giye all my clients. There 
cannot he a douht about it being thorongbly sound; for it stands to 
reason if no one were to sell out, no securities would ever lall. bo, to 
nine out of ten who ask my advice I invariably say. Hold. 
Though I have several stocks iu prospective, the movements o± wmcli l 
am watching most attentively, 1 have, I confess, hardly got thmgs 

• . !_• j ...X T Kavta a rvi-KoviH anneTViA nn TAOT. 


xne Daiance-sneeii nave uiaajjyeaicu., ajuu. xi»y\? jaw xlv«.*v.. v* -v,- 

months) I should strongly advise, if you hold any of it, to get rid of 
it, if you can, as soon as possible. I have a similar tale to tell about 
Hebnebay Z’s. 

This Stock has been run up by purchasers for ^ the fall; and, 
though in October last it somehow touched 117|, it is now standing 
at 9J, and, spite the rumours of increased traffic receipts (due to the 
fact that a lamily drove up to the station last week lu a cab) , art- 
fully put into circulation by interested holders, I would certainly get 
out of it before the issue of the forthcoming Report, which I hear, 
on good authority, not only announces the payment of no dividend 
on the Debenture Stock, but makes the unwelcome statement to the 
shareholders of the prospective seizure of the whole of the rolling 
stock under a debtors’ summons, a catastrophe that must land the 
affairs of the Company in inevitable bankruptcy. Under these cir- 
cumstances, I do not think I can conscientiously advise you to 
“ hold ; ” stiU, you might watch the Market for a day or two ; but, 
at any rate, take my advice, and get rid of your “ Crocodiles,” 

I subjoin some of my correspondence ; — 

Dear Sir, — I am in the somewhat embarrassing position of being 
responsible for £5000 under the marriage settlement of a niece, that, 
owmg to my want of financial knowledge, has, I fear, been some- 
what injudiciously, if not absolutely, iUegaUv invested by my Co- 
Trustee. Though the settlement stipulates that only Government 
Stocks and Railway Debentures are available, I find that the money 
at the present moment is thus disposed of : — 


cover£500! Here will be a chance for even the schoolbov to taste 
the delights of Monte Carlo. But more of this later. Suffice it to 
say, that I have a “ Combination Pool ” in my eye, that if I can only 
carry out with the right sort of stock, ought to make the fortune ot 
every one concerned. 


Betm'itye 

£1000 Kangaroo Copper Trust . . 

2000 Bursters’ Patent Coffin Company 
1000 Battersea Gold Syndicate . , 

600 International Balloon Transit . . 
600 Bolivian Spasmodios 


Purchasing Present La^t 

Price, Price, Ziv. 

193 13^ None 

157 4 None 

236 7f None 

170 Nil, None 


Theatrical Short Sertice Bill. — Charles the Second 
(Wyndham) is following in the footsteps of Charles the First 
(Mathews) and beginning to play several short pieces as one 
. entertainment, instead ot giving a 
three-act farce or comedy, and one 
' lilS III brief and unimportant curtain-raiser. 
J IF-/ - lllfll At least, he is Trying It On, How 
preferable, in the summer and 
W autumn season, would be au evening 
bill of fare consisting of three entries. 
each of a different character, and all 
I l il! first-rate quality. The patron of 
I I 7 the drama could pick and choose, and 
I I I li I V satisfied with an hour, or two hours, 

\\ ! j' /fl If IJ// or three hours’ entertainment. Plow 
11 JIMm I I r, lllHli/ better for the actor’s art, too, by 

li }y ll ' varying his roles. The stau 

i'll ll. i I |IJ||I/A people would rather pay the present | 
~ ^ guinea for anything, 

' ^ if III li /WA however short, which it was the fashion 


yfW//) nwr ■ no wever snore, wnion iz was xne lasnion 

uy/// / I’flr 7 to see, than for a long piece which only 


jaii -Jw 


Charles Wynd’em Bp. 


bores them. To see short pieces, they 
might come two or three times instead 
of once, and the management could 
make a reduction on taking a quantity. 


You see it is not s© much the depreciated value of the Securities, 


There is a small fortune waiting for this Charles, or t’other 
Charles, ’yclept Hawtrey, whichever may take up the idea and 
work it. Audi Maqistrum Punchium. 





WINDOW STUDIES. 

The Steitgolb eor Life, (Three Oab-rttnnbrs after One Small Portmanteatt.) 


STANLEY AERICANUS ! 

Mr. Punch loquitur 


This is truly a most gratif yiue meeting ! ' 

no need for you to hlusn, for 1 am not going to gush 
There are plenty who’ll indulge in fuss and flammery. 

Heroes nke to be admired, but you’ll probably be tired 
Of tail-talk ere this spring greenly shows summery. 

An illustrious pioneer,” says the Belgian King. ’Tis clear 
That at any rate you ’ve earned that appellation. 

True words tell, though tattlers twist ’em, and a ** mighty fluyial 
system” 

You have opened up no doubt to civilisation. 

Spreatog tracts of territory ’tis your undisputed glory 
To have footed for the first time, (save by savages), 

The result will be that Trade will there supersede the raid 
Of the slaver, and the ruthless chieftain’s ravages. 

That is useful work well done, and it hasn’t been all fun. 

As you found m that huge awful tract of forest, 

And must have felt some doubt of your chance of winning 

Of all perils when your need was at the sorest. 

Mortal sickness now and then, and the pranks of lesser men, 

Must have tned your iron health and steely temper. 

Bo^, ^e Scrpio of old, you’re as patient as you’re bold. 

And you turn up tough and timely, idem semper ! 

St^et Africantts I Yes, that ’s a fitting name, I guess, 

For as stout a soul as Publius Cornelius ; 

And probably, there’s no man will not dub you “noblest 
itoman,” 

Though you once had many a foeman contumelious. 

Have them still ? Oh yes, no doubt ; but just now they ’ll scarce 
speak out 

In a tone to mar the laudatory chorus : | 


Though when once they’ve had a look, Henry mine, in your 
Big Book, 

They with snips, and snaps, and snarls, are sure to bore us. 

Well, that will not matter much if you only keep in touch 
With all that is humane, and wise, and manly. 

Your time has been well spent in that huge Dark Continent, 

And all England’s word to-day is, “ Welcome, Stanley ! ” 

OUR BOOKING-OEFIOE. 

In his Ry Order of the Czar Mr, Joseph Hatton exposes the 
cruelties of Muscovite rule in the most trenchant yet entertaining 
fashion. The headings to the chapters (to say nothing of ‘^eir con- 
tents) are exciting to a degree, and consequently it is not altogether 
surprismg that the Russian officials, possibly hearing that the three 
handsome volumes might cause a revolution, should have refused 
them admission to the Emperor’s dominions. Be this as it may, in 
each of the aforesaid handsome volumes appears a slip of y^ow 
paper, announcing that “ it is prohibited by the Government of the 
Czar from circulation in Russia,” How fortunate — not, of course, 
for the Russians, poor things, to be deprived of this treat—but how 
fortunate that it is not prohibited here ! With Mr. Joseph Hatton 
continuously in his thoughts, the Baron has sung ever since— not 
only “ In the Gloaming be it understood, but during the following 
day, and well into the succeeding night— /or him (J. H ), and 
best for me (B. re B. W.).” The novel should have a large general 


tmually on the march in the circulating libraries. 

In Miss Mephistopheles, Mr. Eeargus Hume gives us a story 
much in advance of The Mystery of a Mansom Cab. It is better 
in construction, its character sketches are more life-like, and its 
literary style is superior — ^therefore there is every chance of its not 
being so successful with the general pubHo. 

Baron re Book-Worms & Co. 
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COURT NAPPING. 

Mbs. "Wood can’t expect to be always tiie Incky possessor of jfTednesdav, April m.—Mr. Punch rises early and appears evary- 

Dick, nor can Mr. Phteko hope always to be up to that reahy good Whole holiday. General rejoicings. Grand BaMuet in the 

Ti. p^o h.. 

, { J ill f _ . a™ Sfi M; |!Jf Mr. H.V 


WEEK BY WEEK. 



offioial costume, play- 
ing tke flute, is as 


a DLe occasion lor oweejjiiig xvioxvaala nr lu* 

Edinburgh. Exhibition. Scots wha’ hae. deception oi iV^. aI. m. 
Stanley by the eminent Explorer’s tailor, bootmak^, and nosier. 

.. PViday, ^May ^-Strictiy Private _^ew oi the 


bylesqneast^Gen^ H4^^rfonr^iSon^Um& 

of Art. Q,uiet day. Everybody preparing speech tor the Academy 
Ka” siS Bknguet to-morrow. Deputation to Mr. 6. M. SxAiaET from 

reminded me of the — Dies Non, No Dayl ! Curious effect. Gas lighted 

^y-and-girl lovera m Private Banquet to Mr. SrAKtBV, who discovers the 

SSd ttSfeU, «.a S.U it. «11. 


Court in the Act; 


or, Mag-Pi-nero flying to a \?ill^to be 

rr WwAa fm-m thfi Gilbertum J-HOMAS) Stlii tO 06 


Gilbertum Anomas; 


Topsytulweycum Bookum, 


TLo TVIA+Lpr nf Thp sauce 01 tue iODSxer, auu xajtes iL wauja xiio oc^w. 

^e ^ JfowJay.— Ceremony of changing sentinels at Buckingham Palace, j 

£+;fi?“fior.rB®^Purt^ Every sentinel very much changed after the operation. Owning pt 

iJf® B a New Book by Mr. H. M. StjJlbt. Mrs. Skooxs’s first dance, if 
TmwAs^ Qtin tn he she has learnt it in time for to-mght. ^ i , i 

leeu tt the dwr of TMcsday.-Preparations for to-morrow. The Platelayers’ annirnl 
Sltoba^ontitf— is festival, Bobeet, the Waiter, inthe'chair. Reception by Mr. H. M. 
nf what’ SIAITLET, of a parcel from his tailor’s. Usual banquets, dances. 


Though tie ^ew begins fairly well, yet^it is dull until Mr. 
Weedon Grossmith, as Joseph Lebanon^ comes on the scene in 
the Second Act, when everyone begins to be amused, a^ ends 
by being disappointed. Joseph remains the hero of the situation, 
i and, cad as he is, the behaviour of the ladies and gentlemen towards 

I ^ ’ It Jl 1^:!^ 1 eiv\44-A /\-P KaiTlO Q TQTr*AA 


gratulatory telegrams i 


oh comes out stronger than ever. Con- 
L all parts of Europe. Baufiuet as usual. 


THE OPERA-QOER^S DIIRY, 


eracrtoe^tohis™so“th^:to ^ Tu^day, April p.-m. Beeke^’s 

we begin to pity him as we pity Mr. , G othic’s Partah. from literary point.of view; poor from dramatic ditto. Compostr 


Mr. Pinero, departed from the conventional Adelphi and Drury skilfully worked up, and 
Lane type of comic Hebraic money-lender, he would have done received with acclamation, 
better. The piece is played with the burlesque earnestness that Opera, in a general way, 
characterised the first performances of Engaged at the Haymarket, Wagnerish. Orchestration 
which piece the Scotch accent recalls to the playgoer’s memory. No shows the hand of a master, 
one can possibly feel any interest in the lovers. , - Master Cowen. LocjU 

As a rule Mr. Pinero’^s stage-management is simple and effective : colour good, hut too much 
but here the design is confused and the result is an appearance of local colour spoils the Opera, 
restless uncertainty. Drumdurris Castle seems to he a lunatic Mr. McGucrin is Thor grim 
asylum, of which the principal inmates are two elderly female to the life; singing, acting, 
patients, one, like a twopence-coloured plate of some ancient Scotch and make - up admirable, 
heroine, with a craze about Scotland, and the other mad on saying Miss Zelie de Lussan 
“Fal-lal,” and screaming out something about “ motives.” If eight highly commendable. Miss 
of the characters were cut out, “ they ’d none of ’em be missed,” and if Tremellx, mother of Helgi 
the play were compressed into one Act, it would contain the essence of (an ugly name and scarcely 
all that was worth retaining, and, with a few songs and dances, might mentionable to ears polite), 
make an attractive lever de rideau or “laughable farce to finish/’ loud and leading as a lady- 



THORjGlK^ 


before, or after, a revival of Dandy Dick, Amicus Candidus. 


yiUain. Nelgi and Arnora \ 
are first cousins (not once 
removed) to Telrammond w 
the Tedious and Ortrude % 

Or-pTil Ml* riTCT.T.T na 'v 


AlfC^UO^ 

F-bs\la 


MR. PUNCH’S PROVERBS UP TO DATE. iSrSus ^roZZdc | r«l» 

An acre of land in Melbourne is better than two miles in the bush, the Orful. Mr. Celli as ^ 

Not enough at the Aquarium pays better than a feast. King, a sort of Scandina- 

You may start a train punctually from the terminus, but you can’t yian Beau Brummel, im- 

get it to keep its time en route, , . , ^ parts light comedy touch to ^ 

You can’t make an English purse out of an Irish Laud Bill. Opera, which, but for this, Scandinavian Composer. 

A Tea Duty will annoy for ever. ^ might have been a trifie dull. Cowen called, came, congratulated. 

It is the early Tram-man who holds the morning meeting. ^ H.it.H. Prince of Wales, setting the best example, as he always 

Look after the wire-fences for the horses and the hounds will take does, to Opera-goers, came at the beginning and remained to the end. 
care of themselves. April — in arziawa delighted everyone. Miss GKOEfiiNA Burns 

A man may go nine times to Holloway for contempt, and after the splendid. Mr. John Child, as Ccesar^ good child. Mr. Lbblie 
tenth visit come before the OflSoial Receiver and be broke. Crottt good for Jose, 

A School Board is soon parted from its money. April 2Q.— Lohengrin, Kin^ rfayed by Pore with considerable 

Give a dog a muzzle and you needn’t chain him. amount of temporal power. F. Davies good as the Herald, but 

j whioh Herald he is, whether the “Family” or “New York” not 

“ Nothing when you ’re Roose’d to It,”— We’ve heard plenty quite clear. Incidental music by amateurs in tho Gallery, who, in 
about Jiner d la Eoose, and the Here and There and Everywhere lengthy interval between Second and Third Scenes of Last Act, 
and Fare of London Life, but now we are to have Fasting d la whistled “ WewonHgo home till morning ! 

Eoose, Vide article in May number of New Review on Fasting, Carl Rosa Opera season soon oyer, then Drama at Drury Lane, and 
by Dr. Robinson Crusoe, — ^beg pardon,— should have said Dr. Italian Opera at Covent Garden. Augustus Druriolanus Oi^eba- 
Robson Roose 0. Article not variation on Roose O’s Dream, but ticus CouNTicouNCiLLARrus (Sheriff m Alderman and 

thoroughly practical. Lord Mayor in futurissimo) keeps the ball a rolling at both Honses. 
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{By Mr, Bunch ! b Ovm Brojihet!) 

The Duke of Dumpshibb seems to 
have been much annoyed by my state- 
ment that he killed two trainers with 
his own hand, for being caught watch- 
ing a trial of his Derby horses^ and 
that the J ockey Club took no action. 1 
beg to inform his Grace and those who 
approve his methods, that I care no 
more for their annoyance than I do for 
the muddy-minded lucubrations of 
Mr. Jebemt and his servile tribe of 
moon-calves. I have public duties to 
perform, and if, in the course of my 
comments on racing, I should hnd my- 
self occasionally compelled to run 
counter to the imbecile prejudices of 
some of the aristocratic patrons of the 
turf, I can assure my readers that I 
shall not flinch from the task. I there- 
fore repeat that, in the middle of last 
month, the Duke of Dumpshibe killed 
two trainers, and that up to the pre- 
sent time the Jockey Club have not 
enforced against him the five-pound 
penalty which is specially provided by 
their rules for onences of this sort. 
When Mr, Jacobs, who has no aristo- 
cratic connections, ventured to lynch 
a rascally tout on l^’ewmarket Heath 
last year, he was made to pay up at 
once. The contrast is suggestive. 

A lot of jannering nonsense has 
been talked about Bazaar by the 
Will-o’- the- Wisps who mislead the 
long-suffering pubhc in turf matters. 
Bazaar is by Rector out of Church, 
MouBCy and m his pedigree are to be 
found such well-known roarers as 
Boanerges and Kallelvjah Sal^-not 
much of a recommendation to any- 
body except Mr. Jebemt. His own 
performances are worse than con- 



FELICITOUS QUOTATIONS. 

Is THIS A Dagger that I see beeobb mb ? ’ 


temptible. As a two-year old, he was 
placed second at eight stone to Candle-^ 
stick in the Warmington Open W elter 
Handicap. After that he sprang a 
curb in the middle of his back, and 
the fools who train him actually 
brought him out to run in the All- 
aged Selling Plate at Ballymac- 
whacket. He won the race easily 
enough of course, but only an ipa- 
postor, whose head was stuffed Tnth 
horsehair, would attach the least im- 
portance to that. Since then he has 
eaten two pairs of spurs, a halter, and 
half of a jockey, which scarcely looks 
like winning races. I have now re - 
lieved my conscience on the matterj so 
if the puddle-brains wish to back him, 
their loss must lie at their own doors. 

The Marquis de Millepabdoh has 
bou^t Chowhock for £2000. At the 
last nlpsom Meeting Chowhock showed 


wind, having cantered in from Sister 
Mary^ who as good as walked round 
when the latter was bein g tried 
without his pastem-pad on the Cots- 
wold Hills. At the same time it must 
beremembered, that Sister Mary only 
got home by a lengtkf rom Sinockjrock, 
after having been double-girl hed and 
provided with a bucket of PocqcK’s 
antiseptic, anti-crib -biting condition 
balls for internal application over the 
Newmarket T. Y. C. 

Next week, I may have something 
to say about Derby prospects. For 
the present, I can only advise would- 
be mvestors to steer clear of Mr. 
Jebemt and his quacking, goose- 
headed parasites. 


Change oe Name.— M. Succi, 
having succeeded in existing for forty 
days on water alone, will henoefortn 
be known as Water-Succr.* 


HOW I WELCOMED STANLEY. 

{Rotes of a Very Important Journey,) 

Left Victoria by special train. On my road met my dear old friend 
Bbowh. "We were boys together. Nothing I would not do for 
him. Bbowh says the dearest object of his life is to welcome 
Stanlex. Can’t I take him with me ? (This on learning the nature 
of my expedition.) He is off to Canada to-morrow— early. More 
sorry than I can say— impossible. Only invitation for one.” One, 
myself. He sighs and we part— it may be for years, it may be for 
ever. ^ Sorrowful, but cheered up by party in special train. Every- 
body in great spirits going to welcome Stanlet. Dearest object of 
everybody’s life. To pass the time tell one another stories of adven- 
ture. Man who was in the Franco-German War explains how he 
would have defended Metz if he had been Bazaine. Man who 
went throng the Soudan (perhaps a trifle jealous), says if he 
had been Bazaihe he wouldn’t have defended Metz at all, 
because Bazaihb was a traitor. Row imminent, so cut in with my 
adventure in a life-boat. Graphic account. Ship springing a-leak ; 
men at the pumps ; boats given up to the women and children. The 
pod ship-^ well, nevermind the name of shm; have forgotten it — 
lurches, gives one long roll, and sinks ! Remaining passengers, 
headed by myself, swarm up the rigging to the mizzen-top. Hign 
sea, thunder and lightning. Great privations. Sun sinks in red, 
moon rises in green. All hope pne, when— hurrah, a sail! It is 
the life-b(mt ! Slung on board by ropes. Rockets and coloured 
lights let off. The coxswain calls upon the crew to ** pull blue,” or 
‘‘ pull white.” Startling adventures. On the rocks I Off them ! 
Saved! Everybody pleased with my story. Keep to myself the 
fact that I have onl^ once in my life been on board a life-boat — 
when it was practising off Lynton. No more stories after mine. 
Company (disheartened) break up into groxms. Pleased with the i 
spnery. After all, there is no place like Dover — when you stop 
there. Glad I am not going to wdcome Staiteet on the other side 
of the Channel. London, Chatham and Dover Railway arrangements 
capital, especially when you are travelling en prince. 

Ah, here we are at Dover ! Meet Jones — of course, he is going to 
welcome Stanley. So are Snooes and Smith. And, as I Jive, old 


Tompkins ! Well, this is very plucky of old Tompkins. Thought he I 
was dead years ago. Says he would not miss Stanley for worlds. 
More would I. Great privilege to welcome him. Feel it most deeply. 
The greatest explorer of the age. But sea-air has made me a trifle 
hungry and thirsty. I daresay lunch is going on somewhere. Find 
it isn’t! Deputation of Vergers, seemingly from Canterbury 
Cathedral, headed by a beadle, carrying an ear-trumpet, forcing 
their way through crowd. Police arrangements the reverse of 
satisfactory. Distinguished proprietor of influential newspaper 
I hustled— possibly mistaken for Emen Pasha, who would be de trap 
on such an occasion. But must have lunch . Not up to form of Signor 
Succr. ^ So avoid the brilliant but giddy throng, and find out a 
favourite little restaurant close to the Lord Warden. French 
plats and some excellent Grave. Know the Grave of old— seldom 
asked for, and so kept long in bottle. Order a nice little 
luncheon and feel rather sleepy. Luncheon ready. Do it 
justice, and fancy suddenly that I am in charge of the lamp 
in a lighthouse. Rough night. Ah I the life-boat! manned 
by old Tompkins (adventurous chap old Toimpkins) Snooks, Jones, 
Smith and Bbown. Thought latter had gone to Canada! Oi)eii 
eyes with a start. Waiter and bill. Bless me, how late it is. Must 
be off at once to welcome Stanley. Meet old Tompkins, Snooks. 
Jones and Smith instead. They tell me that thev have all 
welcomed Stanley. Found him being “ run into ” the train by ! 
two policemen ! Thought him looking very well. Didn’t I P 
Ask, Where is he now ? Don’t I know ? Why gone back by the 
special ! Thought I must have missed it on purpose. Hurry away 
in bad temper. May catch him up. Pop into fast train just starting. 
Scenery bad. Weather horrid. Fellow travellers unsupportable. 
Ah, here we are at last at Victoria. One satisfaction— Bbown didn’t 
welcome him either. Whyherew Bbown on the platform — do him 
a last good turn— describe Stanley. I tell him that the groat 
explorer looks younger than ever, wears big cap, white suit, revolver 
^d field-glasses. Every inch a portrait in the Daily Graphic ! 
Bbown says, “ That’s strange, as he didn’t look like that when he 
saw him 1 ” Appears Bbown put off trip to Canada to welcome him. 
Can’t be helped I Shall meet Stanley somewhere (movements adver- 
tised daily in the Times) and when I do won’t I give him a bit of my 
mind, for not waiting long enough to let me welcome him 1 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Souse of Commons, Monday, April 21. — House really beginnmg 
to fin up. Haetlngton’ back from the Riviera. First time he has 
appeared this Session ; lounged in with pretty air of having been 
there yesterday and just looked in again. Blushed with surprise to 
find Members on both sides welcoming him with cheer. 

“We all like BjjaTrNQTOir,” said Sage oe 
^ } Queen Anne’s Gate. “ Of course we liked 
^ him better when he agreed with our opinions ; 
jBst y hut we can’t all keep straight, and he’s gone 

wrong. Still, we hear him no malice. Sorry 
vip*'' he was ill; glad he’s better. Must encourage 
this benevolent attitude towards him, since it 
enables us, with fuller vigour to denounce 
Chamberlain. You see, when we howl at 
Chamberlain, they can’t say we are simply 
moved by personal spite, because here we are 
cheering Hartington as he returns to the fray.” 

John Dillon hack too ; bronzed with Aus- 
fliffiffliMIr tralian suns ; ruddy with the breezes of lusty 

|MI^Wh[ C olorado, Everyone glad to see John hack; 

because everyone likes him; next for 
reasons akin to those which the Sage frankly 
BiiAWmf acknowledges when cheering Hartington. 

Even in the evil days when John Dillon used 
to fold his arms and flash dark glances of de- 
V ' fiance on Speaker Brand, House didn’t include 

^ same angry, uncompromising, denun- 
ciation as hurtled round head of William 
O’Brien, Tim Healt, and dear old Joseph 
Ghlis. John Dillon sometimes suspended; 
occasionally sent to prison : but the honesty of 
his motives, the purity of his patriotism, always 
ibe feage. acknowledged. Mistaken, led astray (that is 

to say differed from us on matters of opinion), hut meant well. 

“ Yes, Toby,” said the Sage, lighting another cigarette ; “ always 
well when you ’re going it hot for a Party to have some inaividnal in 
it whom you can omit from general implication of infamous motives. 
Gives one high moral standpoint, donoha know. Thus, when I want 
to suggest that the Markiss is a mere tool iu hands of Bismarck, I 
extol honest purposes of Old Morality ; hint, you know, that he is 
not so sharp of perception as he might he ; but that gives him the 
fuller claim upon our sympathy, seeing that he is yoked with a col- 
leagne of the natural depravity, and capable of the infinite ini<iuity, 
which marks the Marxiss’s relations with public affairs. The great 
thing, dear Toby, in public controversy is to assume an attitude of 
impartiality. When you have to suggest that a political adversary 
was privy to^ the putting-away of his grandmother, do it rather in 
sorrow than in anger, and if you can find or make an opportunity of 
saying at the same time a kind word for one of his colleagues, seize 
it. That ’s wh^r we cheer Hartington to-night, and why the Tories 
sometimes admit that John Dulon ’s an honest man.” 

JBusiness done, — Parnell moved rejection of Land Purchase Bill. 
Tuesday, — Courtiosy on in his \ 

famous quick-change scene. One k yqd 

minute he is discovered in recesses (L* 

of canopied chair as Speaker; the 
next is seated at table as Chair- 
man of Committees, Spbajor, 
everyone sorry to learn, is ill in 
bed. So Courtney doubles his 
part. Proceeding watched with 
profound interest from Strangers’ 

Gallery. At ten minutes and ten 
seconds to Seven House in Committee of 

Supply, Courtney in Chair at table; Mace 
off the table; Tanner on his legs. As 
hand of clock falters over the numeral teu, 

Courtney gets up, says never a word, wheels 
to right out of Chair and marches to rear. 

Tanner stops midway in sentence and re- 
sumes seat. Sergeant-at- Arms bowing thrice 
advances, lifts Mace on to table, and retires. mB 

Stranger in Gallery wondering what has he- J9 

come of Courtney, appalled by discovering 

Wm m Speaker’s Chair, guite a new man. W 

On these occasions marks his swiftly varying jm 

condition by altered tone of voice. As Chair- 
man of Committees, assumes piping treble 
voice, as Deputy-Chairman drops occasional '-I 
observations^ in profound bass. 

“Only thing left to me, dear Toby,” he Sergeant-at- Arms (and 
sam, when I congratulated him on his treble. Legs) . 

Haven t time to change dress, even if it were permissible ; must do 

something to mark wide gulf feed between Chairman of Committee 
and Speaker ; so hit upon this scheme. Glad you like the treble ; 
a little out of my line, hut practice makes perfect.” 

At Evening Sitting question of Labour and Capital brought ou by 
Bartley. Cunninghame-Graham let House see what a terrible 
fellow he is. Doesn't look the part ; but after speech to-night no 
question of his innate ferocity. 4dim Tappertit not in it for such 
blood-curdling remarks. “ I have,” he said just now, “ often inter- 
fered between Capital and Labour ; but, thank Heaven I I have 
never interfered in the character of a conciliator.” 

“Ha, ha ! ” he cried, a little later, d propos of nothing. “ You 
talk of inciting to violence. I have never incited to violence, and 
wherefore ? Because, in present state of affairs, with society a vast 
organised conspiracy, violence would recoil ou the heads of^ the 
Working Classes. But, Sir, the time will come when things will be 
otherwise, and the very moment that power is in the hands of the 
Working Classes I shall incite them to violence.” 

After this House took early opportunity of adjourning. Prett^r to 
see Members stealing across Palace Yard in the dark, looking 
furtively right and left, not sure that moment was not come, and 
Simon Cunninghame Tappertit Graham was not hounding on his 
“United Bulldogs” against the Classes. “We must look out, 
Broadpcurst,” said James Rowlands, nervously rubbing his hand. 
“It’s all very weU of your retiring to Cromer. I thmk I shall 
practise with a revolver ; shall certainly carry a sword-stick.” 

Business done, — Budget Resolutions through Committee. 

Thursday Night, — Home Secretary came down to-day in un- 
usnally good spirits. Hothing happened of^ late to give enemy 
occasion to blaspheme. Crewe affair seems qnite forgotten ; nobody 
going to he hanged when he ought to be reprieved, or reprieved 
when he ought to be hanged. Seems almost as if, after aU., life for 
Home Secretary would he worth living. Whatever embarrass- 
ments ahead belong to other Departments of Ministry. Land Pur- 
chase troubles, not the Home Secretary, nor Bi-Metallism either. 
Raikes been doing something at the Post Offloe. Goschbn been 
tampering with tea, and sinning in the matter of currants. Some- 
thing wrong with tne Newfoundland Fisheries, hut that Fergusson’s 
look-out. True, Elcho wanting to know about some prisoners taken 
&om Ipswich to Bury in chains. Sounds bad sort of thing ; sure to 
he letters in newspapers about it. But Home Secretary able to lay 
hand on heart and swear the chains were light. Elcho blustered 
a bit. Irish Members, naturally interested in arrangements for going 
to prison, threateningly cheered: but after what Matthews had 
suffered in other times this affair lighter than the chains themselves. 

Incident had passed; questions on paper disposed of; soon be 
debating Land Purchase Bill ; all would be well for at least another 
day. Suddenly up gets Harcourt ; wants to know who is respon- 
sible for the design of new police buildings on Thames Embankment ? 
Flush of pride mantles brow of Matthews. This red-hot building 
—its gables, its roofs, its windows its doorways, and its twisted 
knockers— was designed under his direction. It is his dower to 
London, set forth on one of its most spacious sites. What does 
Harcourt want to know about it ? Why is Plunket so studious 
in repudiating all responsibility for the thing? Wherefore does 
crowded House cheer and laugh when Harcourt gives notice to call 
attention to building on Home Office "Vote ? Can it be possible that 
here is another mistake ? Ought he to have hanged tne architect 
instead of encouraging him ? Always doing things for the best, and 
they turn out the very worst. Been occasionally misunderstood ; 
hut did, at least, think that London would be grateful for this 
emanation from the heated architectural mind. 

1 “ Looks so like a carbuncle suddenly developed on Embankment, 

with the stately Thames swirling below, that I really thought they 
would like it,” said Home Secretary, mopping his furrowed brow. 

“ But there are some people, Toby, who are never pleased, and pro- 
minent among them are the people of London.” 

Business done, — Debate on Land Purchase Bill. 

Friday, — Things rather in a muddle to-day all round. At Morn- 
ing Sitting didn’t get Supply which everybody expected would be 
order of day ; didn’t proceed with Allotments Bill, which was first 
on Orders. At night, Provand on first with Dried Currants ; 
McLaren to follow with Woman’s Suffrage, neither turned up, and 
at half -past eleven by dint of Closure, got into Committee of Supply. 
George Campbell cruising up aud down in New Guinea steamer ; 
finally docked. Then Arthur Williams moved to report progress ; 
more discussion ; Old Morality pounced ; Division on* Closure ;* 
Courtney named Sheehy as one of tellers ; Sheehy in Limerick ; 
House couldn’t wait for him to return ; so Waddy brought out of 
Lobby to teU with Tanner. When Closure carried, it was ten 
minutes past one. House hound to rise at one o’clock ; Chairman 
equally bound to put the question, which was to report progress. 
Motion for progress negatived, which meant that the House would 
go ou with business ; hut it being a quarter past one Deputy-Speaker 
must needs leave Chair, and so sitting collapsed. 

“Dear mel” said Bolton, “this is hard to understand. Must 
go off to the Garrick aud think it over,” Business done, — None. 


irOTICE.— Eejected Communications or Contributions, wlietlier MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
m no case be returned, not even wlien afioompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To tbis rule 
there will T?e no exception, • - * " 
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evening being pleasant, took a seat. Beside bim was a student 
reading for examination, a clergyman taking out a sermon, and 
an artist taking a rough sketch. .Tones took out a brief himself and 
opened it. ^ 


“It’s no business of mine,” said a policeman off duty, who hap- 
med to be passing, “ but you gents will get yourselTes mto trouble 


EIGHT HOURS ONLY. reading for examination, a clergyman 

, , ^ ^ , an artist taking a rough sketch. .Tones took out a brief himself and 

{A Fari/yy STcetch of the Possible.) ® 

It was the first day under the operation of the new Act. Eyery- “It’s no business of mine,” said a policeman off duty, 
one was a little nervous about the outcome, and John Jones, the pened to be passing, ‘ but you gents wiU get yourselves mto trouble 
Barrister, was no exception to the general rule. At three o’clock if you exceed the limit.” 

he was in the full swing of an impassioned*appeal to the Jury. “I wiU go home,” exclaimed Joiras ; and he walked ^ 

“I beg your pardon, Mr. Jones,” said the Judge, glancingat the suburban villa. But the place was looked up, and the servants did 
clock, “but I am afraid _J _ 

T must interrunt von. 1 to him, as they had nnished 

1 musi miierrupii you. lurA'^TTwra rn*a"i!» -da'D. Un TT. rxf la‘KA-r.«r 


I cannot hear 
longer.” 

Yvifr T.Ar 


you any 


MAXmS FOB THE BAB. Ho. V. 


‘‘"^But, my Lord, I have 
not touched upon a third of 
the case, I can assure you 
my remarks shall be as brief 
as possible,” 

“That is not the point, 
Mr. Jones,” replied his 
Lordship. “I am following 
your argument with the 
liveliest interest, and I am 
sure that all you would 
wish to say would be of the 
greatest possible service to 
your client ; but unfor- 
tunately I happen to know 
that you prepare your cases 
in the early hours of the 
morning. Sow, you know 
the law as well I do. If 
you have not been at work 
to-day for eight hours, of 
course I shall be happy 
to hear ; but if you 
have 

“ As your Lordship 
pleases,” said poor Jones, 
and he gathered up his 
papers, and left the Court. 



A Curate may be cross-examined with comparative safety.” 


not dare to open tne aoor 
to him, as they had finished 
their legal spell of labour 
hours before. 

“Don’t feel well,” he 
murmured. “ Will call 
upon my Doctor.” ^ I 
“Now, my dear Sir,” 
said the medical man, as 
Jones appeared before him, 
“you know I must not 
prescribe for yon. The 
eight hours’ limit was 
reached at four.” 

“ Then, I suppose I 
must die, Will the Act 
allow me to do that f ” 

“ You, as a Barrister, 
ought to know best, my 
dear Sir. What is j/our 
idea.?” 

“My idea?” echoed the 
considering J ones, ^ * W ell, 

I should say But, 

stay; I am not entitled to 
give a professional opinion 
until to-morrow morning! 
Still, offhand I may ob- 
serve, that such an illegal 
death would savour of 
positive suicide ; but it 
would not matter very 


“ Just in time, Sir,” observed the attendant in the robing-room, mnoh, as under existing circumstances suicide in some form or 
as he put the Barrister’s wig in its box, and assisted him to divest other seems to me inevitable I ” And Jones was right I 
himself of his gown. “ Had you come five minutes later, we should r .. ■ ■■ - - 


himself of his gown. “ Had you come five minutes later, we should 
have gone,” 

“ Keally ! How would that have suited silk and stuff ? ” TN THE KNOW . 

“ Caused a fearful row, I am afraid. Sir. But we daren’t exceed (jjy 3 /^, Punches Own Prophet) 

the eight hours’ hmit, and we must keep two or three of them for , . « „ , , , f i • -l t tj. 

some work we have in the evening.” Those who have cpefuUy read the remarks which I have thought 

When Jones found himself in the Strand he noticed that the traffic W duty to make in these columns from time to time, must have 
was considerably less than usual. The omnibuses were few and far ^reaped a golden harvest at N ewmarket last week. It is not easy, 
between, and he did not see a cah in any direction. of course, in these mfik-and-water days to say what one means m 

“Yes, Sir,” replied a policeman, who was removing his band of s^^ciontly plain words. Personally, I have always been mild in 


between, and he did not see a cah in any direction. 

“ Yes, Sir,” replied a policeman, who was removing his band of 


office, preparatory to going home : “you won’t find many. Bight language, and have often been reproached on this score. But I 
hours’ limit, Sir. Good-day, Sir. I am off myself.” always found it possible, without using vulgar and exaggerated 

The boats had ceased running ; there were no trams. To pass the ab^se. to express the contempt which, in common with every right- 
time he thought he would call upon the Editor, whose rooms were in man, I feel for the grovelling herd of incompetent booDiea, 

Fleet Street. whose minds are as muddy as the Kowley Mile after a thunder- 

! “I hope I am not interrupting you,” he said, as he entered the always a favourite of mine. Two months ago 

sanctum. f ourefoot can only face the starter for the Two Thousand 

“Interrupting me I Why, I am delighted to see yon. We have he will pr^aWy ^t off well, and ought not to bo far behind 

nothing to do. Mustn’t exceed the eight hours, and they were up at first six at the finish. As to Le Nora, though he is not my 
two o’ dock. But how did you get in ? ” colour, he is not likely to be last.” Only a mooncalf, with a 

“ Oh, the Publisher opened the door, and then returned to a rubber poxridge-bowl instead of a head, could have mistaken these remarks, 
of whist he was playing with the Header, the Manager, and the So SirITH(p:AS Chucks has joined the ranks of aristocratic owners* 
Head of the Advertisement Department. I was introduced to them 5®^.® ^l^ance for the dilly-dallying professors of humbug^ to 
all. Then I watched a tug of war going on in the composing-room distmguish. themselves* What can be expected from a stable which 
between the Compositors on the one side, and the Machinists and always runs its trials at one o’clock in the morning, with nobody but 


Foundry-men on the other, and came np here. 


Jeeemt to look on? No doubt we shall hear all about it in 


“ Tery glad to see you, my dear fellow! ” and the Editor once f^® eplTamjis which Mr. J. devotes to the edification of dough-faced, 


again shook hands. gruel-brained noodles who accept him as their prophet. 

A little later Jones entered a restaurant, hut he was refused dinner. ^ Oatawampus Ta.ji well last week. With two stone less and a 
The eight hours’ limit had cleared off the cooks and the waiters, ^lyx-eyed saddle-har, he would have shown up even better. 
Half-starving, he purchased a stall for the theatre. For a while his Whenever the barometer goes up two^ points Catawainpus must be 
thoughts were distracted by the excellence of the performance, remembered. He was foaled in a ditch on the old North Hoad, 
Suddenly, in the most interesting part of the play, the curtain was soniewhere between London and York, and having remained there 
prematur'ely dropped. or thereabouts for a month, may be considered a good stayer* 

“Yery sorry,’’ said, the Stage Manager, addressing the audience : 

from behind the footlights, “ but^ Ladies and Gentlemen, we have no The Empire in the Time oe Severus. — ^Wonderful Juggler at 
option. We had a rehearsal this morning of the new piece, and, the Empire, with a name that’s not to be trified with, Sevekuw. 
taking thw iiuo consideration, our limit is reached, I may seize this Some nights he may be better than on others, but you ’ll be delighted 
op^rtunity for regretfully announcing that as two performances if you just catch him in the Juggler vein, 

^e more than eight hours, the customary Saturday Matinie will for 

V 4 ! XT x: 1 A J XT. The Over-rated Hate-payers who fear the rising of the Bates 

A® Pl®:y®^ few bars of the National Anthem, and the more than almost any other rising, express a hope that the L. 0. C. 

tneatre cleared. Jones strolled on to the Embankment, and, the will be economical, and that Farbeb may be “l^arer.” 
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UNCERTAINTIES OF ARITHMETIC. 

Schoolmaster, Yes ; btjt look here, my Boy. Suppose I were to lend 
TOUR Father Five Huitdred Founds^ let us say, — ^without Interest, — but 

ON CONDITION THAT HE SHOULD PAY ME TeN POUNDS A WbEK. HoW MUCH 
WOULD HE STILL OWE ME IN TwO MONTHS T' 

New Boy, ‘^Five Hundred Pounds, Sir I” 

Schoolmaster. ‘*TuTi tut! My Boy, you don't know the First Prin- 
ciples OF Arithmetic I” Ne^o Boy, “ Ton don’t know iifF Fatbeb, Sir 1 


PRIMROSE’S PEEP-SHOW. 

( Fide Lord Boselery's resumd of the yea/r's work of the 
London County Council,') 

Master Bull loquitur:’-- 

Humph ! Stow is very passable, no doubt ; 

Aud as you puU the strings, my clever Showman, 
*Tis clear that you know what you are about, 

Sense’s sworn friend, and babbling folly’s foeman. 
The slides, as worked by you, seem mighty fine, 

A trifie vague, perhaps, in composition. 

Sloppy in colouring, and weak in linej 
As IS the civic peep-show’s old tradition ; 

Still there is graphic vigour here and there. 
Perspective, and a general sense of “ movement.” 
On the old “ Shirker ” Show, ’tis only fair 
To own, it evidences some improvement. 

Plenty of slides ! there is no doubt of that ; 

In fact one questions if there are too many. 

Yes, I shall find when you pass round the hat. 

The price is more than the old-fashioned Penny. 

I my money and I take my— choice ? 

Well no, it won’t quite fit, that fine old patter. 
Still, if your Show proves good, I shall rejoice ; 

A trifiing rise in fee won’t greatly matter, 

If ’tis not too “progressive” (as you say). 

To stump up for sound work I ’m always willing ; 
But though, of course, a Penny may not pay, 

One wants a first-class Peep-Show for a Shillmg I 
Some of your novel slides are rather nice. 

Some of them, on the other hand, look funny. 

I felt grave doubts about ’em once or twice. 

I don’t want muddlers to absorb my money. 
However, as I said, ’tis very clear 
As puller of the strings you yield to no man. 

The Show seems promising, if rather dear. 

But anyhow it has a first-rate Showman ! 


“So Engelish you know I” exclaims the Baron de 
B. W., on seeing the advertisement of Dr. Louis Engel’s 
new book from Handel to Haiti, “ It will be interest- 
ing,” say s the Baron, “to note how much of BLandbl’s 
popularity was due to that particular inspiration of 
genius which caused him to use the name of the future 
composer and pianist in one of his greatest works, 
namely, the celebrated ''Hallelujah Chorus,^ For this 
magnificent effort would have been only half the chorus 
it is without ‘ Hall± ’ to commence it,” 


GEINDOLPH GOODPELLOW j 

Or, Puck at the Spigot, 

{Sha'ksjpeare adapted to the sitv^ation.) 

Bung. Either I mistake your shape and making quite. 
Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite 
Called G-randolph Q-oodpellow. Are you not he 
That did your best to spill Lord S-l-sb-ry ? 

Q-ave the Old Tory party quite a turn, 

And office with snug perquisites did spurn ? 

And now you ’dmake Strong Drink to bear no barm 
(Or proper profit.) You would do us harm. 

Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sly Puck, 

Are right ; you always bring your friends bad luck. 
Are you not he ? 

Buck, By Jove, thou speak’st aright ; 

I am that merry wanderer full of spite. 

I jest unto the Plebs and make it smile. 

Old, fat, and bean-fed Tories I beguile, 

And lead them to a Democratic goal. 

Kow I am “ going for ” the flowing bowl. 

E’en W-LER-D owns I am “ upon the job.” 

I mean to save the workman many a “ bob.” 

But, lessening his chance of toping ale, 

The Witler tells his pals the saddest tale. 

Bacchus for his true friend mistaketh me, 

Then step I from his side, down todies he, 

And “ Traitor! ” cries, and swears I did but chaff, 
Aud the Teetotallers hold their sides and laugh, 

Aud chortle in their joy, and shout, and swear 
That Grandolph Goodeellow ’s a spirit rare. 

But room, old boy, the Second Reading ’s on. 

Bung, He is a trickster Would that he were gone I 


MR. PUNCHES DICTIONARY OP PHRASES. 

Social. 

“ Dear me, how surprisingly your voice has strengthened since 
Hast heard you sing e.e., “Roars like a town-bull, and fancies 
himself a Lablache I ” 

“ I saw quite a ring round your picture at the Academy to-day ; ” 
i,e,. “ If only he had heard them laugh I ” 

Wordt you stop and have some lunch i,e,^ “Couldn’t help 
asking him, as the confounded luucheou-bell rang a peal ; but if he 
has any maimers’ or consideration he’ll say, ‘Ho, thank you,’ 
and go.’’ 

“ I know your face so well— hut I am such a had hand at names ; ” 
i,e.. “ Never saw him before in my life ! ” 

“ Bray allow me to get it ; ” t.e., “ Catch me moving ! ” 

“ You know you can trust me implicitly ; ” i,e,, “ May be a good 
story to teU,” 

“ He has stich wonderful wit ; ” t.a,, “An unfailing flow of rude- 
ness which he calls repartee,” 

“ Rather satirical, yes : hut she has marvellous insight into cha* 
racier ; ” i,e,, “ She has been complimenting me.” 


Platpormulabs. 


“ These, then, are the arguments ; ” ^,e., “They’re all yawning — 
must end soinehow.” 

A crushing reply ; ” i.e,, a retort discourteous, in which all the 
points of the attack are adroitly evaded. 

“ After the magnificent oration to which we have just listened with 
so much delight, 1 feel that anything that I can say must he in the 
nature of an anti-climax;^^ i,e,, “Confound him! Why will he 
take aU the ‘fat’ to himself, aud out the ground from under 
afeUow’sfeetf” 

“J have the greateet poesible pleasure in presiding over this 
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magnificent oeBcmhly on this memorable occasion : ” t.e., 
“ Place is like a malodorous oven, and I wish to goodness 
it were all over.” 

Paeliamentasy. 

“ J appeal to that consideration which the House 
always extends to a new Member^ ^c»; ” “ Mean to 

make them sit up a hit, hut must come the conventional 
modest.” 

“ The Honourable and Gallant Gentleman has fulfilled 
his task with all the ability that might naturally be ex- 
pected;^* i.e,, “With none worth mentioning.” 
j “ J rise to order ; ” ue,, “ To raise dworder.” 

I Epistolatory. 

Let me be the first, dear, to congratulate you on 
! your well-merited good fortune;** t.e., “She has the 
deuce’s own luck, and doesn’t deserve it.” 

“ Thanh you so much for your beautiful present, which 
! I shall value for its own sake as well as for the giver^s ; ** 
i,e., “ Wouldn’t give twopence for the two of ’em.” 

‘ ‘ So good of you to send me your new book» I shall lose 
no time in reading it ; ” i,e,, “ l^’o ; not a single second.” 

At a Dance. 

So you prefer to stand out of this dance, dearf** 
i,e,, “ Trust her for being a willing * Wallflower.’ ” 

Shall we sit this out on the stairs f** i,e», “I don’t 
want to dance, and I do want to spoon.” 

A Little Music. 

“ Well, dear, the only song I can remember, without 
music, is ^Gasping* — hut I*ll try that, if you like;** 
i.e,, “JEr<0r great song, which she has been grinding up 
to sing to— or rather at^yoxmg Pitz-Floss. 7Von*t 
she he wild ? ” 

“ Well, your Beethoven bits are lovely, dear, we 
know; but suppose you give us something lighter, for 
once;** i.e., “Beethoven, indeed! Bessie Bellwood 
is more her style.” 

Channel Passage. 

“ Well, it may be a bit lively when we get out;** ».e., 
“You won’t know whether you are on your head or your 
heels in ten minutes.” 

CXTRIOMANIA. 

“ J’oa never seen such a collection of curios in my 
life ! ** i.e., “ Hope I never may ags^ I ” 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


‘ scots, wha HAE.” 

(New Version. Sung at the Opening of the JEdinhtirgh International Bxhvbition, Hay 1.) 


Bailroai) Amenities. 

“ Awfully noisy carriages on this line ; ” i.e., “ Thank 
goodness I The clatter has tired even his stentor throat.” 

“ Good-bye! So sorry we don't travel farther to- 
gether;** i^e,, “Hooray! ISTow for feet up and forty 
winks ! ” 

Preparing for Private Theatricals. 

“ I*m sure you will he a great acquisition to my little 
company;** i.e., “Awful stick, hut a pis alter I’m 
afraid.” 

Now if there's anything you notice not quite the 
thing, pray mention it. I *m not above taking a hint ; ** 
i.e.. “ Nor you up to giving one— of any value.” 

“ Oh, no doubt you're right, though it's not the way 
Charles Mathews did it;** i.e., “That’s a nasty one 
for yon, Mr. Meddler,” 

“ Ah, yes, I was a little off colour, perhaps ; but I 
shall he all right on the night, you bet!" i.e,, “Not 
going to he dictated to by you anyhow.” 


“Stands Scotland (Yard) where it Did?”— Yes; 
only more so. And how kind and thoughtful of the 
Q-ovemment to order that the materials for hxuldmg the 
new PoHoe Ojfices should be found and fashioned by the 
Dartmore convicts. Quite a labour of love ! 

Co:^BSPONDBNT, in Times of Saturday, showed that, 
in spite of increase of population, there has been a de- 
crease of drunkenness. In 1884-85 there were 183.221 
drui^en Police-court cases ; hut in 1887—88 only 166,366. 
Anti-temperance persons will look upon, lids as “ a Drop 
too much.^’ 

Pictures oe the Year that no Patron oe Art 
can possibly Overlook. — T hose that are sky’d. 



Scots, wha hae at Paris bled, 

Scots, wham Cook hath aften led, 
Welcome to the white, green^ red, 
Of your ain Great Exhibition. 

Now’s the day and now ’s the hour ; 
Though you have no Eiffel Tower 1 
See the bawbees pile and pour ; 

All the world shall crowd to see I 

Wha win want to pinch and save ? 
Wha to see it will not crave ? 

Wha will not declare it brave ? 

Ear from Edinbro’ let him flee ! 


Wha will wish to see the sight 
Of the graund electric light, 

And the “ Eiowatt” of might ? 
Caledonian I on wi’ me 1 

Ninety acres on the plain ! 

Almost apes the Show by Seine. 
Won’t folk flock by tram and train 
To our International Show. 

Let the Incandescents glow, 
Sixteen thousand, row on row! 
Sandy all the world will show 
He will beat the best— or die I 
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MODERN TYPES. 

{By Mr, Bunch* s Own Ty^c- Writer,) 

No, XI.— THE YOUNG GUARDSMAN. 

The Young Guardsmaii believes himself to be not only the baok- 
Done 01^ the British ^my, its vital centre and support, but also its 
decorative zuaster-piece. Other officers, of whom the Guardsman 
IS wont to speak with a vague pity as belonging to “ soma line 
regiment,^' not apt to sympathise with him in this exalted 
estimate of his military position and functions. They are accustomed 
to urge, that he is to the general body of officers as gold lace is to 
the uniform he wears, a gaudy ornament fashioned for show and 
■jm^ess for the practicsd work of the military profession. Doubtless 
these are the forgeries of jealousy,” or, if true at all, they are 
true only lOT ihat limited period of the Guardsman’s existence, 
pays more attention to his own dressing than to 
t^t of his men, and imagines that the serious objects of life are 
attained when he has raised the height of his collar by bnl-f an inch, 
or invented a new fashion of transfixing a silk scarf with a diamond 
Id. fact it is during the first flush of his youth that he displays 
mose characteristics which have specialised the Guardsman amongst 
the golden lads who afterwards come to the dust of middle-age and 
a colonelcy. 

It is by no means necessary that the Young Guardsman should 
enjoy an anstocratip parentage, provided it be a wealthy one ; nor 
IS it essential that he should nave made his mark 
at school as a scholar, an athlete, or a social 
success. Indeed, nothing is more common than 
to hear a fomer school-fellow express himself in 
terms of derisive amazement when he is informed l i 
t^t So-and-So is now in the Guards. “What, 1 1| a 
that scug?” he will observe wi^ immeasurable /| L' /Jf ^ 

contempt, and will proceed to express his surprise / . • 
how one who neither played cricket, nor football, 
nor rowed to any purpose can possibly add dis- 
taotion to Her Majesty’s Brigade of Guards. 

These observations, it should be said, however a 
disresneotM they may be towards a particular ^ 
inoividual, undoubtedly show a strong feeling of 
veneration for the repute of the Guards in general, m 
It must be jadded too that on his side the Young ///^/ 


W j VAI.0.V VJJ. JLU.O BXU.t3 XUlLUg /'/y/y, 

ifuaxdsman is not slow to repay, and in doing so 
to aggravate, the contempt of the burly atmete 
who may have kicked him at school, and towards' 
whom he now assumes a lordly air of irritating 
patronage hardly endurable, but not easily to be WimUil' 
w^^ted^^ one who feels it to be totally un- 

The Guardsman, then, will have passed through 
school without emerging in any way from the fWiV 

common ruck of ordinary boys. ^ He will have left 
at a comparatively,' early age in order that his education may no 
longer be neglected, and will have betaken himself to the fostering 
care ot one of the numerous establishments which exist to prove 
^at the private coach Oodhn is superior to the public school Bhort. 

^ Hence, if his abihties are exceptionally brilliant, he will have 
passed mto Sandhurst. Railing this, however, the Militia is a 
reiuge and a steppmg-stone. In any case he will find himself in 
the 0 wimr of Her Majesty’s Commission and the largest 
head-dress in the British Army. In short he wiU become a Guards- 
man m luU bloom. 

Aad now he beguw to reap a plentiful harvest of easy social dis- 
tinotwns, in the so'vmg of which he himself has home no part. He 

not always, the feeblest and most 
beings, hut he will be none the less courted and 
flattered by the numerous band who fix their eyes and their hearts 
^aout any regard to the particular atom of 
which it ma.y chance to be filled. Hostesses shower 
^es earfy into the membership of many 
Uuhs both ronal and sporting, tradesmen and money-lenders soUoit 
supreme honour of being his orMitors, and all 
he counts it, s^es upon him and is ready to make 
SSm ^ ■wflflld reguiie to be made of exceptionally 

oi the temptations thus roread 
M^tbo Young Guardsman, although he is as martial 

TO.™ oooaswn^ wes^g of his uniform can make him, is by 

howwer, with an admirable grace, and 
^ profession both forbid him to 
msplay au excess of enthusiasm, it may be said of biTn that he 
wWlf®® his Insures and does not despise the amusements for 
09urTO at Hythe or an occasional encampment at 
iri^nght seeniGr to give him an additional zest. 

and. although he does not dance 
inu(t_of a dancer, it is impossible to complain of 
any lack of vigeurin his steps as he tears round the room -ma his 


partner in double-quick time. Having done this he will descend 
to supper with a young married lady whom he is temporarily 
honouring with his attentions, and wiU impress her with the maturity 
of his views of the world. He will hint to her that, after aU, there 
is more to be said for Don Juan than is commonly supposed, and 
:- that “ by Gad, a feller who chucks away his chances when there 
js are no end of ’em runnin’ after him is a fool dontcherknow, and yon 
n may tell ’em I said so.” After he has imparted this information he 
e will re-conduct her upstairs, and will then leave in a hansom pre- 
d ceded by a tail cigar, for which he has paid half-a-crown. 
d At Maidenhead, too, on Sundays during the summer the Young 
o Guardsman is a conspicuous object. Robed in spotless flannels, with 
d the Brigade Colours round his straw hat and his neck, he may be 
s seen propelling a punt with much perseverance and some accuracy 
e to Boulter’s Look and back. Afterwards he will dine with the 
I, comfortable conviction that he has had very violent exercise. 

0 Of the Young Guardsman’s dress much might be said. It is sppt- 
e less and careful and is evidently the result of deep thought. Yet, 

, if a fault may he hinted, it errs like his cigar on the side of 

1 exaggeration. A frock-coat should fit well, but his is too tight, 
s Fashion no doubt demands that in the daytime a cascade of silk or 
t satin should pour itself into a lake of shirt-front, but the cascade 
i need not be a Niagara nor the lake an Ontario. It is true of course 

that at night no young man who respects himself and values the 
1 opinion of his friends would dream of wearing a white tie of any 
r but the butterfly pattern. StiU there are butterflies and butterflies, 
and the Young Guardsman’s model would seem 
Hy to be rather one of the huge tropical varieties than 

n|H any known to our northern climate. These, how- 

HM / 1 ever,arebut trifling defects which scarcely detract 
im f ' from the shining and ornamental completeness of 

/I j: I i his appearance, 

^ I h It is remarkable how readily the Young Guards- 
‘ 1 h man imagines himself to be an adept in the mys- 

nH|n|||^ h teries of the turf. With a light heart and a heavy 

/ betting-book he faces the hoary sinners who lay 

the odds. Nor is it until he has lost more money 
than his father can well afEord that he discovers 
that the raw inexperience even of a Y oung Guards- 
man is unequally matched against the cool head, 

• and the long purse, of the professional book- 
I maker.. In vain does he. call in the aid of the 
/l^ ysnal tipster. The result is always the same, and 
iw returns home from every race-meeting without 
IwUyiiHP^ ever, to use his own phrase, “getting home” at 
all* Indeed, if they may be believed, the subal- 
f ® terns of.“ the Brigade ” never vary from a condi- 
1 1 M tion which they always describe as stony-broke. 

1 mB a little later in bis career the Young Guards- 
IHp < IWNnlHHlM Dian will find himself temporarily on the staff of a 
General appointed to command a force of Volun- 
1.-A -L lA A.L „^®®^<iD:ring some Easter manoeuvres. He will wear 
a white belt, the frock-coat of his undress uniform and a oooked hat, 
and will beheve himself to be a Staff officer. He will perform his 
duties not without efficiency, but will scarcely take enough trouble 
to remove prom the minds of the Yolunteers to whom he issues 
wders, that id^ea of patronage which is to a rightly constituted 
Y olunteer what a red rag is said to be to a bull. Soon after this, a 
war ha\aij^ broken out in Africa, he will volunteer for active service 
and WIU be accepted. Being after all a young man of pluck and 
spirit, he ■ynll pass with distinction through the hardships and 
dangers of the oainpaign. Amid the stem reaUties of the bivonao 
md the battlefield tos swagger and bis aJffeotations will vanish, 
^turning home in to altered condition it is as likely as not that 
ne WiU marry, and having served his dueen with solid credit for 
many years, will eventually retire with the rank of General and the 
well-earned respect of all who know him. 

THE LAST OF THE BACILLI. 

{Bemlleton of the Medtcal ItecordJ Aprils 1900 .) 

inaccessible cavity, situated in the diaphragm of 
had made Ms home, stood the last of the 
the companions of Ms innocent 
j days, Ms fellow-adventurers 
ponshed. Some had been rutMessly 
^ body of German assassins; others had 

pestilent Frenchman. The 
to faU ; typhoid 

oStt ineasles, fits of convulsions or of sneezing, 

all been dej)nved of BaoilU and slaiS! 
hard and maintained himself fora 
lingers and thumbs ; but he too 
Ttost BaoiUus had given up the ghost 
yesterday, after keeping up for years a guerilla warfare disguised 




of the Six Hondbeb I ! ] 


ather as a ereen rat or a striped snake. And now the mighty 
Hnnwr Bacillus stwd alone, gloomy and defiant. Bat he knew his 
hoM had come. Better death,” he shouted, ‘‘than the miorosoope! ” 
and Witt these words drew his sword and dashed forth into the dark- 
flfi yeU. followed hy the sound of steel heaten against 

steel, then a blood-ourdlmg gurgle, and all grew still. ^ 

He was a gallant scoundrel, but my quick riposte confused 
Succi, who entered the apartment, wiping 
copioifdraugMsM ^ beef-essenoe. ani taking 

HS^er&u^ttkstof^^ 

(F/V7n wioth&r Cokim^i of the same Paper, ] 

We rejoice to hear that the Act for making: Succination compul- 
sory IS to be energetically enforced. Public Succinators haye now 
beenappomted to every district, and every parent omitting to have 
! the operation performed upon his infant within two months after 


upon his infant within two months after 


with or without hard labour, 
the Act. 


We quote the words of clause 3 ol 


OUR BOOKING-OmCE. 

Mn. James Payk has the peculiar gift of writing a novel as if he 
were telling you a story vivd voce and interesting you in it, not 
omy by reason of its plot, but also by his way of narrating it. 

^ spontaneity about his style which to the Baron is most 
retreshmg : it is like listening to two clever men, one of whom is 
telling the story, and the other is enlivening it with his sharp and 
appropriate comments, ^ways dropped in parenthetically. Mr. Tatit 
T? X a secret, and it is not for the Bakok db 

a, VV . to tell beforehand what the novelist keeps as a little bit up 
his sleeve till the last moment. Why call it The Burnt Millionl 
lo what tremendous conflagration involving such a fearful loss of 
^ ^ interest the Million and 

delight Thousands. Excellent as is the dialogue generaUy, the 
Baron ventures to doubt whether any ordinary person (and no one 
A fi^ojacters is a genius) ever begins a sentence with “Kay.” 

Baron's advice to persons in search of 
a novel IS, ToUe, legeP Also the Baron says, get Za Bevue de 


^milh at Hachbtte s. pn Boyer de Theatre, by M. Aupebeand. 
’ ^P- ^ history of the French Drama, is delightful 

^ Causepe Ziiteraire, by Mr. Chauxes Benoist. 
the Baroness says, read Poor Mr. Carrington” in Temple Bar, 

' ^ Magazine thx% month is heartily welcome,— we should 

S teen ^ welcome. Capital story, by B. H., “ A Sappho 

° * [Signed) Baeoi^ pe Book Wokms & Co. 

ODDS ON THE BEDMAKERS. 

[A. proposal for the abolition of Bedmakers is being discussed in Cambiidge.] 
Chorus of ZTndergradiiates : — 

we could spare ; we could watch without weeping 
A !^tor s extinction, a Dean's disappearance. 

A^ Professors who drone while their pupils are sleeping, 

J-hough they went at a loss, we should welcome the clearance. 
w^9 blandly demand six-and-eightpenoe, 

A toiling themselves, send all petticoats spinning : 

A^ names for our gate-pence : 

And Bull-dogs who help to withhold us from sinning. 

And the juvenile I^n who thinks “ Dons should be firmer,” 

And the elderly Don who is painfully nervous— 

We ooul(^ee them depart without even a murmur. 

So our Bedmakers stay to amuse and to serve us. 

We hare watehed, trhile T»-e ttembled, tte pompa and tte maces, 
btem emblems of rule, with the Esquire Beddl come : ; 

have heard of the Senate, its edicts and graces. — • 

Take the lot, if you like, you may have them ana welcome, 

* * Bedder '' ? Ko, no. Come, we ojfler a wager : 

We will bet she survives who of beds is ^e maker I 
Any answer ? Kot one • for, iu spite of her age, her 
Attractions are such that there isn't a taker. 

Measuees anp Mbk.— M. Jacques Beetillok has been lecturing 
before the Anthropological Society— (the only Society where anthro- 
are logioal)—on his method of “identifying criminals by oom- 
parmg their measures with those of convicted prisoners on the prison 
registers.” Ahem I Blow about novel Borne Rule Measures com‘" 
pared with those of past Kilmainhamites ? 



the QUEEN’S SERVICE. 

COOKADBS HOW, Miss Shoddson.” 

ItBS. i:'A S JPBT BBCOMB A MbMBBK OTt THE AKMT AHB NavT STORES.” 


L’ENMNT TERRIBLE ! 

Chorus of JPassengsrs, expostulating.— 

* 1 » SAHie u>e caa enjoy I 

TM^if kittle Tulifar Boy 1 

mine, and ours is not a crew ^ 
tL tappers, paolwd aboard the Lively Loo 

For a Ailhngsworth ot suffering on a wild and wobbline sea 
Stop Wmiiijit You’Uupse/theboatl Wh^C’t yo^kt it be P 

bS It ’s oW and may be orank • 

|tat though It sometnnes sprang a leak, it never wholly sank ’ 
We are not paok^ so close to-day as we have oft bK^^ 

^Xkeir ^ ^®’^® weaSlrwe've 

the winds 

We Ve never, never had so bad a boy as you on board ' 

/‘ '““ers ” are things, 

them: ’W* your littlewWe ? 

OP th.e latest oliap on board, but of a sound old stock 

9f>y^ J^Wtors, do you think it kght to mock 
nautio^traditions in this reckless kiTut of wav 
And^^t these waves, as Btroh did, as th^fW them you’d 

^r riskie^®'l‘Li^®?^®^°^?’ > ,ti?«--oubs hardly in it 

Look at vo^ rrn™T’ 1 ? ^ sw^amp us in a minute. 


Whilst, as for dear Seflora Spaht and her poor little charge, 

1 guess she wishes this same tub were Cieopatba’s barge. 

Or something: broad and beamy that won^t easily capsize, 

Austsia s staring: with a look of agonized surprise, 

® d^foundered. Sit down, boy ! you ^re tempting fate. 

than Forty-Sight, 
whirlpools, but no Socialistic Sea 
Sweeping all shores, and threatening International anarchy, 

X yoTi fe wantoning, and wobbling up and down. 
Indifferent to our stomachs,- as regardless of your Cro^ ’ 

‘ u® ^ o6%«, you know, 

Lis not a HohenzoUem we ^d expect to serve us so. 

You ve sacked our safest mot. who obieoted to your pranks, 
m P Jm? eoquetog with mad mutiny in the ranks, [foes ? 

^ ^ suppress it when you please, you ’ll amanh up all vour 

^ a new gsme for Boyalty, aid nlky, gobdness Imo^. ^ 

Or°2-wi®’ *” v®i7?^ the boat like that, into the sea you ’ll fall : 
Or, what s more likely, just capsize the craft and drown us all I 

THE ROYAL ACADEMY BANQUET. 

ExcEMiOH^tTgood in food for body and mind. ‘ ‘ First person 
present m indicatave mood” is Sir FREDEErcic, the courteous ^‘resi- 
out toEoyal Highnesses the; beauties of Burlington 
*^<1 garters everywhere; Eiception^y 
Pjrsonafes come in with invitations only.^and no 
T? ®®® Cardinal Memo’s bright scarlet scuU-oap. 
quite eelmsing Bysnai Pasha’s fez. Cardinal distinotlv observe 
'uinug MA:^ss’s humorous observations. “Marriss is 
readj\” sounds like twm phrase to “ BarHs is willin’.” H R H ’a 
®^®'- .yo'iderful, W eloqS Sir 
TOntaves to spread fresh butter on dry old toasts, so that 
as choice morsels. All speeches shorter, 
^for among portrait-painters, goes 

^’’^^^^®^“.~^*8xaiiiet, I presume?” NothW 

unable to discover 

urlington House. Altogether an exceptionally brilliant evening. 
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AT A HORSE FAIR. 


Dealer, ‘‘Now, Guv’noe, sat you'll 'ave 'im eoe Thiety-five Bob, You can’t 

GET A GOOD SOUND YOUNG 'OsS LIKE 'iM FOE LESS I ” 


TO THE NEW SCRIBE AND POET. 
Aie—** 0 RxMier than the Cheery ! ” 

0 Rudtaed, in this sherry, 

1 drink your very, very 

Q-ood health. I would 
That write I could 
Like Kipling, sad or merry. 

[Signed) Intilius Naso, 


THE NELL OE CHELSEA. 

[A Legend of the Opening of the Royal Military 
Exhibition,) 

The Lady got out of her picture in the 
Morning Room, and glanced at herself in the 
Club glass. She had been painted by Sir 
Petbe Lelt, and consequently was scarcely 
in a costume suitable to a May Day at the 
close of the Nineteenth Century. 

*‘r faith,’* said the Lady, “ but I must get 
me a cloak to cover me, otherwise I shall 
have a crowd a following me.” 

It will be seen from this observation that, 
although the Lady had flourished (very con- 
siderably) in the time of Chaeles the 
Second, she had not kept up her Carolian 
English. It is possible that the chit-chat 
under her frame bjr the fire-place had cor- 
rupted the purity of her— to an antiquary — 
interesting Jingo. Be this as it may, she 
glided down the large and handsome stair- 
case, and selecting the furred and hooded 
coat of a; member who had just returned 
from abroad, annexed it. 

“This wul do nicely,” she murmured: 
“quite the mode,” a remark which proved 
that she had seen no fashion-plates lying on 
theLClub table, and, therefore, was entirely 
^orant of the modem mysteries of ladies’ 
dress. However, she passed in the crowd— 
partly because no one appeared to notice her. 


A Lady from a portrait by Sir Peteb Lely 
without her frame and background, after all, 
is rather a shadowy creation. 

When she had turned from Garrick Street 
into St. Martin’s Lane, she looked about her 
! in surprise. What had been fields when she 
was in the fiesh were now sites of houses. 
She glided alongy perplexed to a degree, until 
she got to Charing Cross ; then she recog- 
nised the statue oi Chables the Piest, and 
what was standing of White HaU. 

“By my troth, this is not an improve- 
ment I Houses, houses, nothing but houses I 
I will e’en take the water to Chelsea, and see 
the hospital I persuaded Rowlet to give to 
his poor soldiers. There should be some stairs 
hereabouts.” 

But if the Lady did not find stairs, she 
came across a landing-stage. She got on to 
the Westminster Pier, and was soon aboard 
one of the best vessels of the Yiotoria Steam- 
boat Association, Limited. Within half an 
hour or so she was landed opposite the 
building it had been her privilege to secure 
for the benefit of the British Army. The 
place was brave with hnnting. There were 
enormous sheds full of battle pictures and 
portraits, and in the grounds was an arena 
suitable for the holding of military sports. 
Then there was a huge hand-stand, and the 
electric light was laid on with great liberality 
in the gardens. 

“ Gad’sooks ! ” exclaimed the Lady of the 
Picture; “and what are they doing in the 
precincts of Chelsea Hospital? ” 

She was immediately supplied with infor- 
mation. A Military Exhibition was being 
held in aid of the Church of England Institutes 
—establishments (so she was told) of a strictly 
unseotarian character. The entertainments 
would be of a most popular character, — 
weather permitting, alfresco. The commis- 
sariat would he excellent. In one place only 
temperance beverages would, he served, but 


elsewhere there would be— well — ^there would 
be drinks. At that very moment the Exhi- 
bition was being opened by the Most IHustrious 
Gentleman in the Land accompanied ^ by 
H,R.H.’s most charming and most beautiful 
partner. Would the Ladylike to see the place ? 

“Another time,” she relied. “Stay, I 
would like to see myself. Have you a picture 
of me ? I am Mistress Nellie Gwtnne.” 

Her courteous informant bowed, and shook 
his head. He had heard it suggested at the 
inaugural lunch that she shoulcL he repre- 
sented, but there were so many things to do 
—the Militaj^ Sports, the eatinff and dnnking. 
the Royal Patronage, and the Church of 
England Institutes, — that, in point of fact, 
the matter had been overlooked. 

“Well, never mind,” said good-natured 
Nellie, “ I daresay you will get on very well 
without me. But look to this, my master. 
Here we are very near the site of old Cre- 
morne, and a part of the grounds over yonder 
is called Ranelagh. You have flights and 
hands, and subtle beverages, some of which 
will cheer but not inebriate, — and others 
that may possibly reverse the operation. W ell, 
well, my portrait is not in your collection, — 
the best I can wish yon is that you may 
keep your night :^tes as select as your 
picture-gallery.’ ’ 

And with this the Lady returned to her 
frame beside the fire-place in the Club 
Morning Room. 


I “NUTS^^ FOR THE COAL TRADE. 

[Under the 29th Section of the Weights and 
Measures Act ** the person in charge of the vehicle,” 
when coal-frauds are perpetrated, seems to be alone 
punishable.] 

Not a sack was full, not a weight was true, 
As the coals to their cellar we hurried ; 

Not an eye could see were they many or few 
In the crypt where our cobbles we buried. 

We buried them gaily, at luncheon time, 

All Acts of Parliament spuming : 

There were “Kitchens,” composed of slate 
and slime. 

And Wallsend, “dimly burning.” 

No fussing servants surveyed our cart— 

(If theyhad,we’d have kept them shivering) 
— ^They were busy serving the family tart 
At our chosen hour for delivering I 

Few and brief the remarks we made ; 

Not of coals, but of beer, we chattered ; 

And we thought of the tricks of an opulent 
trade 

As the coal-dust we liberally scattered. 

We thought of our “dealer,” our wealthy 
boss, 

How he’s spared by the law just created ; 
How we carmen are made to suffer the loss 
When for fraud by a Court we are “ slated.” 

Lightly they’ll talk of his “ ha’poxth of sack,” 
On his weights make unhandsome refieotion ; 
But little he ’ll reck, as fines fall on our hack. 
And Ac ’s * * doubly-screened” from detection I 

But half of our “ heavy task ” was done 
When a spy of the Counoil— drat it! — 
Came pushing his nose in our sacks, every one. 
Tried our weights, and our bill— looked at 
it! 

Slowly and sadly we slunk out of sight. 

We ireat^ed no farewell, and we said no 
good-night, 

But we left him alone with the cobbles I 


Last Repobt. — ^The Dean and Chapter of 
Westminster have discharged a Canon. , No 
one was seriously injured. 
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THE PICK OF THE PICTURES. No. 1. ROYAL ACADEMY. 








No. 110. Curiosity in Animal 
Life. Escaped from Bamnm’s. 

No. 6. The Eirst Storey in the 
Royal Academy Aimnalis entitled, 
pie Hungry Messenger, Good 
SXOEET. 

-_No. U, Never put ojff till to 
Mono Phillips ■what yon can 
' No. 243. The EetermiTiftii to-day. lUnstration of an 

Dog„ded, 


No. 437. Advertisement for Provincial Tour of Grifaths Brothers 
as “ The Blondin Donkey.’’ 

No. 235, “JS'tJery dog has Ms Washing-day^'^ Pet jnst been 
cleaned and broughtmtp dravring-room. Doubtful reception by Papa 
and other sisters. Hardly up to the usual form of "W. ft. Obchaed- 
SOH, R.A. 

No. 292. ^.P^. A. Mobbis, A. c^Bthis “X« Belle AmSri- 
came. Is she i The tone of this belle is rather loud. 

No, 303. A wonderful picture and portrait, by Lttkb Fildes, R.A. 

— i* portrait, and you’H 

md this hard to beat. Wealth of colour, colour of wealth, affaire 
ae Jk^uKe s. 

No. 318. J2. BurJce, Admirable portrait, by Hitbebt 

Hebkomb, a. See how the Master of Bushey has dealt with the 
• ^ ' 1 . ^ j ®3cpeoted from a Hair-comber with a brush in 

in his hand. Will be remembered as ^^JBurhe and Hair,^^ 

No. 411, Mrs, Arthur Sassoon, Charming. Sweet simplicity* 
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No. 361. Scene at Bollis Hill. 


You ’ll say this as soon as you see it. Hubbbt Hbbkombe, 
A(ngoore). 

No. 463. Sir Oscar Clayton^ Bravo Mr. F. 

Goobail, R.A. Good eutirely. Artist was thinking of 
adapting refrain of popular comic song, “ Ask a F'lice^ 
man^'* and writing under portrait legend — 

If you want to know who ’s this, — 

** Oscar Clayton.’^ 

But it was unnecessary, as the portrait speaks for itself. 

No. 473. D-T^er%oration : or, Sir Edwiit AmroLn, 
K.C.S.I., commencing as a book-maker, and laying^ “two 
to one bar one.” “ Aewolb’s first exercise” in this cha- 
racter is depicted by Jambs Aechek. 

No. 600. Turn - Turn The Melancholy, By Joseph 
Moedecai. Is Haman hung too ? 

No. 703. “ Nobody looking. Mother, Yon can mig 

something out of the Money-box^'* But the vigilant 
Verger has his eye on them. Such is the story told by 
Biandpoed Flbtchee. 

No. 744. Coming home late' in the Olden Time. By 
Ralph Hedlet. No latch-key. Rousing the neighbour- 
hood with pantomime door-knocker. Situation graphically 
depicted. 

No. 759. By the Linn Fool, By Noble. Charming. 
Must be of course ; Noblesse oblige. 


M l 



tea 





No. 487. Primrose Dames. 

No. 794. “ Out shooting,^^ Very much out, shooting. Nothing to Ceowe about. ^ < 

No. 886. A Smile, Delightful. This Miss is as good as her smile. Jan Van Beees. 

No. 1028. “ Flease to remember the Ninth of November, Lord Mayor’s Procession stopped by photo- 

grapher. “Now, then— wait— where you are— when I say three!” And as they were taken, so they No. 652. 
are cleverly represented by William Logsdail. 


Mrs. Jack-in-tho-Groen. 
Tree-mendous ! 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED PROM 


THE .DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, April 28. — ^Irish Land Purchase Bill 
again. Chambeelain lifts debate out of somewhat tedious trough 
into which it had fallen. Remarkable speech ; bold in conception ; 
adroit in arrangement ; forcible in argnament ; lucid in exposition. 
Spoke for over an hour, and though his discourse, full of intricate 
points, the marshalling of which was frequently interrupted by 
angry or scornful cries from below Gangway, Joseph had not a scrap 
of paper in his hand, did not once refer to a note. 

“ Admirablej” said Geandolph, looking on witn appreciative, 
though not loving eyes. “ If he had lived in the time^ ot his father 
Jacob, it would have been no use his brothers putting him in the pit ; 
he would have argued himself clean out before they were half a mile 
on their way .back to the family place in Canaan. Weak part of 
his position is that he is trying to serve two Bills, Baleotje’s 
and Parnell’s, Can’t recommend Balpotte’s scheme; without 
belittling Parnell’s ; same thing other way about. Reminds me, 
Tobt, of a passage in Wordsworth’s prose writings; not so much 
read as his poetry ; but daresay you remember it. There was a Bishop 
Watson who began his ofioial career as a Liberal, He was frightenea 
into Conservatism, and Wordsworth, then a hot young youth, goes 


for him as youth does sometimes gird at Respectability. * Upon what 

E rinciple,’ he asked the Bishop, ‘ is your conduct to be explained ? 

a some parts of England it is quaintly said when a drunken man 
is seen reeling home, that he has business on both sides of the road. 
Observing your Lordship’s tortuous path, the spectators will be far 
from insinuating that you have partaxen of Mr. Boxtexe’s intoxioating 
bowl. They wul content themselves, shaking their heads as you 
stagger along, with saying that you have business on both sides of 
the road.’ That ’s what ’s the matter with Chamberlain. He ’s very 
smart, very clever, yeiy capable ; hut in politics, dear Toby, no one 
ever succeeds who has business on both sides of the road.” 

“ What do you think ? ” I asked Christopher Sykes, who stood 
looking on with familiar aspect of unutterable wisdom. 

“I wasn’t thinking of that at all,” he answered, gloomily. 
“ Haven’t yet got over what George Lewis said in Court on Satur- 
day. You’ve heard or read about it, of course ? Took opportunity 
of observing, that though I was near sixty years of age, I was very 
innocent. I may be getting on for sixty, but I ’ll tell you what, 
Tobx, I ’m not nearly so innocent as I look.” 

Christopher really hurt with George Lewis’s aspersion. Com- 
forted him by hinting that I knew some dreadful things about him* 
“We remember your Crabs and Lobsters Bill,” I said, soothingly* 
“ There was much more in that than met the eye. You ’re a crafty 
old Christopher ; just the sort of man to take in a feUowlike George 
Lewis, who thinks ne knows everything.” 
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CECEiSTOPHiat smiled a deep and wicked jsmile, and strode off in 
be^r spirits. Always like to say a kind word to a man when I can. 
Justness done. — Land Purchase Bill again. 

Fight on Land Purchase Bill been going forward again 
at Morning Sitting ; rather dull, though enliTened by speech from 
pLFNKETj-who once more reminded House 
how much it loses by his habitual silence. 
At Evening Sitting HniNDOLPH came on 
\nth his Licensing Bill. Let eager poli- 
ticians and ambitious statesmen arm them- 
selves for combat in the field of high 
polices ; Hi^noLPH’s only desire is to do 
a little good in the world whilst yet he 
lingers on this level. Nothing new in 
crusade against drink. No kudos to be 
gained ; no acclaim of the mnliitude to 
rmg in the pleased ear ; no cheering ^la sb 
or party^ conflict. G-siJNDOLPu: gives a 
deprecating twirl to his modest moustache, 
and takes up his homely parable. Possibly 
he does tms with the larger content, since 
he had his go at the Land Purchase Bill 
^lore Debate on Second Beading opened, 
ills iletters, published on eve of Easter 
recess, hurtled pleasantly around the 
heads of his esteemed friends on Treasury 
say anything more or 
amytl^g better if he jomed in debate ; so 
sits silent through Morning Sitting, and 
when the shades of evening ftdl, he 
meekly lifts up his voice, expounding a 
measure of domestic legislation fraught 
with permanent interest to the masses. 

«r. X , promising member of the 

I m not nearly so innocent •“S.nd of Hope,” says Wixpeid Lawsow. 
as I look.” rogardin^HAirootPH with fatherly kind- 
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Wossom^’ into «ff^tiTe^eedh.^*of’au’^mi'yeot^S^woriM^“*^^^ 
estabhshm^t of KiA in Scotland! Calculated to deprT^mfst 
Hakiotgton up beyond aU knowledge, ffig 
httle lut at eiADsiONB, sheltering: himself behind his (Haktincho:^? 
familiar and convenient deolpation, that on Disestablishment Ques- 
tion he would be gmded by the opinion of the majority of the Sootoh 
people, neatly and dexterously made. Also his referent to toe 
short tune when he h^ honour of bemg “ at least the nomii^ 
Leader of toe Inber J Pwty^ and found Mr. G. a somewhat t^3lv 
foltowOT. Most excellent. Haetington should try this line again ^ 



fa^.butiStviSve. litae 

.. O’, up afirain with natnYinlfirt 


A cs, dut; a 
two things.^' 

^ Jove-like frown mantled his 

‘>f WBh Land Purchase BiU 


WEEK BY WEEK. 

7. — Mr. Punch out. Everybody's at home to him 
Friday 9.— Mrs. Duppee s fipt dance if she knows the step. 
Saturday lO^Behearsal of Crystal Palace fireworks, 2 p.m Admis 
sion by entrance gates only. * -a^amis- 

^h ^ time 

First Meet of H.S. Drags, Serpentine, 

oj CtooM,, 

Admission free. Banquets, Excursions, and Al.rn^f ^ 

Siskin’s Charity Dance has been postponed 
until the following week. A large and distinguished oomn^v 
exacted to grace toe mezzotint hall of her lad^p’s new^mfiou 

3SS?S 'S s 

SrridiSS FH^’"* ® sun-Wnet *kmses 

tois k^n^e^S oa ses, with a tail, altoough 

of strange to notme how much the tastes of theatre-iroera varv 

tlorra 

foundation for the report that, if Augustus 
prOTslenof CH.-PST-OTi’s attention to the 

T awvi n . .* 


I am, faithfully yours, W. E. eL-nsT-NE. 
roy wLm djfes the Turners’ Com- 

s*‘aS 

a“i« 


WATirf'Vi? * " " ■ . - - -.f — w tuxu. again. 
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ALL IN PLAY. 

Mx Deab Editoe,— -'Wliilst you were feasting in 
Burlington House amongst the Pictures and the 
Eoyal Academicians, I was seated in the Stalls of the 
St. James’s Theatre, lost in astonishment (certainly 
not in admiration, although of old the two words 
had the same meaning), at the antics of a minority 
of the Q-allery, who amused themselves hy shout- 
ing themselves hoarse before the i)erformanoes 
commenced ; but not satisfied with this, they con- 
tinued their shrieking further: they howled at 
the overture of the first piece, they jeered at the 
scene, they yelled at the actors. However, as it 
happened, The Tiger had been already successfully 
played on two occasions last year, so a verdict was 
not required at their hands. Had Mr. Solomok, 
the composer, conducted, he would have taken The 
Tiger away, and left the howlers to their howling. 

Since Saturday the piece has, I am informed, 

** gone with what the Americans call a “ snap.” 

The music is charming. Mr. Chaeles Colwaghi 
made his bow as a professional, and played and sang 
excellently, as did also Mr. J- G. Taxloe, in spite 
of the riotous conduct of the “ unfriendlies.” 

Then came Usther Sandraz, Mrs. Langtey 
looked lovely, and played with great power ; but 
what an unpleasant part ! Until the end of the 
First Act all was right. The sympathy was with 
the heroine of the hour, or, rather, two hours and 
a half ; but when it was discovered that Esther 
loved but for revenge, and wished to bring sorrow 
and shame upon the fair head of Miss Maeiojjt Lea, then the senti- 
ments of the audience underwent a rapid change. Everyone would 
have been pleased if Mr. StrGDBN- had shot himself in Act II. ; na; 
some of us would not have complained if he had died in Act I , 
but the cat-and-mouse-like torture infiicted upon him by Esther 
was the reverse of agreeable. Mr. Sugdeit was only a “Johnnie,” 
but still “ Johnnies ” hay© feelings like the rest of us. Mr.^ Boueohibe 
was rather hard as a good young man who does not die, and Mr. 
Evbeill (steady old stager) kept everything well together. If the 
play keeps the boards for any length of time, it will be, thanks to 
the power of Mrs. Langtex, the natural pathos of Miss Maeiojst 
Lea, and the unforced comedy of Mr. Eveeill. 

On Monday Miss G-bace Hawthoebe produced Theodora at the 
Princesses Theatre with some success. It cannot be said, however, 
that Mile. Saba Beenhaedt has at length found her rival, but, 
for all that, the heroine of the moment might have been worse. 
“ Saedou’s masterpiece (as the programmes have it) was very well 
staged. The scenery and costumes were excellent, and great relief 
was afforded to the more tragic tones of the play by entrusting the 
heavy part of Andreas to Mr. Leonaed Boxkb, who is a thorough 
artist, with just the least taste in life of the brogue that savours 
more of the Milesian Drama. Mr. W. H. Yeekoe' was the 
Justinian of the evening, and looked the Lawgiver to the life; 
although I am not quite sure whether a half-concealed moustache 
was quite the fashion in the days of the Empire. Mr. Eobeet 
BuCHANAisr, the adapter of “ the masterpiece,” introduced several 
nineteenth century expressions into the dialogue. In the “home 
of the Gladiators,” it was quite pleasant to hear people talking 
of a “row,” and made one wish to have a description of “ a merry 
little mill,” in the language of the sporting Press. No doubt, 
the length of the performances was the reason why so racy a narrative 
was omitted. For the rest, there are some thirty speaking parts—a 
good allowance for a play consisting of six Acts and seven Tableaux, 
A “ Masterj^iece ” (in English) is better than a feast, for it is enough 
—for a lifetime. Believe me, yours faithfully, 

Ojste who has taken a Double “Fibst.” 



OUR ADVERTISERS. 

A New Departure, or the “ Gim-em-a-haTid-all- 
round'* ^ Wrinkle. 

T3 0YAL aDARTPOTARIDM.-THE Re- 

X\; NOWNED WOELD FaSTING CHAMPION, who 
is dressed in a Reapx-made Suit oe Tweed Dittos 
( 38s ) supplied by Messrs. Levi, Solomans & Co., 
of 293, Hound slitch, and is 

S EATED ON THE GENT’S EASY LOUNGE 
CHAIR, forming one of the articles of the 
highly -upholstered dining-room set (as advertised) 
by Messrs. Glubbins, Knickeebockbe & Co., of 
Tottenham Court Road, where at any hour he can 
be seen 


S IPPING ALTERNATELY FROM TWO 
LARGE CUT-GLASS TUMBLERS, fur- 
nished by Messrs. Wagbittee and Geoans, of 
New Oxford Street, 


B LINKER’S CONCENTRATED COD- 
LIVER EMULSION MELTED FATS 
(57^. the dozen pints, bottles included), and 


A CHANG-B. 

From a Fasting Man to a Sandwich 
Man. Useful to Advertisers. 


PARKLING SINGULARIS WATER, bottled 
in nine-gallon fiagons by the Company at 
their extensive works in the Isle of Dogs, with 
which, to the satisfaction of his friends, he suc- 
oeeds in washing down, in turns, hourly, 


A Stieeing Pole. — A more stirring pianist thanPADBEEWSBT, who 
ayed on Friday afternoon at St. James’s Hall for the first time in 
ngland, has never been heard. The report that he is a Polonised 
Irishman needs confirmation. The name is suspicious. But there 
are no sound reasons for supposing that the first two syllables of 
Padeeewski’s name are simply a corruption of the Hibernian 
“Paddy.” ^ 

Classic Motto foe those who Sell as the Genuine Aeticle 
Tea undee a False Beand. — “ Nomine mutato fabula narratur 
de Tea:^ 

Mes. R. wants to know if she can ascertain all about the Law of 
Libel, (fee., in the works which she contemplates purchasing of 
Waltbb Savage Siandoe, 


B INNA^CLE’S CONDENSED DIGESTIVE 
BOILED PORK LOZENGES, supplied by 
all respectable Chemists throughout the United Kingdom, in 1^. 9i/., 
3a 9d., 13a Sd.. 27s, 6d., and 1055. Boxes; 

S ides, breasts, FORE-auARrERs, saddles, and entiee 

Whole oe Half-Sheet of feime Bolivian Mutton deli- 
vered daily by the Company’s carta, from their own Refrigerators ; 


W INKER’S INVALID INFANT’S PICK-ME-UP CORDIAL 
— (WiNKBE & Co., the Manufactory, Hoxton-on-Sea) ; 


T inned American oysters, fine selected thirds. 

Goarauteed by the Blue-Point Company, Wriggleville, Texas, 
U.S.A. ; and 


Z WINGERINE, the new marvellous nerve and tone-restoring, 
and muscle, hone, and fat-producing agency, bach tbasfoon- 
FUL OF WHICH contains, in a highly-concentrated form, three bottles 
of port wine, soup, fish, cut off the joint, two entries^ sweet, cheese, 
and celery, as testified to by a public analyst of standmg and repute. 
Agents, Glum & Co, Seven Di^s. 


T he FASTING CHAMPION continues to receive visitors as 
above from 6 a.m. to 11 f.m. daily, and may be inspected, 
watched, stared at, pinched, questioned, and examined gener^y, by 
his admiring friends, the British Puhlio, in his private sanctum at 
the Royal Guartpotarium, till further notice. 


IN THE KNOW~(By Mr. Punch’s Own Prophet.) 

Caedinal Richelieu once observed to Madame db St. Galmiee, 
that if Kings could but know the folly of their subjects they would 
hesitate at nothing. Mr. Jeeemx evidently knows thoroughly how 
stupendously cabbage-headed his readers are, for he never hesitates 
to put forward the most astounding and muddy-minded theories. 
For instance, he asks us this week to believe that Saladin ought to 
have won the Shropshire Handicap, because he was known to be a 
better horse, from two miles up to fifty, than the four other horses 
who faced the starter. If this stuff had been addressed to an 
audience of moon-calves and mock-turtles it might have passed 
muster, hut, thank Heaven, we are not all quite eo low as that yet. 
Let me therefore tell Mr. Jeeemx, that when a horse like J^aladin, 
whose hack-bone is like the Himalaya mountains, and his pastern 
joints like a bottle-nosed whale with a cold in his head, comes to 
the post with two stone and a beating to his credit, and four hoofs 
about tbe size of a soup-tureen to his legs, he can never be expected 
to get the better of slow roarers like Carmichael and Bushy,, to say 
nothing of Whatnot and PumUeckoolc. It is well known, of course, 
that the latter has been iu hard training for a month, and a better 
horse at oornbin or bran -mash never stepped. Saladin won, T know, 
but it was for reasons very different from tho.se given by Mr. JEEEMr. 

There is nothing new about the Derby horses. I believe they are 
mostly in training, but I reserve my opinion until I see what tiie 
laddie pates whoJown them mean to do. 


'A SELF-MADE Man,” said 
artichoke of his own fortunes.” 


Mrs* R., thoughtfully, “ is the 
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and th.rsSmb^riTO^The country between the TJperten 

ubiatiitoTLa a.& 'Rnrar^Awt Vv ^yfiT^pfis 8X6 as old as Swelldom, as 

rem^W thi I**"! ^ou ^ 
alter his eoniiuert“f MtsSf md deserts of Afrioa, 

rest by an attack of a lar,re ^y TtlCgCiSf 


n'ewT * pleased with, their courage,” but plagued with their 

HBEODOTtrs described the oaptoe® of five youug 
Kassamoves while they were examining some curious 
Sn basm, and tells how the little men took them to 

their Tillages and showed them about to their fellow Pygmies. So 
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THE EIEST EIGHT. 

{Between the Seventh Team of Australian Cricketers and an 
English BJleven^ begun at Sheffield Fark^ on May 8, 1890.) 

A HAZE Imng over the Surrey Downs 
In the early morning ; hut Nature’s frowns 
Broke up in smiles as the day advanced. 

And the grey mist cleared and the sunbeams glanced 
On Muedoch bold, and his merry men, 

"When hundreds of optics, and many a pen 
Were on the alert, at Sheffield Park. 

The valiant deeds (between wickets) to mark 
Of the Seventh Australian Cricketing lot. 

Mtjedoch and Lyons, Baerett and Teott, 

Lads of their inches in flesh and bones ; 

Tuenbe and Walters, Blackham and Jones, 

Geegoey, Chaelton and Feeeis too ; 

A sterling Eleven, second to few. 

Whilst “ odd men ” Texjmble and Btten and Boyle 
“ Stood out” of the first big match’s toil, 

’Gainst Grace and Stoddaet, Newham and Bead, 
Sheewin and Shrewsbury, stout at need, 

Lohmann and Humphreys, and Beiqos and Peel, 

And Attewell with the nerves of steel. 

No need to tell how they met and fought, 

And bowled, and batted, and stumped, and caught ; 

But Mr, Punchy who has seen all six 
Of the other Elevens before the “ sticks,” 

And cheered them victors, or vanquished cheered. 

Shoots forth his fist, as the lists are cleared. 

To welcome back to an English wicket 
These champions fresh of Colonial Cricket. 

He will not “ butter” you, boys, for that you’U^hate. 
Only he must most sincerely coufjratulate 
His old friend Mubboch on starting so well. 

Go it, Sir^ keep it up, W. L. ! 

Here’s wishing the lot of you health and pluck. 

Decent weather and level luck. 

And when your last “ four” to the boundary flashes, 
Takeall good thingshomewithyou—saving those “ashes.” 



HAPPY THOUGHT. 


“ Succi doesn’t seem any the worse foe his long Abstinence, Maria 1 
Don’t you think it would be a good thing to bring up a few of oue 
Younger Children as Pasting Men and Women ? We might begin Train- 
ing THEM ALREADY, YOU KNOW I ” 


in a sense, the Pygmies of Societas “ captured” me, and showed me 
about to their lellow denizens of this Land of Lilliput, They 
“discharged their arrows” (which they called “ In-Yites,” and 
each of which was branded with the mystic letters, E.S.Y.P.) at me 
in swarms, and though they rather tickled than hurt, yet after a 
time their minute but multiplied prickings became no end of a 
nuisance. 

Let us pause a little, and pay such honour as is due for persistence 
and importunity to these “ httle people/’ who have outHved the wise 
men of Egypt, the prophets of Palestine, the magicians of Persia, 
and the sages of Greece and Rome. They have actually been able to 
hold their own from the days of Homer, through those of Horace, 
down even to those of Haggard, I have seen tne wear and tear of 
the Pyramids of Egypt (which is nothing to that of a lionised hero 
in Societas) ; I can certify that the Sphynx presents a very battered 
appearance indeed (though not so battered as mine, after the “ little i 
people” had done with me), hut the Pygmies of to-day in Societas 
appear to be as plentiful and as perky as those that thousands of 
years ago swarmed in -(Ethiopia, built their houses with egg-shells, 
made war upon the Cranes, and attacked the tired hero Hercules. 

You will understand that I, who have always professed to love 
humanity, even in the form of mannikins, better than beetles and 
butterflies, was as much interested in these small creatures as was 
Hercules in the skinful of midgets he carried to the exacting 
Eurystheus. As I looked at them, and thought how these represented 
the oldest race on the globe— namely, the Inquisitive duidnuncs— 
my admiration really went to greater lengths than scoffing cynics 
might have expected. 

These Pygmies of Societas, thongh small, are cunning, and wise 
in their generation. For the most part they toil not (save at pleasure- 
seeking and lion-hunting), neither do they spin (anything .hoyond 
the edify in§r yams they call “after-dinner stories”). But they 
man^e to live on the fat of the land. The larger aborigines (called 
the Whirkirs) are very industrious, and form the clearings and cul- 
tivate the various produce of the place. The Pygmies appear to he 
aware that the plantations and 'powers of the Whirkirs are prac- 
tically inexhaustible, and to think that they have as much right to 
the produce as the aboriginal owners and tillers. Therefore, they 
cling tightly to these plantations, and make the larger and more 
laborious natives pay dearly for the honour of their acquaintance. 
In another maimer they perform valuable service by setting fashions, 
receiving strangers, and assisting in the defence of the settlements ; 
|tey also hunt game, and supply the larger natives with plenty to 
do in working for and waiting on them. It appeared to me that the 


Pygmies were regarded somewhat as parasites (though highly orna- 
mental ones, like orchids) whose departure would be more welcome — 
to the aborigines— than their vicinity. But a race which has sur- 
vived so much and so many things is not easily to he got rid of. 

Anyhow, I couldn’t get rid of them, though sometimes I felt 
inclined to imitate Hercules. With their arrows and their unblush- 
ing importunities they had me at advantage,^ and even as Gulliver 
became the victim of the midgets of LiUiput, so did I of the 
innumerable, inquisitive, imperturbably impertinent Pygmies of 
Societas. 

>» « 4 > « # * 


OUR BOOKING-OPPICE. 

Read “As Haggards on the Rock” in Scrihnefs for May. It is 
a weird tale, but nothing whatever to do with “Haggard” 
(“Ridee” of that ilk), which may or may not be an additional 
attraction, according to the taste and fancy of the reader. “Never 
do I see Scribner^ $ Magazine^** quoth the Baron, “ without wishing 
to change its name, or start a competitor under the style and title of 
^ Scribbler" s Magazine,^ If the latter isn’t *a colourable imita- 
tion.' it must be done, and that speedily.” 

Woman, though appearing weekly, comes out peculiarly strong. 
“ A really entertaining, interesting, and chatty pnbHoation,’' says 
the Baroness. 

One of the best volumes of tbe Badminton Library series is that 
on Golf, recently published, written chiefly by Horace G. Hutchin- 
son, with capital contributions on the subject from the great ruler of 
Home-Rulers, Arthur Balfour, M.P., and the ubiquitous and 
universally gifted Merry Andrew Lang, to whom no subject, 
apparently, presents any difficulty whatever, he being, like Father 
0 ’Flynn, aole to discourse on Theology or Con chology, or Mythology, 
and all the other ologies, including, in this instance, Golfology, with 
equal skill and profundity of wisdom. I^ihil tetigit quod non ornavit, 
and the scent ojf the Lang of Lang, is over all penodioal literature 
generally. Let not the elderly intending student of Golf, on opening 
the book, be deterred by seeing a chapter headed Clubs and BalhP 
which may induce him to say, “My dancing days are over.” The 
illustrations, by Messrs. C. L. Shute, T. Hodge, and H. Fiery 
Furniss, are excellent. The vignettes in A. Lang’s paper— especially 
one happily taken from an “Old Miss-all,” where several players 
are represented as not making a hit— are both interesting and 
amusing. On the whole— on the Golfian Hole— a capital volume. 
Mr, Punch drinks to his Grace of Beaufort in a cup of Badminton, 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED EROM THE DIART OF TOBY, M.P. 

Some of Commons y Monday ^ May 5. — Next year is my Jubilee -- 
mine and Mr* PuncKs, Pap and dog, have known House oi 
Commons for nlgb fifty years. Of course not so intimately as witnin. 
the last eight or nine years ; but ever since I took my seat on piles 
of bound volumes at feet of the Master, have kept one eye on 

Never saw a scene to equal what took place to-night. "W^en 
House met, good deal of talk about yesterday^s Laboiw Demonstra- 
tion. Everybody agreed it was enormous, unprecedentod, momentous. 
The Working Man demands a day of eight hours’ labour, will 
see that he gets it. Still talking about the matter m whispers. 
Second Reading of Budget Bill under discussion ; Shaw-Lepe^b on 
legs, protesting against increased expenditure on Army and. Na^. 
Undertakes to show it is absolutely unnecessary. Beginning his 
demonstration when hand of clock touched hour of Six. Speaker 
rose with cry of Order I Order ! ” Shaw-Lbeevre resumed seat : 
afraid he had, iu exuberance of eloquence, committed some breach of 
order. Members crowded in to hear what Speaker had to say. 

This House,” he said, as soon as sUence restored, will imw 
adjourn. At least I must withdraw ; and unless it can be shown that 
Deputy-Speaker has been - in bed all day, or otherwise idling his 
time, you cannot go on. Under ordinary circumstances, House 
meeting at Three o’clock, we should have adjourned sharp at Eleven 
to-night ; but the fact is, my day’s work began at Ten this morning. 
That is a necessity of my position. With interval of hasty meals, I 
' have been accustomed to work a maximum of twelve hours a day, 
often running np to fourteen. That, however, now over. Settled 
hy Working Man that Labour Day should not exceed Eight Hours. 
We will, therefore, now break up. I daresay some of you Hon. 
Gentlemen, engaged at the Bar or in affairs in the City, commenced 
your work even earlier than Ten ? ” 

Sir,” said Old Morality, “ I do not know whether I am m 
order in speaking after the clock has struck Six, and so extending 
our legal day, 1 will, however, promise to be brief. In iaot, I rise 
merely to confirm your view, Sir, of our position. For my own 
part, I have been closely engaged in the business that pertains to 
performance of my duty to tue Q,i 7 EEiir and Country, since an hour 
earlier than Ten this morning, and I think I may say the same for 
my friends near me on this Bench. [Ashmbad-Bartlett : “Hear, 
hear I ”] We were, as usual, prepared to go forward with our work, 
to sit here till whatever hour was necessary to accomplish it. Without 


What Government had done was to propose measure for the | 
extiuction of licences. Of course, a little money would pass. Jokim, | 
in Budget Scheme, made provision to enable County Council to buy 
out publicans. “But to call such a transaction Compensation is,” ; 
Retchib added, his left eye twitching in fearsome manner on Caleb 

Wright, “ preposterous.” . . ^ in x -o-n 

That being so, House went mto Committee on Allotments Bui, 
and drummed away till sitting suspended. ^ , 

At Evening Sitting, Bob Reid brought on Motion raismg sort of 
British Land Question, Wants to empower Town Councils and 
County Councils in England and Scotland to^ acquire, either by 
agreement or compulsorily, such land within their district as may be 
needed for the requirements of the inhabitants. House naturally 
shocked to find a Member proposing to discuss any phase of Land 
Question apart from Ireland, Interposition of Great Britain in this 
connection regarded as impertinence. Compromise arrived at; 
agreed to leave out Scotland. On these terms Debate went forwaxd. 






abatingone jit or tottle— ” . , ^ , , ,, 

Sir William Harcourt: “ The Right Hon. Gentleman probably 
means one jot or tittle.” ^ « .r , 

Old MoBALrrr : “ In accordance with my habit, Sir, I meant what 
I said. As I was saying^ when perhaps 
somewhat unnecessarily interrupted by 
the Right Hon. Gentleman, I do not 
abate one tit or jottle of my desire to JgBt 

perform my duty where duty is doo ; 
but since our friend the Working 
Man has declared m 

H^rs, ^ mult needs 

and eullivate those f atnily relations, 
not less dear to a Member of Par- 
liament than to the more ’orny ’anded 
son of toil. Odd at this early hour 
to hear oi^^^of Doorkeeper, “Who 

^ “ Well,” says Member for St. Pan- 
eras, “ I think ru be Bolton.” And 

he bolted. Business done * — ^New Eight Hours’ Day arrangement 
eame into operation. Entirely successful. 

Ritches a mild-manneTed man, six feet Ligh, and of 
genial temperament. But there are some things he can’t stand. 
One is, to asBume that Government Bill dealing with Local Taxa- 
tion involves Compeneation for disestablished pablicans. 

“I must say,” he observed, just now, glaring on Caleb Wright, 
that I object to the word Compensation which the Hon. Gentleman 
has used in his question.” 


Bolton holtiag. 


The Emphatic Noes. 

Chaplin in charge of case for Government. At last, in his natural 
position, temporary Leader of the House. 

Chapiest {aside) i “ Glamis and Thane of Cawdor 1 the greatest is 
behind.” 

How different from ancient days and nights, when he sat below 
Gangway in corner seat, that is, when he oould get it. Couldn’t 
always; sometimes presumptuous person forestalled him. Even 
when there, with notes of treasured speech in swelling breast 

t icket, by no means certain he would find opportunity of convincing 
onse. Others step in, and edge him on into i^ominious dinner 
hour. Now a Mmister of the Crown, with a new Department created 
for his control ; to-night in charge of Government business. Old 
Morality off early, full of restful confidence. 

“Chaplin’s looking after things,” he said, as he made himself 
comfortable in his room. “Needn’t bother; all will go right. 
Great thing for a First Minister to have a man he can thoroughly 
depend on.” 

“At least, Toby,” Chaplin said, “those were his remarks as 
reported to me. I will not deny that they are gratifying.” 

At the proper time — at his own time—the Minister for Agricul- 
ture rose, and, positively pervading the premises, utterly demolished 
Bob Reid, his supporters, his arguments, and his resolution. 

“ Chaplin,” said John Moblbt, watching him with admiring 
glance, “always reminds me of Victor Hugo’s description of the 
Rev* JEbenezer Caudray* You remember him in Les TravaiUeurs 
de la Mer ? Haven’t the book with me, hut translation runs some- 
tiiing like this:— * He had the gracefulness of a page, mingled 
with the dignity of a Bishop.’ Never knew that Victor Hugo was 
personally acquainted with Chaplin ; but he certainly here hits off 
his characteristics in a phrase.” 

Business done* — ^Miscellaneons, and not much. 

Thursday Where do you put the Cow?” 

“ Was ever man interrupted with such a question in such circum- 
stances ?” asked Jbssb Collings, unconsciously quoting Tristram 
Shandy* s father. 

Circumstances sufficiently strange to make a man (mote Sterne, 
even if he ’d never read his masterpiece. House iu Committee on 
Budget Bill. Storey moved Amendment on Clause 26, dealing with 
exemption from Inhabited Honse Duty of tenemeut buildings. 
Chancellor of the ExcHEauBR taken part in the Debate. Charles 
Russell said a few words. House in most serious, not to say 
depressed mood. Subject particularly inviting for Jesse; always 
advocated welfare of Working Classes ; now seized opportunity to 
descant on theme. Detailed with growing warmth arrangements 
desirable for perfecting sanitation of houses for Working Classes ; 
when Tanner, crossing arms and legs, and cooking head on one 
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side, with provoking appearance of keen interest, suddenly sub- 
mitted this problem : — 

“ Where do you put the Cow?” 

“ Opposition laughed. Ministerialists cried, “Order I” Tarious 
courses open to Jesse. Might have assumed air of interested 
inquiry, ^ Cow ? What Cow ? Why drag in the Cow ? Might 
have slain Tanneb with a stony stare, and left hi m to drag his 
tmtimely quadruped i off; the ground. But Jesse took the Cow 

seriously. Allowed it to get its horns 
entangled amid thread of his argu- 
ment. Griared angrily upon the pa- 
chydermatous Tannee, and having 
thus played into his hands, loftily 
declared, “I do not propose to take 
any notice of the insult.” 

“It makes me smUe,” said Swiet 
MacN’eill, walking out for fear Q-os- 
chen should hear his smile and clap 
a penny on his Income-Tax. 

A long night for Joklm:, wrestling 
for his Budget. Ominous gathering 
on Pront Bench. Mr. Gr., not seen 
lately, comes down. To him fore- 
gathers Haecouet. Assaults on 
Budget begun from below the Gang- i 
way. Proposed to 'postpone clauses 
on which Local Budget Bill will be 
built up. JoEBf snakes his head. 
Mr. G. amazed at his refusal to listen 
to reasonable suggestion. Haecoctet 
rises, meaning to run atilt at Jokim. 
Chairman of Committees puts out his 
foot, nearly trips him up. Haecottet 
turns and bends on Couetney ex- 
pressive glance. Kever much love 
lost between these two. Now Coxtet- 
NEY in official position can snub 
Haecoxtet— and does. Shall Hae- 
COXTRT go for him? Shall he take 
him up in his powerful arms and tear him to pieces with delighted 
teeth ? A moment’s pause, whilst Haecouet, towering at table, toy- 
ing nervously with eyeglass, looks down on Chairman who has just 
ruled him out of order. Shall he ? Struggles with his suddenly 
awakened wrath, gulps it down, turns aside to talk of something 
else. 

Not to-night, but some night there will be wigs (especially Coxtbt- 
ney’s) on the green. 

Business Budget in Committee. 





**It makes mo smile.” 


Met Maekiss walking with weary footsteps from Lords. 
Curiously depressed air. “ Anytning happened at East Bristol ? ” I 
asked, ‘ * But you cannot have heard yet.” 

“ No ; nothing to do with bye-elections,” said the Maekiss, with 
sob in his throat. “It’s Wemyss ; touched mo to the quick ; was to 
have made speech to-night on Socialistic legislation of last two years. 
Hadn’t slightest idea what he meant. Came down to-night a little 
late ; found House up. Wemyss wouldn’t deliver his speech in my 
absence ; thing didn’t come off ; so Lords went home. That ’s what 
I call personal devotion. Supposed to be hard cynical man, but you 
see I have my soft places, and Wemyss has touched me.” 

Not a dry eye between us as the Maekiss moved off. 

Business done, — Pleuro-pneumonia in House of Lords. 


GONVERSA.TIOW MANUAL. (ANGLO-FEENCH.) 

Foe Use in the HiauLANDs. 

The Aunt, the Uncle, and the Cousin (/.) all desire to go to the top 

of the tall hill.— There is no road to the top of the tall hill. ^Why is 

there no road ?—Because theyjow) do not permit it. ^Will they per- 
mit it to-morrow ?— No. ^Will they permit it in several {plusieurs) 

days ?— -Certainly not. When shall we be able to go to the top of the 

tall hill ? — When Mr, Beyce’s Bill (the Measure of Mr. Beyce) re- 
ceives the approval of Parliament. ^Is it probable that Parliament 

wiU approve of it the day after to-morrow r— It is not probable that 
Parliament will approve of it the day after to-morrow, or for many 

years. 1 see through the telescope of the neighbour (m.) a man at 

the top of the tall hill. Why is he there?— He is guarding (he 

guards) the red deer. ^Are the red deer then permitted (do they 

permit the red deer) on the top of the tall MU ?— Yes. The Aunt, 

the Uncle, and the Cousin if,] would like to talk to the beautiful 
deer. — But the owners {Messieurs les Propriitaires) of the taU hill 

would not like it. Why would the owners not like it?— Because 

they desire to shoot the beautiful deer. ^Where then may we walk 

i^omener) ?— We may walk where we wiU along the nigh road 
{grand chemin), ^ButtheMgh road is dusty, and from it there is no 


view.— It is sad that there should be no view from the high road. 

^W e came (are come) to Scotland to climb the tall hills. As we 

cannot climb the tall hiUs, we wiU now leave Scotland. If we 
now leave Scotland the hotel-keepers (keepers of hotels) will be sorry. 
— The keepers of hotels must speak to the owners of the tall hill. 

^There are now two men on the top of the tall hill ; I can see 

them plainly. One has seized the other by the scruff of the neck 
(by the neck). Why has the bad man seized somebody by the 
scruff of the neck?— The man who has been seized (whom they 

have seized) by the scruff of the neck must be a Tourist. How 

has the Tourist done wrong {fairs mal) ? — He has done wrong because 

he admires the view. The Aunt, the Uncle, and the Cousin (/.) 

are now glad that they did not go to the top of the tall hill. 


TWO VIEWS OF THE SODGERIES. 

No. I. By a Gentleman who oot a Bab Seat at the 

iNAXraURATrON. 

It seems rather a high-handed proceeding to deprive the inha- 
bitants of South Belgravia, Old Chelsea, Pimlico and Battersea, of 
about half of their recreation grounds. This certainly has been done 
to find a site for the Sodgeries. Whether the Sodgeries will be worth 
the trouble is another matter. It may be as well to glance hurriedly 
at its contents. 

Certainly, very hurriedly, when one comes to the Ambulance 
Department. A most ghastly show ! Lay-figures reclining in the 
most realistic fashion on a field of battle, with surgeons and 
vultures (I) in attendance. If anything could choke off an intending 
recruit, it would be this. I consider the display as inimical to the 
best interests of the Army. 

Then the Battle Gallery? Can anything be less interesting? 
Here and there the portrait of a General I But such portraits I One 
veteran warrior is actually shown in the act of playing upon a 
fiddle I As for the pictures of the victories, there is scarcely any- 
thing new worth looking at. Same good old Inkermann, by Lady 
Bxttlee, as of yore ; and the same good old recollections of Egypt 
from past Academies. For the rest, the room contains some com- 
fortable chairs. They are more inviting than the relics ! Then the 
remainder of the Exhibition! Well, the advertisers have their 
share, and the restaurant people are all over the place. There are 
some figures sent I over by nigger chieftains, and a little armour. 
Finally, the grounds are imperfectly illuminated at night with paper 
lanterns and the electric light. Plenty of military music for those 
who like it, but who does ? 

The arrangements for the comfort of the Press at the opening 
ceremony (when I was present) were unsatisfactory. But this is a 
detail. 

No. II. By a GENTLEMA.N WHO OOT A OOOB SbAT AT THE 
iNAXrOXJRATION. 

Nothing could have been more judicious than to enclose some of 
the grounds of Chelsea Hospital for the holding of that excellent 
exhibition known as “The Sodgeries.” The inhabitants of South 
Beteavia, Old Chelsea, Pimlico, and Battersea must bless the 
Authorities for their kindness in selecting a site so close to their 
doors. That the Exhibition may be properly appreciated, it may be 
worth while to glance hurriedly at its contents. A dlfiicult 
matter to hurry when one comes to the Ambulance Department, 
A most interesting display. Here we have the battle-field 
capitally painted, and illustrating how our doctors and nurses do 
their good work. If anything could confirm an intending recruit to 
take the Oueen’s Shilling, it would be this idbleauy so suggestive of 
succour to the wounded. I consider the display decidedly in the best 
interests of the Army. 

Then the Battle Gallery ! Can anything be more interesting ? 
Numerous portraits of Generals— not only in full uniform, but as 
they are to be seen at home in the bosoms of their families. Every 
picture of a victory is full of interest, and the relics are priceless. 
One case contains the identical cloak worn by the great Duke at 
Waterloo, and another the celebrated panorama of his funeral. The 
latter, I fancy, was drawn by that well-known artist, who signs 
himself, when he drops into literature, “ G. A. S.” If I am right 
in my conjecture, I may add that I believe all the numberless figures 
in tbe admirable composition are wearing Wellington boots. For 
the rest, the room contains comfortable) chairs, but who cares foi 
chairs when such relios are ou view I 

Then the remainder of the Exhibition ! It would take pages to 
cataloj^e its hundreds of interesting exhibits. Arms, figures, 
manufactures, musical instruments. What not ? And the grounds I 
At night a perfect fairy-land, beautifully illuminated with hundreds 
of gleaming lanterns, and the electric light. Finally the beat 
military music in the world, for those who like it, and who does not? 

The arrangements for the comfort of the Press at the opening 
ceremony (when I was present) were satisfactory to the last degree. 
But this is a detail. 





THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 

** Please look a little Pleasant, Miss, I jta-otf it *s hakd ; but it *s ojstlt fok a Moment I* 


BUNG.^' 

Nurse JR-icA-e loquitur : — 

'Wbich no doubt at the best it ’s a bothersome babe ; though my 
bounden duty it were to make much of it ; 

I’m free to say, if I had my way, it’s the dickens a bit I should 
come within touch of it. ^ [windy ; 

’Tis a greedy child, and a noisy too, of a colicky turn, and pertikler 

And, wherever the blessed infant’s found, you may bet your boots 
there ’ll be stir and shindy. 

The fanuly is a rucktious one from their cradles up, and the plague 
of nusses. 

You may cosset and cordial ’em up as you will ; though you calls 
’em “blessings,” you finds ’em cusses. 

Many a monthly they’ve worrit ted out of her life, almost, with 
their fractious snarlings, 

Though it ’s most as much as your place is worth to aggerawate ’em 
— the little darlings ! 

And this oae — well, it would raise a yell you might fancy came from 
_ a fog-horn’s throttle. 

If it waan’t for that there soothing-syrup I ’ve artfully smuggled 
into its bottle. 

It ’s strongish stuff, and I ’ve dropped enough in the Babby’s gruel 
to prove a fixer ; 

For this kid’s riot you cannot guiet with Lawson’s Cordial or 
Caine’s Elitir. 

Them parties think they can mix a drink as ’ll take the shine out o’ 
GoDFREr or Daffv, 

But they ’re both mistook, iheu don’t know their book, though one is 
“ genial,” and t’other chaffy. 

They ’ll raise a row when they find out how I have managed to 
silenoe the child, by drugging, 

Wot ’s the use of fuss ? Where ’s the monthly nuss as can manage 
without a bit of ’umbugging 1 

And now, havin’ fixed the hinfant up, I ’m a going to drop him in 
somebody’s doorway. 

Hullo ! Here ’s the house of that County Council ! I fancies now it 
IS rather in your way I 


You’re up to everythink, you swells are, fiom “ Betteiment ” to the 
claims of Cabby. 

You’ve a lot to learn ; so jest have a turn— as I hope you ’ll like— at 
this Blessed Babby I 

It “turns up on a doorstep unbeknown,” like the child referred to 
by Dickens’s Sairey, 

Cornel Here ’s the Babby, and there ’s the Bottle ! I ’m no mono- 


^ polist— quite contrairy. 

Without its Bottle I couldn't leave it ; the babe might ’unger, wich 
Evins forbid of it ! 

But, hayin’ pnrvided for it so nicely, I ’ll shunt it on you, gents, — 
(aside) — and glad to get rid of u ! 

“ Allowed to Staeve.”— The Editor begs to acknowledge remit- 
tance from ‘‘Miss G, D.” and “ W. M.,” in aid of the Balaclava 
Survivors, which he, has handed to the Editor of the St^ Jameses 
Gazette, who is in charge of this Fund. 

WARE BRUMMAGEM! 

“ As sure as a ^uh ” is a worthy old phrase 
That doesn’t quite seem to apply m our days ; 

And that man is a cynic, or taking in fun, 

Who says he ’s “ as sure as an ‘African ’ gun,” 

The Birmingham gun-makers loudly protest 

That their products are good, if they’re not quite the best. 

Mr. FuncK with the Brummagem boys will not quarrel, 

But all guus should he trustworthy, stock, lock and barrel ; 

Be the game one is after an Arab or pheasant, | 

The chance of a barrel that bursts is not pleasant. 

Good work brings good pay, as it always has done ; 

That (in the old sense) is ‘‘ as sure as a gun I ” 

Mes. R. has been uncommonly humorous lately. She ohseryed, 
“What a foolish remark it was of Dr. Johnson’s to say that ‘who 
makes a pen would pick a pocket.’ Unless,” she added, struck with 
a brilliant idea, “ he was thinking of ‘ steel pens.’ But I don’t 
think there were any in his time.” 
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VOCES POPULI. 

THE TRAYELLIHO MENAGERIE* 

Outside. 

A crowd is staring sfolidli/ at the gorgeously/ gilded and painted 
entrance^ w%^ an affectation of superior wisdom to that of the 
weaker-mtnded, who sneak apologetically up the steps from time 
to time, A tall-hatted orchestra have Just finished a tune, and 
them instruments up like Joints on the hooks above 

infant {to her husband), Wiiree goo in, 

a2r irien *** 

outside ’s tV best on it, I 
reckon. 

Sis Wife {disappointed). 

Saw 'tis, and naw charge 
for lookin* at ’en neither. 

The Proprietor, Ladies 
and Gentlemen, Re-mem- 
bar ! This is positively the 
last opportunity of wit- 
nessing Denman^ s Cele- 
brated Menagerie — the 
largest in the known 
world I The Lecturer is 
now describing the ani- 
mals, after which Mile. 

Ckavache and Zambanoo, 
the famous African Lion- 
tamers,^ will go through 
their daring feats with 
forest-bred lions, tigers, 
bears, and hyenas, for the 
last time in this town. 

Re-membar— the last per- 
formance this evening ! 

Joe {to his Wife), If 
ye ’d like to hev a look at 
^em, I wun^t s^ nay to et. 

Sis Wife, I dunno as 
. care partickler ’bout 
which way ’tis. 

Joe {annoyed). Bide 
where ’ee be then. 

Ss Wife, Theer ’s th’ 
child, Joe, to be sure. 

Joe, WeR we baint a 
gooin’ in, and so th’ child 
wunt come to no ’arm, 
and theer ’s a hend on it I 
Sis Wife, Kay, she’d 
lay in my arms as quiet 



AUTOMATIC ARBITRATION. 

No MOHR Exor.nrTANT Pass i No moke Law I No moke Tkials 1 



ae'aiii * ***.»w* ^au uaj. w>jAa.uui 

® L * hey mount the steps eagerly, 

T » Trr*^ / -r InSIDE. 

tense of being defrauded). I thart theer ’d 
ha bin moor smell, wi’ so many on ’em ! 

as ttiey be7 ro^d 

X?® ^ request yar kind hattention for a 
SSv *’'37®’ lieyaye in such a 

d^n'riSo3'“r'^n now arrived at the Haewail, or Sloth Bear, 

itsd?^ ® burden to 

the lloninri^Air HaswaiL In the hajoioin’ cage observe 

^®“ “ hahsolootly hun- 
fnre io». " hatteoked by the Lion, he places his ’ed between his 
felyer. ^ the‘^hon8et of his wmJdAe 

fof ^ it ■«™r th’ hosiridge as hacted that away, 

heard on. *“™® “ i^er I 

a <^21 before another den). Oh, my blessed ! ’Ere he 

a ©eer lookin’ ontter, do 'ee look at ’en, Job. ’ What ’ll Ae be w P 

H^U’iMv ba a®® ®^ERos 6 as 1 t>e gooin’ to tell ’ee the name of ? 
®ir- sart of a ’arse. iX^Momtlv 

’Ere**Mis^‘ f^®j/^® ®' \®* '®°' yoBuerfnl ontidy for sure! 

«<ra«ye>-) oan yon tell na the name of that theer 


Stranger. That— oh, that’s a Gnu. 
eUe^s Wife, He says it he a noo. 

Joe, A noo what f 

^ hanimalj I s’pose. 

himprovement on th’ hold ’uus, as J can 
^ kft it aloau if they couldn’t do naw better 

at thirtime oMay ! commg to, hinventin’ o’ noo hanimals 

Bepoke Anotbceh Cage. 

T Argumentative Rustic, I sez as that ’un ’s a fawks, 

J- ready to prove it on anny man. 

(sootAiWy). Naw, naw, ’e haint naw fawks. I 
dunuo what tis, — hut taint naw fawks nawhow. 

S, and A, Rustic, I tell ’ee His a fawks, I’m sure on it ,{To 

Mild Visitor.) SainVe a 
fawks, Master, eh ? 

Mild Visitor, Well, 
reallv, if yon ask me, I 
should say it was a hyena. 
The Rustics Comp, A 
hyannal ah, that ’s a deal 
moor like ; saw ’tis I 
The Rustic, A Planner? 
do ’ee take me fur a vool ? 
I knaws a planner when I 
sees ’un. Parmer Bnownr, 
’e ’as a planner, and’tain’t 
like naw fawks I I’ll 
knack th’ ’ed arf o’ thee, 
tryin’ to stoof me oop i’ 
that way. Wheer be th’ 
man as said ’twas a plan- 
ner? has discreetly 

lost himself in the crowd. 

On the Elephant’s Back. 

Second Roy, Sit a bit 
moor forrard, Billt, 
cann’t ’ee I 

tell ’ee, I bo aittin’ on th* 
scruff of ’is neck as ’tis. 

Third Roy, 1 can see 
my vaither, I can. ’Ere, 
vaithor, vaither. look at 
me— see wheer I be! 

Fourth Roy {a candid 
friend) , Shoot oop, oann’t 
ee, ya young gozzie-’ead! 
ihxnk ya vaithor niver see 
a hass on a hellyphant 
afoor I 

- These yere 

helliphants be main strad- 
dly roidin*. I wish’e wudn’t 
loike. What do ’ee mean, a 
JiMMT PaSSONSI 


hanything if you was liko me, a 

and mif?fm T‘“’n^®‘ ®’ T’ heUiphaat’s ribs 

ana malce im gallop, 1 will, so now, Jimmt Eassoks ! 

Iir Eboki op the Lions’ Dbn Dtranro Pebpohmanob. 
Various Speakers. Wheer he pushin’ to? finrl +».»+ 

screoudng.like that! .1 cann’rseTnawthe£ / 

2^y ®’*'® • What be gooin’ am, do ’ee know A 

wumman gooin’ in along o’ they lions and tigerses ? mw ve niv^ 
“®“®,»H-,- • ®®“ *, ®*i® leatherin’ of ’un t^ ! . _ Now sit W 
kisEiu of M— maakitt’ it oop, loike. . . . John, you oan see bettor 
Htt>fv®~f^®t'’® ®^® ®°1’ 1=0 • • • Puttin’ >L ’el^side 

® ■*!, ^®®^ ^®’ >aow— tteer ’s a thing to be doin’ of ' WeU 

f’i “or me, I know that . . . They wun’t do ’Jna.v 

®’'^®7®,<3“ ®=® • • • Whatd^eeta^mvSohth 

vor . How 8 th wumman to kip ’or heye on ’em, with ’er ’ed down 
®™i.® l=^oat, eh P . . . Graomns alive I if iver 1 did ! , . . Oh 
1 i®?® ®^® gooin’ to let ofl naw fire-arms, I be moor fear’i 

o’ pistols nor any tigers . . . Theer, she ’s out now I She bThold for 
a femde’ baint her? . . . S^niv« maade ’em joomp thmugh iS? 

S ‘fP®’ • - What carl would she hev fnr d® th^T 

Well, the;y’ve a draxed’er doin’ of it hontside, that ’s tSl I know 

^® ® *i^*J*^^ Hadam outside a naamin’ of th’ hanimals— bn t 
^ ®®« <^oon inside, did ’oe P . . . Bob iSk 
®! 53^*^ ^NUKRS ower theer by ti,’ hellyphant 

of ’isseU t^t fandliax-pntting bi*lta atd fettft 

heUvplMmt 'em out wi’ ’a troonk I . . . / see m-let nn 
th hold doitier, happen he thinks he’s a feedin’ his canary bird 1 * 
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put up her fan, when presently the door was forced open from the 
howtside, and who shood henter but the three-taled Mandareen hisself 1 

He looked fust at the bewtifool Lady, and then at me, and then, 
harf droringf his grate big sword, and sounding the Gong most wier- 
lently, in rushed about J a dozen servents, and, after some most angry 
words of Chineese gibberish from their master, they all siezed me and 
dragged me to another room, where they took ojff both my boots and 
my stockings and laying me down on the flore, tho I had all my best 
clothes onn, they beat both my souls and my eels with sticks till I 
skreamed for mersy ! 

They then left me. I was that hurt both iu my feet and my feelinx 
that I didn t kno what on airtli to do. AVhen. presently in came one 
of them quite quietly and said in a whisper : 1 spikes ze Inglesh, 

pore feller ! and if you have sum niunny I can get you what you calls 
a sub-sty-tooty for the rest of your punnishment.” “ How much will 
it be? ” says I About 10,000 Cash? ” says he. 10,000 Cash ! ” 
says I. It s only 2 pound ten of your munny,’’ says he. So, feeling 
as I shood suttenly die if I had to go through the same tortur again, 
I gave him the munny, and sure eiiuif he soon returned with a pore 
seedy-looking Chinaman who took my place, and my new friend took 
me out of the house by the back-door, and off I set and got home 
without hinterrupshun ! 

As soon as my feet got well I went to a werry sillybrated Phizzy- 
gonomiat, I thinks they calls ’em, to have my fortun told. He werry 
kindly sed that my large mouth and chin, and my furin nose, and 
my large neck, was all most favorable sines ; but added, as he was 
sorry to have to say, that as my eyes was not long ones, and had no 
large pewpils, I must most suttenly have a grate natteral taste for 
picking and stealing ! Whether sich a rewelation was worth fifteen 
sents, or 7-^d.. I must leave you, Sir, to determine ; all I can say is, 
that I thort it dear at the munny. 

I bort wun day a most bewtifool Chineese rapper, and I used offen 
to go and sit on the steps leading to wun of their little tempels, with 



my air werry nicely drest by a air-dresser, and there, with Toby by 
my side, I used to sit and receeve the respecfool ateushuns of the 
astonished parsers-by. 

One of the prin.siple amusements of the hupper nobilleity is the 
of most bewtifool kites ! I have heard of the same thing being 
dun in the great City of London, but I never seed it. I bleeves in both 
cases the kites is made of paper. Everybody smokes in China, hlen 
and Women and Boys and Gals. Sum of the men has baccy-pipes so 
long that they uses them as Walking- Sticks ! 

I was rayther suiprised to find as they warships the Griffin, jest 
such a wun as we has on the top of Tempel Bar, but which our peepel, 
as you kno, don’t warship, not by no means. But the Chineese in 
their dense hignerence calls it a Draggon 1 

In short, Sir, I arives at the conclushun that the Chineese is about 
the rummest lot of peeplo in the hole world, and anyboddy as wants 
plenty of fun had better cum here at wunce, but not stay long, and 
don’t heat dogs or cats, or wdsit Mandereen’s Wives. 

‘•Thank you, very much,” said. Jl/r. Punch, when Bobebt had 
finished speaking, ‘‘ but I am afraid T can stay with you no longer. 
I wish to pay a flying visit to the Colonies, But first I must show 
Ml*. Stanley that, great Discoverer though he may be, I can yet over- 
explore him ! ” Then, accompanied by his faithful Toby, he wished 
that they should be in Central Africa. Urged by his companion, in 
this instance, he took some copious notes. He preserved them, and 
they are thus able to be embodied in this veracious chronicle. 



cl/ 


MR. PUNCH AND TOBY IN CENTRAL AFRICA. 

T R U G G L E throu gh th® 
jungle ; hardships begin- 
ning. Black-legs, engaged 
owing to strike amongst 
Pohhas, ot: native porters, 
fast dwindling, owing to 
energetic picketing with 
poisoned arrows from be- 
hind trees by small brown 
dwarfs. Pursued one, and 
after boxing his ears se- 
verely. dismissed him with 
threat of telling his mother. 
Jungle almost impassable. 
All heavier baggage sent 
on to Central Africa by 
Parcels Delivery. After 
four days* wandering, 
the Lady Guide, who 
had been represented as 
“thoroughly conversant 
with the district,’’ began 
to cry and said she had 
lost the path. Dismissed her on the spot, paying her return fare, 
though under no legal obligation to do so. Beally loo ridiculous to 
attempt to conduct a party through the Dark Continent with nothing 
but an ordnance map of Epping Forest! Long and f mil less search 
for track ; fortunately, just as despair reached climax, met a KojypaJi 
(or native policeman) and asked him— turned out to be only just round 
the corner. 

On the main road again ; Passed a native caravan ' of nomad 
JDjpsis. Bought a hearth-brush and door-mat. At mid-day, took the 
sun with portable camera. Sun moved and spoilt negative. Made 
some observations. 

Beached native village — N’yutoihigania. Much struck by native 
method of ascending palms for cocoa-nuts, carvying letters, wrestling, 
&c. Visited King Mahbul of Pigzinklovaland. Much interested by 
efforts of King with his three favourite wives, all under iDfluence of 
Pomh6 or palm-beer, to roll into royal kraal. 

On again ; progress obstructed by the JS'eh'kUh of Nuffintowara. 
who seemed bent on giving battle. Sent messenger to King with 
present of shirt-studs, after which allowed to pass unharmed. 
Further on, stopped by band of Geimi-Clrvljlja$i who evidently meant 
being nasty. Called to them pleasantly in native tongue. Chehe- 
bolo-iiangv-yanzUtooraU I ” (Good-morning\ have you used Scours’ 
Soap ?) Found they hadn’t, and presented them with a packet, also 
with bmshes and other articles of the toilette, of which they were in 
great need. 

Came to open space near K’yuinarkiti. Saw some Pan'lcorsis 
running in and out of brushwood in highly suspicious manner. 
Found on inquiry that they were only ‘-out for an airing” not “on 
the job.*’ Much relieved. Conference with King M’roraof the 'Wezijiji 
tribe ; trumpets sounded as soon as he was done. 

Discovered large river of colour of strong giecn tea. Kained it 
the Sir 'Wilfrid Lawson. Entered territory of the Buinboozi people. 
Their king, Mopzanbrumzi, offering his services as guide. MOPS- 
ANBRUMzi most cordial, but much too drunk to be of any material 
assistance. Once powerful intellect now, alas ! degraded. Made a 
long speech in the Ikkupi dialect- quite unintelligible. Mopzan- 
BRTJMzi presented with a small tin of Boyal Mail Bed Paint, with 
which, when the expedition left, he was pioceeding to decorate the 
vicinity. 

On the lagoon. An adventure befell Toby, which, but for prompt 
action, might have had fatal teimination ; Toby mistook open 
mouth of hippopotamus for drain, and rnshed down in search of 
rat. Hippopotamus closed mouth, with expression intimating plainly 
that “ NTo conti’ibutions can he returned unless accompanied by stamps 
and directed wrapper.” Toby’s barking inside fainter. At length 
remembered having brought Beport of Parnell Commission for 
Ijrivate reading. Bead Beport to Hippopotamus slowly, until 
symptoms of weariness observable in huge pachydenn. Bead on, 
and hippopotamus yawned ; whereupon whistled to Toby, who ran 
up, not much the worse, except that frill had lost every vestige of 
cohjur. 

Engaged native interpreter, as no conversation-man nals published 
for countries in this district. Excellent fellow— clean, strictly honest, 
total abstainer ; only one blemish— not discovered till later— a bit of 
a cannibal when he got the chance. Sent him on to announce our 
arrival to the Dilli-dillis, but found none in the neighbourhood when 
we came up — only some things wkioh he said were fossils. Made no 
comment, but resolved to send them to Professor Huxley, and see 
what Jus opinion is. 

Among the Bong Booshis ; despatched Cannibal InteiqDreter to re- 
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No. 392. A Blow Out ; or, Kpes in a Small Boom after Dinner. Mr. <J. is areuinr tlw 
qjaeBtion mtii fair hostesB. Lord Bosebery is regarding tlie Piper -with iLl-disguised horrarw 


Jfoa 118a “ Will It Bite ? What does she see ? A white 
mouse? Delightful this* Mr. Boughton, A.B.A.. 
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No. 98. Small and Early ArcMtecture. Showing how to set up a 
No. 213. John Bams as the Italian boxful of the new building toy bricks. 

Tenor, Signor Masharoni. 

Nos. 39 and 43. Admirable portrait of Sir John Penbee (43) No. 144. “ When 1 
severely lecturing Thomas Hawkslbt, Esq. (39) and evidently Miss A. Axma-Tabema. 
telling the latter that he ought to be more careful. Both admirable No. 160. “I blacked 
prtraits, by Professor Hebkomee, A.E.A., Master of Bushey, Christy Ministrel, and 
F.A.S., M.A., Oxon. this morning. Isn’t it t 

No. 66. “ Good morning, Ma’am ! Have you used SauEBBs’s soap ? No. 162. The Play f\ 

No. I thought not. Try it.” Suggested for Advertisement by No. 164. “ Coming c 
Edwin Ward. over a good story, on v 



No. 82. Evidently a Female Succi, 
or Fasting ‘Woman. 


Undisguised Alarm. “ What have I sat on I ! ” Perhaps entire season. Pebct Biuland. 


No. 144. “ When Earthly Shapes are wrapped in GloomP 
Miss A. Axma-Tadema. 

No. 160. ‘ ‘ I blacked my face last night to play the part of a female 
Christy Ministrel, and I haven’t quite succeeded in getting it off 
this morning. Isn’t it a pity, eh, Mr. Edwin Ward ? ” 

No. 162. The Playful Monster. C. N. Kennedy. 

No. 164. “ Coming a Quiet Chuckle,^^ Old Gentleman thinking 
over a good story, on which he calculates being asked out for the 


you can tell us, Mr. E. W. Maddox. No. 185. The Ferry. ^ Charming ! Ferry much so. G. H. 

No. 90. “ My Eye /—J mean my left eye ” J, J. Shannon. Bouqhton, A.R. A. 

No. 108. Eog Stealing; or, what will they do with itf E. W. No. 186. Dialogue overheard in front of this : — 

Macbeth, A.E. A. Me. Is that a portrait ? She. Yes ; I think so. He. Whose ? 

No. 114. ^^Out! Out! Damp Spot! Hebbebt Daxziel. She {after referring to catalogue). George Lewis. 

No. 119. Paised under Glass. Preserved Pheasant to be wound He {suddenly, after a pame). Who’s George Lewis P 1 1 ! 1 1 

up and go off with a whirr-r. Can’t make game of this. Tour What the reply was we don’t know, — ^the question was too much for 
health, Sir John Millais, Bart., E.A. us, and we were caught in an attendant’s arms, taken upstairs 

No. 122. Question of taste, “ Do these trousers go well with my tenderly, and treated with care in the refreshment room. Who could 
Academicals? No. So I’ll only show just a little bit of ’em, knee imagine such ignorance possible in this “so-called Nineteenth Cen- 


•plus ultra. That ’ll please the artist.” J. J. Shannon. 


‘ Who is George Lewis ! ” 


“ Ask a policeman.” 


MB. PUKOffS DICTIONARY OP PHRASES. 

Journalistic Criticism. 

“ This piece must come off at once ; ” i.e., “ I ’ve got one which 
would just come in nicely, and could let ’em have it cheap.” 


are tne two inings lor wnion every ooay is going to praise mis 
dramatic author. So I ’ll have my knife into him.” 

“ The music is pretty enough, though some of the principal melodies 
irresistibly call to mind the popular works of other composers ; ” i.e., 
“He’ll be praised for his onginality. Bah I I’ve written thiugs 
just as good as these.” 

. “.4 most amusing Article, but a little of it goes a long way i.e.. Is 
tired of his subject, and wants to turn his attention to something else. 

Social, 

It ^s a very curious fact ; ” i.e,, “Now to pile on the embroidery.” 

“ Now, do dr^ all formality, and look in to dinner quite in a 
friendly way. But you must take us just as you find ««:” i,e., 
“It counts as a formal invitation, and he ’s sure not to come.” 

“ You caWt come ! Oh, 1 ’m so sorry ! ” i.e., “ Didn’t even know 
I ’d asked her.” 

Plateormulabs. 

If at any time, by one jot, or one tittle, or one hair's breadth, or 
in the very slightest degree, or in the least ; ” i.e., “ What, oh, what 
was I going to say ? Can’t go on like this for ever.” 

h ever was the country menaced with a more critical danger; 
never was our Party more enthusiastically united in confronting 
it; ” t.e., “ It won’t make a bad cry, and may pull the stragglers 
together a bit,” 

“ An oration which for a splendid combination of close reasoning 
and moving eloquence, is scarcely paralleled even among the many 
masterpieces of the illustrious speaker ; ” i.e., “ An average speech 
from the point of view of the speaker's joumalistio supporters.’^ 

“ Its loose logic, ineffective rhetoric, and undignified petulance, 
furnishes a pitiful proof of the intellectual and moral decadence of 
a once great name ; ’’ i.e.. The same oration seen from the other side. 

Friendly Comments on Charaoteb and Accomplishments. 

**JSrw knowledge of music is something quite phenomenal 
“ He knows, and can talk about, absolutely nothing else.” 

“ Would he quite lovely, hut for a certain je ne sais quoi which 


repels most people ; ” i,e,, “ Beautiful beyond all criticism that is not 
vaguely venomous,” 

“ You dear thing ! ” ie., “ You moonsequent little noodle I ” 

CURIOMANIA. 

“ How quite too weirdly quaint ! ” i.e , “What an uncanny horror 
of archaic ugliness I ” 

“ How quite too awfully kind of you to take all this trouble /” i.e., 
“ Foolish old faddist I What is bliss to him is boredom to me.” 

How fearful you must he of fire!" i.e,, “Oh, for a lucky con- 
flagration I ” 

Railboad Amenities. 

“ Oh, I 'm sure I shall enjoy it immensely ; ” i.e., “ He can’t talk 
any more than a semaphore, and looks as sleepy as an owl.” 

“ What ! You go right on to-day without changing f ” That is 
nice;" ie., “Confound it! I thought there would be a chance of a 
cigar after the Junction.” 

“ Oh yes, plenty of room, and pleased to have you ie., “ Old 
nuisance I will quite spoil my promising tete-d-tete. 

Pbepabing pob Pbivate Theatricals. 

“ You see you have just the figure'— slim and graceful you know — 
for Signor Dumcramhoni, which is the great thing ;" %.e., “Must 
flatter him a little, or he ’ll kick at the one-speech part.” 

“ Oh, I leave myself entirely in your hands;" i.e., “Wait till 
I ’m fairly in, and I ’ll show him ! ” 

“ Beally, the prodigious passion that Mr. Elderberrie throws into 
the declaration-scene quite disconcerts me ;" ie., “Preposterous old 
pump-handle I ” 

“ Well, I'm sure I don't know what we should do without You ! 
You put us all right;" ie., “Fussy old idiot! Ouoe spoke to 
Macreadx, and fancies himself no end of a Manager,” 

Trade Embellishments. 

Champagne. Grand Vin. Special Brand. Cuvie Itiservie,lSl4^. 
Offered at 28k, the Dozen. Only a few dozen of this magnificent wins 
are left;" i.e., A dangerous home-maDufactnred compound of apple 
and gooseberry, that could not be safely offered even at a funeral. 

“ The ‘ Indian Sunrise ’ Bheumatic Vinegar, distilled in the far 
East from the choicest Oriental herbs;" t.e., Some stuff made in 
Shoreditch of common blue vitriol and turpentine. 

Over the Baby, 

“ Oh, how like!" i.e., “Like?— Yes, like every other baby.” 
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MR. PUNCH’S MORAL MUSIC-HALL DRAMAS. 

No. XI.— THE BIVAL DOLLS. 

“Mies JbnmT and Polly Had each, a new dolly.” — Vide JPoem. 

CHABAOTBRS. 

Spolifi ! By the Sisters Lmkae. 

} BytheTwoAEMSTKONGS. 

Scene— ^ Nursery ^ Enter Miss Jenny and Miss Polly, who 
perform a blameless step-dance with an improving chorus. 

Oh., isn’t it jolly ! we ’ve each, a new doUy, 

And one is a Soldier, the other ’s a Tar ! 

"We ’re fully contented with what ’s been presented, 

Such good little children we both of us are ! 

'[They dance up to a cupboard^ from which they bring out two 
large EollSy which they place on chairs. 

Miss J, BonH^ihffy look nice ! Come, Polly, lefus strive 
To make ourselves believe that they ’re alive ! 

Miss P. (addressing Sailor D.). I’m glad you ’re mine. I dote on 
all that ’s nautical. 

The Sailor JD, (opening his eyes ‘suddenly). Excuse me. Miss, your 
sister ’s more my sort o’ gal ! 

[JTwsetf his hand to Miss J., who shrinks back^ shocked and 
alarmed. 

Miss J, Oh, Polly, did you hear ? I feel so shy ! ^ 

The Soldier B, (with mild self-assertion), I can fi 
say “ Pa ” and “ Ma ’’—and wink my eye. *1 
[Boes so at Miss P., who runs in terror to 
Miss J.’s side. 

Miss J, "Why, both are showing signs of anima- 
tion ! [gination I 

Miss P. Who ’d think we had such strong ima- 
The Soldier Boll (aside to the Sailor D.). I say, 
old fellow, we have caught their fancy— 

In each of us they now a rcM man see I 

Let’s keep it up ! 

The Sailor B, (dubiously), D ’ye think as we 
can do it ? 

The Soldier B, you’'Btick by me, and I will see 
you through it. 

Sit up, and turn your toes out,— don’t you loll ; 

Put on the Man, and drop the bloomin’ Poll ! 

[The Sailor Poll pulls himself together, and 
rises from chair importantly. -V"- 

The Sailor B, (in the manner of a Music-hall / \ 

Chairman ) — 

Ladies, with your kind leave, this gallant gent 

Will now his military sketch present. 

[Miss J. and P. applaud the Soldier P., 
after feebly expostulating, is induced to 
sing. 

Song, by the Soldier Boll, 

When I used to be displayed In the Burlington Arcade, With 
artiUery arrayed Underneath. Shoulder Hump ! 

I imagine that I made All the Lady Polls afraid, I should draw my 
Wttle-blade Prom its sheath. Shoulder Hump ! 

For I ’m Mars’s gallant son, And my back I ’ve shown to none, Hor 
was ever seen to run Prom the 'strife I &o. 

Oh, the battles I ’d have won, And the dashing deeds have done, If 
I ’d ever fired a gun In my life I &o. 

lief rain (to be sung marching round Stage), 

By your right fiank. Wheel ! Let the front rank kneel I With the 
bristle of the steel To the foe. 

TiB their regiments reel, At our rattling peal, And the military zeal 
We show! 

[Repeat, with the whole company marching round after mm. 
The Soldier Boll, My friend will next oblige— this jolly Jack Tar 
Will give his song and chorus in charack-tar I 

[Sama business with Sailor P. 

Song, by the Sailor Boll, 

Li costume I ’m So maritime, You ’d never suppose the fact is, 

“get In Eegent Street, I’d precious little naval 


That with the Fleet 
practice ! 

There was saucy craft, Eigged fore an’ aft, Inside o’ Mr, Cre-mer’s. 
Prom Noah’s Arks to Clipper-built barques, Like-wise mechanical 
stea-mers. 

But to navigate the Serpentine, Yeo-ho, mv lads, ahoy ! 

With clockwork, sails, or spirits of wine, Yeo-ho, my lads, ahoy I 
I did respeckfully decline. Bo I was left in port to pine, 

Which wasn’t azaotually the line Of a rollicking SaBor Boy, 
Yeo-ho I Of a rollicking Sailor Bo-oy ! 


Yes, there was lots Of boats and yachts, Of timber and of tin, too ; 
But one and all Was far too small For a doB o’ my size to get into I 
I was too big On any brig To ship without disas-ter, 

And it wouldn’t never do When the cap’n and the crew W ere a set 
o’ little swabs aB plas-ter ! 

Chorus— ^0 to navigate the Serpentine, &c. 

An Ark is p’raps The herth for chaps As is fond o’ Natural Hist’ry. 
But I sez to Shem And the rest o’ them, “How you get along at 
aB’s a iDoysfry ! 

With a Wild Beast Show Let loose helow, And four fe-males on 

deck too! i -l-l i 

I never could agree With your happy fami-lee, And your lubberly 
ways I objeck to.” 

[ Chorus, ECornpipe by the company, after which the Soldier 
Poll advances condescendingly to Miss J enot. 

The Sold, B, Invincible I ’m reckoned by the Ladies. ^ 

But yield to yon — though conquering my trade is ! 

MissJ, (repulsing himi). Oh, go away, you great conceited thing, you I 
[The Sold. P. persists in offering her attentions. 
Miss P. (watching them bitterly). To be deserted by one’s doB does 
sting yon ! [ The SaBm P. approaches. 

The Sailor B, (to Miss P.) Let me console yon, Miss, a Sailor PoB 
As swears bis ’art was ever true to Poll ! 

(N, E, — Good opportunity for Song here , ) 

Miss T. (indignantly to Miss J.) Your Sailor’s teasing me to be 
his idol ! 

Do make him stop — (spitefully ) — When you ’ve 
quite done with my doll ! 

Miss J, (scornfully), li yon suppose /want your 
wretched warrior, 

I ’m sorry for you I 

Miss P. I for you am sorrier. 

Miss J, {xcee^ging, R.). Polly preferred to me— 
wnat ignominy I 

Miss P. (weeping, L.). My horrid Sailor jilting 
me for Jenny ! 

[PAe two Bolls face one another, 0, 
Sailor B. (to Soldier P.). Yon ’ve made her sluice 
her skylights now, yon swab ! 

Soldier B, (to Sailor P.). As you have broke her 
heart, I ’B break your nob ! [Bits him. 
Sailor B, (in a pale fury). This insult must he 
blotted out in brau! 

Soldier B, (fiercely). Come on, I’ll shed your 
sawdust — if I can ! 

[Miss J. and P, throw themselves between the 
combatants, [scolded, 

Miss J, For Tany mess you make we sbaB be 
So wait until a drugget we ’ve unfolded I 

[They lay down drugget on Stage, 
The Soldier B, (politely). No burry, Miss, we 
don’t object to waiting. 

The Sailor B, (aside). His valour— like my 
own — ’s evaporating ! 

(Befiantly to Soldier P.). On guard I You ’B see how soon I ’B run 
you through! . 

(Confidentially), (If you will not prod me, I won’t pink ym,) 

The Soldier B, Through your false kid my deadly blade I ’B pass ! 
(Confidentially), (Look here, old fellow, don’t you be a hass !\ 

[ They exchange passes at a considerable distarwe. 
The Sailor B, (aside), Pon’t lose your temper now I , 

Sold, B, Pon’t get excited, 

Po keep a little farther off ! 

Sail, B, Pelighted ! 

[ Wounds Soldier P. by misadventure. 
Sold, B, (annoyed). There now, you ’ye gone and made upon my wax 
Sail. B, Excuse me, it was really quite an accident. ^ [a dent I 
Sold, B, (savagely). Such clumsiness would irritate a sai]Q± ! 

[Stabs Sailor PoB. 

Miss J, and P, (imploringly). Oh, stop I the sight of sawdust turns 
us faint ! [They drop into chairs, swooning. 

The Sailor D, I ’B pay you out for that ! [/S^aSs Soldier P. 

Sold, B, Eight through you ’ve poked me I 

Sailor B, So you have me! ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ „ 

Sold B, You shouldn’t have provoked me ! [They fall transfixed. 

Sailor B, (faintly), Alas, we have been led away by vanity 
Polls shouldn’t try to imitate humanity I 
Soldier B, For, if they do, they’ll end like us,^ nnpitied, 

Each on the other’s sword absurdly spitted I 

j ’Bies, Miss J, and P. revive, and bend sadly over the corpses, 
enny. From their untimely end we draw tMs moral, 

How wroimr it is, even for dolls, to quarrel ! 

Miss Roily, Yes, Jenny, in the fate of these poor feBows see 
What sad results may spring from female jealousy I ^ 

[ They embrace penitently as Curiam falls. 



[Dies, 
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To think that the Sweated (improvident 
elves 1) 

Are, at the hottonij to blame themselves ! 
They.^re poor of spirit, and weak of will, 

They marry early, have little skill ; 

They herd together, all sexes and ages, 

And take too tamely starvation wages; 

And if they will do so, much to their shame, 
How can the Capitalist he to blame ? 
Eemedies? Humph I We really regret 
We don’t see our way to them. People must 
sweat, 

Must stitch and starve till they almost drop ; 
But let it he done in a lime-washed shop ! 

To drudge in these dens is their destined fate, < 
But keep the dens in a decent state. 

More inspectors, fewer bad smells, 

These be our cures for the Sweaters’ Hells 1 

Be volutions with rose-water cannot be made! 
So it was said. But the horrors of Trade. 
Competition’s accursed fruit, 

The woman a drudge, and the man a brute, 
These, our Committee of Lordlings are sure, 
Can only be met by the Bose-water Cure ! 

The Sweating Demon to exorcise 
Exceeds the skill of the wealthy wise. 

Still he must “ grind the face of the poor,” 
(Though some of us have a faint hope, to be 
sure, 

That the highly respectable Capitalist 
To the Lords’ mild lispings will kindly list.) 
Ho ; the Demon must work his will 
On his ill-paid suffering victims still ; 

But— he ’d better look with a little less dirt. 

So sprinkle the brute with our Bose-water 
SauirtI 1 1 

An Enteetainment oe a Good Stamp.— 
The Penny Postage Jubilee Exhibition at the 
Guildhall. 


SONG SENTIMENTIANA. 

(A delightful “ AlUthe-Tear-Round^'* Jdesort for 
the Fashionable Composer,) 

Example IV. — ^Treating of a passion which, in 
the’ well-meant process of making the best of it, 
unconsciously saddles its object with the some- 
what harassing responsibility of competing with 
the Universal Provider. 

Thou art aU the world to me, love, 

Thou art everything in one, 

m Erorn my early 

To kidney 
Erma my canter in 
To m:^invitation 

^ countr/ iSiow, 
love. 

To my festive London Punch* 

Thou art all in all to me, love, — 

Thou art bread and meat and drink ; 
Thou art air and land and sea, love, — 
Thou art paper, pens, and ink. 

Thou art all of wnich I ’m fond, love ; 

Thou art Whitstables from Bule’s, — 
“Little drops” with Spiers and Pond, 
love,— 

Measures sweet at Mr. Poole’s. 

Thou art everything I lack, love, 

Prom a month at Brighton gay 
(Bar the journey there and back, love) 

To the joys of Derby Day — 

From the start from my abode, love, 
With a team of frisky browns, 

To the driving “ on the road,” love, 

And the dry vin on the Downs I 


Thou art all the world to me, love,— 
Thou art all the thing contains ; 

Thou art honey from the bee, love, — 
Thou art sugar from the canes. 

Thou art stay I I ’ve made a miss, 

love; 

I ’m forgetting, on my life ! 

Thou art all— excepting this^ love, — 
Your devoted servant’s wife I 


CHABLES THE EIBST. 

Sib,— Did Charles the First walk and 
talk half an hour after his head was cut off, 
or not? Yours, 

A YERmER OF Facts. 

Sir,— Charles the First walked and 
talked one quarter of an hour^ not half, as 
is erroneously supposedjafter his decollation. 
We know this by two Dutch pictures which 
I had in my possession until only the other 
day, when I couldn’t find them anywhere. 

Yours, Historian. 

Sir,— King Charles the First lost his 
head long before he came to the scaffold. 
I have the block now by me. From it the 
well-known wood-cut was taken. 

CONSULE PlAUCO. 

Sir, — It is a very curious thing, but all 
the trouble was taken out of Charles’s 
head and put into mine years ago by one of 
the greatest Charleses that ever lived, 
whose name was Dickens ; and mine, with- 
out the “ ENS,” is 

Yours truly, “Mr. Dick.” 

P.S.— “ ‘Mr. Dick sets us all right,’ said 
My Aunt, quietly.” 












PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Mat 24, 1890. 


A CHAPTER OF DICKENS UP TO DATE. 

{1% wTvkh Mrs. Earris, assisted hy a Carpet^ is the cause of a division 
"between "Friends.') 

apartment wore, metaphorically speaking, a Bab- 
B^admn aspect, being considerably topsy-tnrvey, as rooms have a 
Mbit 01 being after any untLStial ebnUition of temper on the part of 
their occupants. It was certainly not swept and garnished, although 

I ' V ■ \ < ■- I 

Vi' ‘i\i' 


/ wwm 







“ Bother yonr camels, and your crokydiles too ! ” retorted 
Mrs. Pbio, with indifference. “ Wy, Sairet, wot a tempest in a 
teapot, to be sure ! ” 

Mrs. G-amp looked at her with amazement, incredulity, and indig- 
nation. “ Wot !” she with difficulty ejaculated. “A — tempest— 
in— a— Teapot ! ! And does Betsey Pnie, my pardner for so many 
years, call her friend a Teapot, and- decline to take up Sairby’s 
righteous quarrel with a Mrs. Harris ? ” 

Then Mrs. Prio, smiling more scornfully, and folding her arms 
still tighter, uttered these memorable and tremendous words, — 

‘‘ Wy, certainly she does, Sairey Gamp ; most certainly she does. 
Wich I don’t believe there ’s either rhyme or reason in seen an absurd 
quarrel ! ” After the utterance of which expressions she leaned for- I 
ward, and snapped her fingers, and then rose to put on her bonnet, 
as one who felt that there was now a gulf between them, which 
nothing could ever bridge across. 


THE PATIEl^T AT PLAY. 

Adviser. Have you ever been present at a performance of The 
Bead Heart f 

Fatient. Ho ; and I know nothing of a Tale of Two Cities. 

A. Then surely you are well acquainted with All for Her f 
P. I regret to reply in the negative. 

-4. Perhaps, you have seen the vision in The Bells, or the Corsican 
Brothers f 

P . Alas ! I am forced to confess I am familiar with neither! 


its o^er was preparing for the reception of a visitor. That visitor 

was JoETSlflY Jl RIQ-, 

ehinmey-piece was ornamented with three photo- 
grap^: one ot herwlf, looking somewhat severe; one of her friend 
Md hosom companion, Mrs. Pmg, of far more amiable aspect ; and 
°“f, mystenons pwsonage supposed to be Mrs. Haseis. 

nr™ don’t be long!” said 

Mrs. Gamp, apostroplusmg her absent friend. “Tor I’m in no 
mood tor waitmg, I do assure you. I’m easy pleased, but I must 
fl^ays the best and wisest), and have it 

parti and 

that not fnendly, as I could wish, but bearin’ malice in our arts.” 

^ '* * * ^^^ iff 

Bemey,’’ said Mrs. Gamp, “I will now propoge a [toast. Mv 
fr^uent pardner, Beiset Peig ! ” ^ ^ 

’?^hich, altering the name to Sairah Gamp, I drink,” said 
Mrs. “with love and tenderness!” . ^ urma, sma 

A. business with pleasure, 

we ve done afore, wot is this bothersome affc about 
wkoh you wants to consult me ? Are you a-goin’ to caU me over 
the Carpet once more, Saiebt?” i-oiimo over 

Drat the Carpet ! ” exclaimed Mrs. Gamp, with a vehement n- 
ploBiTOneM whOT^^r unexpeetedMss quite disconcerted her friend. 
<< ! “quired Mrs. Pma, solemnly. 

Betsy Pnia, it is,” snapped Mrs. Gamp, angrilv, “ that verv 
otker, T^ch, after twenty years of trust ? 
never know d nor never expected to, which it ’nrts a feeling ’art even 

3 ! 0 U say nqthink against poieks, Beeset, and I’ll sav 
noi^ ag^st mnsicians, ’ retorted ^s. Gamp, mysteriondyr ^ 
Oh I then it was to call me over the Carpet that vou sent for itia 
» *®j®i?®d Mrs. Imo, with a smile. 

to.” replied 

ret(^d Mra, Gamp, “you don’t, don’t yon? WeU 

share_ alike is my mortar,” continned Mrs. 
^a:^ , that as bm my princerple, ana I’ve fonnd it mir 


A. Dear me I This is very sad I Strange I I will give you a 
pr^oription. Go to Paul ICauvar. You will then be provided with 
a thoroughly enjoyable mixture. 

\ExitPatient to Brury Lane^ where he passes a delightful ex^ening. 


NELLIE AT THE SOHGEEIES. 

{Another Legchid of the Royal Military Exhibition. ) 

Tot Lady once more left her frame in the Club Morning Boom. 

” j ^ wrong,” she murmured, as she wended her way 

towards the now familiar spot. “Poor Nellie, after all, wasno^ 
dee^I I am glad of it,— very glad in- 

And the flesh tints of Sir Peter Lely’s -S jMM SL 
paint-brush brightened, as a smile played /] 

across the canvas features. 

“ I’faith ! the Military gentlemen are gal- 
lants, one and all I To be sure I Then how 
would it be possible that the foundress of a 
hospital should be overlooked ? And one as $!s. 
comely as myself I ” 

So, well pleased, she journeyed on. As she 
reached the river, there was quite a crowd, — 
people were coming by rail, and boat, and 

omnibus. It was quite like the olden days of i 

the Exhibitions at South Kensington. She 

passed through the turnstiles, and then found 

the cause of the excitement. There were all ^ 

sorts of good things. A gallery full of pie- 

tnres, and relics of battles ancient and modern, 

a museum of industrial work, a collection of everything interesting 

to a soldier. In the grounds were balloons, and fireworks, assaults at 

arms, and the best military bands. At length the Lady from the 

trame in the Club Morning Room stood before a portrait showing 

^ ?? ^ comely presence. 

bflr/i ^ 7 iB-y hands a model of the Hospital 

hard-by I Gad zooks I as poor dear Rowley used to say, I ha^ no 
cause for complaint I , I thank those kind hearts who caA find good 
in everything,— even m poor Nellie I ” 

And,^ thoroughly satisfied at the treatment she had received at the 
MoS^Room Q-wynne returned to her haunt in the Club 

Quartette.— 'Welcome to the Meister Glee Singers. 

his name, is by no means brutal, though he 
pardoned for being so when he sees his cofileague Mr, 
S^TON suiting everybody to a T. Mr. Hast has just as mxwh speed 

gentleman should be neither angry 
NoR(moss, since he always sings in tune. ’Tis a mod world, my 
Meisters, but, mad or not, we shall always be glad to hear your gleei? 

hurt you in the least, and it will 
be out before you know where you are ; ” i.e., “ You will suffer in the 
one mmnte and thirty-nine seconds I am tugging at your jaw, all 

concentrated agony of forty-eight continuous hours of wrenching 
your crushed and tortured body off your staring and staggered head*^ 
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WEEK BY WEEK. 

Day everywhere. JUfr. PwwcA appears. Crowds 
in Fleet Street. The Fumhers up in the Office Window. Recep- 
tions, alarums, (eight day) excursions (there and back) to meet 
H. M. STAiqxET, Curfew at dusk. No followers allowed. 

Crowds out to meet H. M. Stanley. Mrs. Nemo’s sixth 
and last dance to meet Mr. H. M. Staisxet, as he hasn’t been 
to any of the others. 

Friday . — Lecture by Mr. Chae.lesWyotham on “ the block system,” 
in the time of Chaeles the First. Admission by entrances only. 

Saturday . — Centenary Celebration of a lot of things. Review of the 
events of the past month in Hyde Park, by the Editor of the 
Nineteenth Century, to meet Mr. Stajstlet. Ceremony of con- 
ferring the Order of the Adelphi on H. M. Stanxet, by Messrs. 
Gatti. 

Sunday . — Short services from Dover to Calais. No sermon. Collection 
in Hyde Park. H. M. Stanley goes to meet somebody else for a 
change. 

Expedition to find H. M. Stanley. 

r«65c?ay.““Readings of the Barometer, and lecture on hot-house 
plants and French grapes, by; Sir Somers Yine. At Tatter- 
sail’s, Lecture on the approaching “Eve of the Derby,” and the 
female dark races. 


It has been finally settled that Mr. Phil Gorman, who will be 
remembered in connection with the catering^ department at all the 
public dinners held of late years in Sloshneld, is to be the next 
mcumbent of the highest municipal office in that prosperous borough. 
Mrs. Gorman is a daughter of the celebrated local poet, James Posh, 
whose verse still occasionally adorns the Sloshfleld Standard. 


A remarkable incident is stated to have taken place at Lady B ’s 

fancy dress ball. A gentleman, wearing the gorgeous costume of a 
Venetian Senator of the renaissance period, somewhat awkwardly 
entangled his spurs in the flowing train of a beautiEul dSbutante^ 
dressed to represent Diana the Huntress. Some of those in the 
immediate vicinity of the ill-used goddess aver that she was dis- 
tinctly heard to say, “Pig!” Those who know her better declare, 
however, that, with her usual politeness, she merely remarked, “I 
heg your pardon.” Hence the misconception, which is certainly 
pardonable. 


The trees in the Park are now assuming their brightest verdure. 
It is interesting to note that the number of sparrows shows no signs 
of diminution. 


Excellent subject Sir Arthttr has chosen for his serious opera — 
Ivanhoe. It is now finally settled that the part of Rowena will not 
be entrusted to Mr. Herrert Campbell. It is whispered that the 
great etfect will be the song of Isaac of York, magnificently orches- 
trated for fifteen Jews’ harps, played by lads all under the age of 
twelve. They have already commenced practice under the eye of 
Sir Arthur, who himself is no unskilled performer on the ancient 
lyre of Jubal. 


A EUM CUSTOMER. 

They have bin so ioUy busy lately at the “ Grand Hotel,” and a 
reel grand Hotel it is too, that they wanted suna assistence m the 
werry himportant line of Waiters ; so they werry 
Laterally sent for me, and in course I went, 
and a werry nice cumferal place it is for ewery- 
body, both Waiters and Wisiters, and I can 
trewly say as I aint had not a singel oomplamt 
since I have been here. 

Well, one day a young Swell came a saunter- 
ing in, about 4 o’clock, and wanted to know if 
he cood have a lunch lor a gentleman, and in 
the hansomest room as there was in the house. 
Of course I was ekal to the ocashun, and told 
him, yes, he coud, and not opiy in the han- 
somest room in that house but in the hansomest 
room in Lundom and I at wunce showed him 
into our Marble Pillow Room, w;hich I coud see at a glarnoe made a 
werry deep impression on his mind, which I was not at all surprized 
at, for it is about as near a approach to Paradise as you can resonably 
expect so werry near the Strand. , ,, x 

' So I sets biTYi down at a sweet little round table, and I puts a 
lovely gold candlestick on it, with two darling little cherubs a cumpg 
up it, jest as if they was a going for to lite the candle, and then 
he borders his simple luncheon,^ which it was jest a cup of our 
shupexior chocolate and two xquisite little beef and am san dwit ches, 
and wile he eat and drank ’em ne arsked me sech lots of questyuns as 




THE MODERN PISTOL. 

Base is the Slave that Pats 1” 


farely estonished me. Such as, How much did the four Marbel 
Pillows cost ? So I said, about 200 pound, for I allers thi^s as 
hed Waiter should be reddy to anser any question as he is arsked, 
weather he knos anythink about it or not. 

Then he wanted to know where we got all our bewtif ool flowers f ronn 
and I told him as we had ’em in fresh every morning from the South 
of France along with our Shampane, which was made a purpose for 
us by the most sellebrated makerSj and consisted of two sorts, mz . : 
di^ for the higneramuses and nch for the connysewers. So he 
ordered a bottle of the latter, and drunk two glasses of it, and then 
acshally made me drink one two, and sed as it was the toest as he 
had ewer tasted. He then asked me what made us line aU the rooin 
with such bewtif ool looking glass, and I told him as it was by order of 
most of the most bewtif oolest Ladys in Lundon, who came to dme there 
wunce or twice every week. So he said as how he wiood top m now 
and then to see ’em, for he thort as they gave a sort of relishto a good 
dinner. He then got up, and saying as he didn’t want not no Bill, he 
throwed down a soverain and saying, “ I shall alius know where to 
cum to when I wants a reelly ellegant lunch, in a reelly ellegant room, 
and to be waited on by a reelly respectful Waiter,” went away. 

And now cums the strangest part of the hole affair, for mesenUy 
in rushes our most gentlemanly Manager, and he says, says he, Do 
you know, Robert, who that was as you’ve bm a waiting on r 
** No, Sir I ” says I ; “ why it’s no other than the young — — But 

wild bosses shan’t tear the name and title from me, as I was forbid to 
menshun it : but all I can say is, that if it was known when he was 
a coming next time, there wood be sich a crowd to see him as ewen 
our bewtifool Marble Pillow Room wouldn’t hold. Robert. 


Reported Accident to a Colonel and an Aldebm^. ^Mem- 
srs of the Ancient Corporation will 'do well to open their Roym 
cademy Guide very cautiously, at least when they come [to the 
oulpture Department, as, if come upon suddenly,^ their nervous 
astern would receive a severe shock from the following announce- 
leut:— “2023. Colonel W. H. tnst,” Ve «« ^ 

IV that the worthy and gallant Alderman 1^. ]^ed ,hjni»^ 
igether, and is uncommonly well. By the vay, it is but fair to the 
lulptor to state that bis name is — ahem 1 — W alkbb. 
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AN ANTEDILUVIAN SURVIVAL. 

JS^sihetic Party (JookiTig over FurnisTied House), **A— I'm afeaid, my IiOVB, that this is the kihp of Dinino-EOOM- 

OHB WOULD FBBL THAT ONE OUGHT TO DINB AT SiX O’ClOCH ! ! 1 " 


-IN WHICH 


"NOT SUCH A lOOL AS HE LOOKS.” 

Zeo Britannicus, loquitur 
G^ood Gentlemen both, you ’re on opposite tacks ! 

Well, youT plans you are perfectly welcome to try on. 
They talk of the patience of iambs, or park hacks ; 

They ’re not in it, my lads, with an elderly Lion, 

A Lion, I mean, of the genuine breed. 

And not a thin-skinned and upstart adolescent. 

Dear me ! did I let everybody succeed 
In stirring me up, or m making things pleasant. 

By smoothing me down in a flattering style, 

I ’d have, there ’s no doubt, a delectable time of it. 

You think I look drowsy, and smile a fat smile ; 

Wdl, what if I do ? Where ’s the very great crime of it ? 
A Lion, you know, is not all roar and ramp. 

So, Stanley my hero, why worry and chivey ? 

Mere blarney won’t blind me ; I’m not of that stamp ; 

So don’t hope to hypnotise me, good Catrivi. 

Why, bless you, my boys, long before you were cubbed 
I was charged, by your betters, with being too lazy ; 

But rivals have lound, when outwitted or dmbbed. 

That a calm waiting game is not always so crazy. 

In Indian jungles, American plains, 

And far Eastern wilds, they have fancied me “ bested,” 
Because, when hot rivals were hungry for gains, 

I kept my eyes open, and patiently rested. 

A stolid and sleepy expression toill steal 
At times, I’m aware, o’er my leonine features ; 

But, when the time ’s ripe, my opponents may feel 
I ’m not the moat easily humbugged of creatures. 

In Morth as in South, in the East as the West, 

Opponents planted their paws down before me. 

But where are they now. boys ? J^y suis^ etfy reste f 
Staying power is the thing ; so don’t bully and bore me, 

I hear you, my Stanley, I hear yon and mark ; 

To snub yon for patriot zeal were nngracions ; 


But—well, after all, on your Continent Dark 
My footprints are plain, and my realm ’s pretty spacious, 
IJdon’t mean to say that a purblind content 
' My power should palsy, my policy dominate. 

And Congos and Khartoums that pay cent, per cent. 

Are tempting, but arrogant haste 1 abominate. 

My ** prancing proconsuls” not always are right, 

Whose first and last word for old Leo is “ collar ! 

I ’m not going to flare up like fury and fight 
Every time someone else wins an acre or dollar. 

But if you imagine I ’m out of the hunt 
Every time I take breath, you are vastly mistaken : 

I know you’re a brick, and like language that ’s blunt ; 
Well, Lions sleep lightly, and readily waken ! 

For you, friend CAPErvi,"your manners are nice, 

Your style of caressing is verily charming ; 

How soothingly sweet is your placid advice, 

Your mild deprecation is almost disarming ; 

Almost, hut not quite, for ’tis true Teuton law 
That unfailing defence is the root of the matter ; 

And Leo is fully aware tooth and claw 
Must not be talked off e’en by friendlies who flatter. 

Your prod, my good Stanley, Capeivx, your pat, 

Are politic both : I ’ve an eye upon each of you. 

The lids may look lazy, hut don’t trust to that ; 

I watch, and I wait, and I weigh the ’cute speech of you. 
I do not mind learning from both of your books, 

But though you may think Leo given to slumber. 

He may not be quite such a slug as he looks, 

As rivals have found, dear hoys, times out of number I 


Amongst Cambridge cricketers Mr. Gosling and Mr. Hsotkby 
may be trusted to avoid duck’s eggs, Mr. Rotoll prefers to bat well ; 
and Mr. Lebse wishes he had a freehold when he is at the wickets. 
With Woods, a Hill, a (Steeat)pxeld, a (Beees)eoed and a (Cotte)- 
EiLL, there ’s plenty of variety about Fennee’s ground at present. 




H. M. Stanley. “NOW THEN, STOOPID! KEEP YOUR EYES OPEN! ! 
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TVPFQ Yet in tMs ste is a true altruist. For she knows and tells every- 

lviuuc.KrM I Trco. body how delightful and blessed it is to give, and accordingly in the 

{By Mr, PiimJCs own Type Writer,) purest spirit of self-denial she permits her friends to dispense the 

VTT mrr-n -n/^rN-o T A T>rvTTTvTrrTT3iTTT cash, wEilst she hersolf is Satisfied with the credit. 

No. XII. — THE POOR LADY BOUNTIFUL. ^ mighty river, she receives the ofierings of innumerable 

Poverty is commonly supposed to be a bar to all generosity and tributary streams, which lose their identity in hers, and are swept 
enjoyment of life. Perhaps this may be true of a certain class. But away under her name, to be finally merged in the great ocean of 
there is a kind of genteel and not unfashionable poverty with charitable efiort. Who does not know, that it was mainly owing 
regard to which it is mainly false. A poor lady, for instance, who is to her indefatigable efforts, that the new wing was added to the 
afflicted with an overmastering charitable impulse, and is blessed Disabled District Yisitors* Refuge, and who has not seen at least 

with energy, will use this bar of poverty as a lever with which to one of the many subscription lists to which “per Mrs. So-and-So^^ 

move the bounty of her friends, in order that she herself may appear invariably contributed the largest amount ? Is it not also on record 
bountiful, and, as a rule, her efforts in this direction will be crowned that at the reception which followed the public opening of this wing, 
with a success that would be phenomenal, if it were not so common, when the collecting ladies advanced to deposit their collections at 
The history of her earlier years is easily written. Whilst still a the feet of presiding Royalty, it was the Poor Lady Bountiful who 
child, she begins a collecting career, by being entrusted, on behalf of brought the largest, the most beautifully embroidered and the fullest 
a church building fund, with a card divided purse ? It was felt on all hands, that “ the 

into “ bricks,” each brick being valued at the ' ; 1 1 1 il | i. 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 I dear Princess ” had only done what an Enghsh 

price of hali-a-crown. Her triumphs in in- i! j | j M ' 1 Princess might properly be expected to do, 

ducing her relations and their friends to become I I 1^ I when she afterwards, under the inspiration of 

purchasers of these minute and valueless i | A.l.u.jraK ^ * the cunning Yicar, showered a few words of 

squares of cardboard are great, and the con- i i n'/- 1 golden public praise into the palpitating bosom 

sideration she acquires on all hands as a pre- j ' j Wm I'J'ih H of the champion purse-bearer, 

cocious charitable agent is very acceptable ^pH|V j n ii'i And thus her time is spent. When she is 

even to her childish mind. > i','! ■' organising a refuge she is setting on its 

Her profession having thus been determined, , t I tl legs a dinner fund, "vmen she has eMausted 

she devotes herself with an unflagging ardour i' ' patience of her friends on behalf of her 

to the task of diminishing the available*assets |,./ particular tame widow, she can always begin 

of those with whom she may be brought in \ Hr! afresh with a poverty-stricken refugee, and if 

contact. Her parents, who are not overbur- . -J® , the delights of the ordinary subscription-card 

dened with riches, look on at first with amuse- ' wi Wj , L/^l M Will should ever pall, she can fly for relaxation to 

ment, and afterwards with the dismay which ; ^ Hi . the seductive method of the snowball, which 

any excess of zeal always arouses intheBri- J I *' \ conceals under a cloak of geometrical pmgres- 

tish breast. Their protests, however, fall upon J I llWWibll! Mi ' ' iL accuracy, the most comprehensive 

deaf ears, and they adopt an attitude of severe P 11^1 uncertainty in its results. One painful mci- 

neutrality, in the hope that years and a hus- Tipilj ^ dent in her career must be chronicled. Fired 
band may bring wisdom to their daughter. || i M r example, but without her knowledge, a 

This does not save them from being made r friend of hers from whom she is accustomed 

involuntary sharers in her charitable ini- m j to solicit subscriptions, steps down to do battle 

auities. Her father wakes one morning to find t l \ on her own account in the charitable arena, 

himself famous to the amount of one pound / j H And thus, when next the Poor Lady Bountiful 

ten, contributed under the name of “A Cruel ‘ ‘ ' ' makes an apeal in this quarter on behalf of 

Parent,” to the Amalgamated Society for the a Siberian Count, whom she declares to be 

Reform of Rag-pickers, and his wife at the same time is made quite a gentleman in hi^a own country, she is met by the declaration, 
indignant by the discovery that she figures for twelve-and-sixpence, that further relief is impossible, as her friend has a Bulgarian of 
as “ A Mother who ought to be Proud,” in the balance-sheet of the her own to attend to. Thus there is an end of friendship, and both 
United Charwomen^ s Home Reading Association, Further inquiry parties scatter dreadful insinuations as to the necessity for an audit 
reveals the fact that the former sum resulted from the sale by the of accounts. Eventually it happens that a rich and distant relation of 
daughter to an advertising Old Clothes’ Merchant of two of her her husband dies, and leaves him unexpectedly an income of several 
father’s suits, which, although they had seen service, he had not yet thousands a-year. Having thus lost all her poverty, she retires 
resolved to discard; and the result is the dismissal of the family from the fitful fever of charitable life to the serene enjoyment of a 
butler, who had connived in the transaction. The twelve-and-six- substantial income, and awaits, with a fortitude^ that no collector 
pence had been formed gradually by the accumulation of stray is suffered to disturb, the approach of a non-subscribing and peaceful 
coppers and postage-stamps, which her mother was accustomed to old age. 


leave about on her writing-table, without the least intention that 

they should be devoted to charity. The parents expostulate in OTTR ROOYT'NTn- OFFTmn 

vain. The consciousness that she has diverted to objects, which she ^ . ji’ i a i 

believes to be admirable, money that might have been unworthily J£a7^d Zuck^hj Arthur aBbckett, begins a time slow, but works 
spent, steels the heart of their daughter against their remonstrances, up to an exciting climax, of which the secret is so profoundly kept, 
nor can she be induced to believe that, in thus taking upon herself up till the very last moment, that not the most experienced in sen- 
to interpret or to correct the intentions of her parents, she has done sational plots would discover it* Capitally managed* It is one oi 
wrong. the Arrowsmith Series, and a genuinely artistic shilling shocker. 

Matters, however, are thus brought to a crisis. Her home becomes Black Business.^ By HA^yiiET Smart. Uncommonly smart of 
unendurable to her, and she accepts the offer of marriage made by a him bringing it out just at this time, when the talk everywhere is 
subordinate, and not very highly paid official, in one of the Depart- abo^ the Slave Trade, the struggle for Col^ial life, Stanley, and 
ments of the Civil Service* Her parents pronounce their blessing, the Yery Darkest Africa. There ’s Black Business enough about, 
and rejoice in an event which promises them an immunity from Smart chap Hawley. ^ ^ 

many annoyances. The only thing I’ve to say against the Bcmarke of mil Nye^ in 


ments of the Civil Service. Her parents pronounce their blessing, the Yery D^kest Africa, 
and rejoice in an event which promises them an immunity from Smart chap Hawley. 


many annoyances. J-ne oniy rning i ve lo say againsii xne uj joioi, jLvycf, xu 

The marriage duly takes place, but it is soon evident that the poor one volume, says the Baron, is the size of the book, which is as big 
Lady Bountiful will not allow her change of condition to make any as a f amilti Bible. Nowadays, when busy men can only snatch a 
difference to the vigour and persistency of her charitable appeals, few seconds en 


)ur and persistency 

She continues the old firm and the old business under a new name, form of literature. I ’d rather have three small pocketabie volumes 
and takes advantage of her independence to enlarge immensely the of Bill Nye’s essays and stories than this one cumbersome work, 
field of her operations. No bazaar can be organised without her and which, once on the shelL runs a pretty good chance of being left 
as a stall-holder she is absolutely unrivalled. Missions, teas, treats, there. The majority of Bill Nyb\ sayings pe very amusing,^ and 
penny dinners, sea-side excursions, the building of halls, the endow- one of his short papers shows that the humorist can be pathetic on 
ment of a bishopric, the foundation of a flannel club, all depend upon occasion mthout falling mto mock sentiment. It is published by 
her inexhaustible energy in begging. Nor is she satisfied with public Neely, of New York, and, if reduced in bulk, the Memarks of Bill 
institutions. Private applicants of all kinds gather about her. BTye ought to do very well here, even among those who, for want of 
Destitute but undeserving widows, orphans who have brought the familiarity with American slang, do not keenly appreciate Amerioan 
grey hairs of their parents to the grave, old soldiers and stranded humour. The Baron does appreciate it when it is genuine American 
foreignersbattenuponhercapacitymr taking advantage of her friends, humour, but when the peculiar style is only copied by a journalistic 
For it must be well understood that the restrictea limits of her ’Arry, with whom^ the stupidest and most vu^ar Yankeeisms pass 
husband’s means and his parsimony prevent her from contributing for the highest wit, simffiy because they are Yankeeisms, then for 
anything herself to her innumerable schemes except a lavish expen •* this sort of imitation the Baron has no criticism sxinioiently severe* 
diture of nens and ink and naner with which to set forth her anneals. Baron DH BooK-n OEMS* 


stoncy of her charitable appeals, few seconds en route Ahe handy yolnme is the only really practicable 
old business under a new name, form of literature. I ’d rather have three small pocketabie volumes 


advantage of her independence to enlarge immensely the of Bill Nye’s essays and stories than this one cumbersome work, 
r operations. No bazaar can be organised without her and which, once on the shelf runs a pretty good chance of being left 


anything herself to her innumerable schemes except a lavish expen- this sort < 
diture of pens and ink and paper with which to set forth her appeals. ‘ 
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PICTURES. ROYAL ACADEMY. 


Ko. 651. Two Tales of a Tiger. Adrertiaenient for new 
Eomance by Hider Laggard and Andrew Hang. 




Ko. 216. ‘‘"Walk up! Walk up! Just a goin.^ to begin'!** 
fProbably from a contemporary wood engraving of Whitehall, 
1649, which settles the question as to whether there was a 
“ block '* or not.] 


“Hansom I ** 

Ho. 1,962 hailing the Cab of the Desert (No. 1,958). 



No. 779. The Timid Hare and the Terrible Tortoise. 


OUT AND ABOUT. 

Sir, — I haye been 
about, according to your 
instructions, and I have 
come back with a mixed 
notion that somewhere in 
the dawn of history the 
Q^ueenof Sheba, scantily 
dressed, and attended hy 
her black Chamberlain, 
drove out on a four-horse 
parcel-post van to see an 
exhibition of paintings on 
china at Messrs. Howell 
AND James’s. It is per- 
fectly true that in the 
course of my wanderings 
I had some champagne, 
but not a drop of chicken. 
Consequently, I have 
brougfit my critical 
faculty home with me 
entirely unimpaired. But 
to business. 

Mr. E. J. PoYNXER has 
painted a noble picture of 
the meeting of Solomon 
and the Q^ueen of Sheba, 
and Mr. T. McLean ex- 
hibits it at 7, Hay market. 
I once saw a picture of 
this Q.ueeu on an ancient 
corner - cupboard ; that 
was in. early childhood, 
and the Q,aeen of those 
days was a very Dutch 
Lady. Mr. Poxnter’s is 
quite unlike that one ; in 
fact, she is extremely 
beautiful. But why is 
she overcome? Solomon 
might have been par- 
doned for blushing when 
he saw her, but he takes 
it quite as a matter of 
course. The black Cham- 
berlain is evidently not a 
lord, otherwise he would 
have been more careful 
about his Q^ueen’s dress. 
There are harps, pea- 
cocks, golden lions, lus- 
cious fruits, monkeys, 
marble steps, and gor- 
geous piHars, to complete 
the picture. Cuiionsly 
enough, the other ladies 
do not seem to care for 
the newly-arrived dneen. 
Bravo, Potntee! A great 
picture ! 

After this I hurried to 
the painted China Exhi- 
bition at Howell and 
James’s; very delicate, 
very graceful, and very 
reined. A WUd 
Corner*^ hy H. Leoncb, 
Blue Tits^^ by Miss 
Sausburt— sure to make her Mark(is), — ^two landscapes 
by A. Fisher (who needs no rod) struck me particularly, 
but did not hurt me much. And so to the wilds of 
Finsbury (14, Castle Street) where Messrs. McNamara 
were exhibiting the Postal Yehicles to be used at 
the Penny Postage Jubilee Celebration. I^ve already 
ordered two four-horse ’ '' ' ’ 

and two one* 

and have told Messrs, M, to pu\ 

Sir, ^ I couldn’t resist it. They said it would be 
all right. Please make it so. I am told, that no 
females are employed in these vehicles. Another in- 
justice. I should like to ride in a lovely red carriage 
for ever. Yours, 

Lb Petit Shows. 



No. 24. “ You naughty boy! You Ve been making a snowball, 
and then tnmbled down and hurt yourself! ” 
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IN THE KNOW. 

{By Mr, Bunch* s Own Prophet,) 

Thebe has been lately some racing at Kempton and 
various other places, as to which, I ought perhaps to say 
a few words. Not that I aeknowle^e a right ia any- 
one to dictate to me how and when I shall notice mat- 
ters connected with the txirf . The Bedlamites who mouth 
and gibber about horses and their owners, as i£ they 
were in the constant habit of living on terms of familiar 
intimacy with the aristocracy, instead of being, as they 
probatiy are, the dumjiling-headed parasites of touts 
and stable-boys, are entitled only to the contempt of 
every decent man who knows anything about what he 
professes to understand. At any rate, they have mine. 
My knowledge of the Kempton Course dates back at least 
fifty years. To be sure, it was not at that time a race- 
course, but was mostly ploughed filelds and thickets. 
But if the anserous and asinine mooncalves, whose high 
priest is Mr. Jbhemt, suppose that that fact in any way 
weakens the authority with which I may claim to speak 
on the subject, I can only assure them, that they prove 
themselves fit inmates for the various asylums from 
which they ought never to have been withdrawn. I 
never thought much of Philomel, Ten years ago, I 
observed, with regard to this animal, “ Philomel must 
be watched. There is no knowing what a course of 
podophyllin and ginger might not do. Failing that, I 
shonid feel inclined to say, buncombe.” Mr. J. says, 
this was a different mare. What of that? In turf 
matters the name is everything, and I am therefore 
justified in citing this as one of the most extraordinary 
instances of prescience known to the turf world. 

Megatherium^ I notice, has many admirers. As a 
horizontal bar, or possibly as a clothes-line, he might 
have merits, out as a horse, I must confess, he has 
little to recommend him. When Ldhlolly Boy cantered 
home for the East End Weight-for-age Welter Handi- 
cap, 1 said that the son of Pattlesnake could make mince- 
meat of all his rivals. Since then he has made for his 
owner £5,000,000 in added money, at an initial expense 
of twopence halfpenny for saveloys and onions, a com- 
bination of which this splendid animal is particularly 
fond. Loblolly Boy was by Rowdy out of Soy deny md 
his pedigree mounts up to Sallycomeupy Kissmequicky 
and Curate on Toasty whilst in the collateral line he can 
claim kinship with Artaxerxes and DeviVe Dustpan, In 
the Margate Open Sweepstakes, he ran second to Daddy y 
when the sea was as smooth as an old half crown. If 
there had been wind enough to blow out a wooden match, 
he must have won in a common hand-gallop. 



FELICITOUS QUOTATIONS- 

Maud {on crossing the boundary between Bertfordshire and the oieighhouring comity y 
in which the Muzzling Order does not prevail), ** That 's bight 1 Off with his 
Muzzle ! So mlch for BvcKimuAu !** 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTKICTED FHOM THE BIAHY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Bouse of ComiiionSy Monday y May 12, — “ If a shutter be closed 
in the daytime,” said Old Morality, a little abruptly, 
as we walked down to House to-day, “the stream of 
light piercing through the crevice seems to be in con- 
stant agitation. Why is this ? ” 

Hadn’t slightest idea. Suggested Right Hon. Gentle- 
man had better give notice of question. 

“I can tell you why,” he proceeded, with unwonted 
perturbation. “ Because little motes and particles of 
dust, thrown into agitation by the convective currents 
of the air, are made visible by the strong beam of light 
thrown into the room through the crevice of the shutter. 

That's just the way with us, dear Toby ; a is the hatred 
of Government by the Opposition, the strong desire to 
take our places ; b is the convective currents of air which 
agitate the political atmosphere ; c is the Compensation 
Bill, the strong beam of light which, thrown into House 
through crevice opened by Jokim, makes the whole thing 
clear. Don't know whether I am ; but if you reflect on 


the situation, you'll find there is much in what I say. 
We were going along moderately well. Irish Land Bill, 
of course, a rock ahead; everyone takes that into 
account. Suddenly Jokim, spoiling for a fight, goes and 
invents this Compensation Bill, quietly hands it over to 
Ritchie to work through, and all the greasy compound 
is in the devouring element. Seems a pity we could not 
leave the tolerably satisfactory undisturbed. Now we 're 
in for it. Meetings out-of-doors ; opposition in-doors ; 
prospect of getting on with ordinary work of Session ^ 
receding into distance.” 



Good deal of truth in what Old Morality says. House crowded 
to-night; full of seething excitement. Ritchie moved Second 
Reading of Compensation Bill ; Caine moved Amendment, elimi- 
nating principle of compensation. Capital speech ; would have been 
better if it had been half an hour shorter. Between them, 
Ritchie and Caine occupied nearly^ three hours of sit** 
tingjleaving five hours for the remaining 668 Members. 

“This is not debate,” protested Shaw-Lefbvre, 
sternly ! “it is preaching ; why cannot a man be con- 
cise ? Concision, if I may coin a word, is the soul of 
argument. My old friend Dizzy used to say to me, 
‘ Shaw, what I admire about Lefbvee is his terseness. 
If you want a man to say in twenty minutes everyti^g 
that, from his point of view, is to be spoken on a given 
subject, Shaw-Lepbvee is the man.’ That was, per- 
haps, a too flattering view to take ; but there 's some- 
thing in it, and it makes me, perhaps naturally, im- 
patient of a man who wanders round his subject for an 
hour and a half.” 

Business done, — Debate on Compensation opened. 


Tuesday,— Heard something about good man strug- 
gling witn adversity,” said Member for Sark, looking at 
Rathbone. “Nothing to goody goody man struggBng 
with manuscript of his speech.” 

Rathbone certainly a melancholy spectacle. Evidently 
had spent his nights and days in preparation of speech 
on Compensation Bill ; brought it down in large quarto 
notes. Old Morality glanced across House with sudden 
access of interest ; thought it was a copy-book ; Speech 
evidently highly prized at rehearsals in family circle. 

“I think,” said Rathbone, complacently, “before I 
Can't a-bear verbosity.” sit down I shall show you that the view I take is correct.” 
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This remark interjected early in speech ; proved rather a favourite. Eiffel Tower of patriotism, ready to Second Motion, in a disoonrse of 
Whenever Bathboio: got more than nsnalTy muddled, looked round ninety minutes. 

nervonsly at empty Benches, nodded confidentially to Mace, and “May as well make an afternoon of it,” helsays, gazing" ronndthe 
remarked, “ Before I sit down I think I shall show you ” Wimt expectant but empty Benches opposite. 

it was he meant to show, no one ctnite certain. Elliot Lt 5ES, who Eox just started, when happy thought struck Irish Members, If 
followed, assumed with reckless ligWi-hearted- they divided at once, before Miaisterial 'majority arrived, could 
ness of youth, that he meant to show before carry Second Eeading ; so Brer Eox doubled, and in ten minutes 
he sat down, that the more public-houses got back home. Long Johw folded himself up, till casual passer-by 
licensed, the less drunkenness. might have mistaken him for Picroir. Conservatives, not ready for 

“Thatj^^ said Kathbone, with unaccustomed this manoeuvre, dumfounded. Division imminent; only thing to 
flash of intelligent speech, “was exactly the be done was to make speeches till four o’clock and majority arrived, 
reverse of what I undertook to show the Everybody available pressed into service. Chables Lew^is, coming 
House.” up breathless, declared that “promoters of Bill, wished by a side- 

Would have gone on pretty well omy for stab in thewindof the G’Overnment” — ^he meant by a side-wind — “to 
(1) the Accountant, and (2) Sittclaib.. What- stab the Measure on the same subject the Government had brought 
ever it was Rathbone was going to show before forward.” 

& he sat down, he^ had fortified himself in his That was better ; though how you stab by a side-wind not 

S position by opnnon of a sworn Accountant, explained. Prince Abthue, threw himself languidly into fray. 

Conversations with this Accountant set forth Talked up to quarter past three ; majority beginning to trickle in 
at length. Ratblboite appears to have been T. W. Russell moved Adjournment of Debate. Defeated by 94 
^ kept by the Accountant in state of constat votes against 68. Irish Members evidently in majority of 26. 

surprise. “Lett’s take two places m the Pmce Abthub, with eye nervously watching door, wished that 
I country,’ he said, m one of the more lucid night or Bluoheb would come. Heither arriving, stepped aside, 
passages, WelL tlmre ^e only 360 public- letting Irish Members carry their [Bill; which they did, amii 
houses m Leeds. Shej6S.eldhas400publiohouses tumultuous cheering. 

proportion^ population, whereas Bradford “It’s of no consequence, I assure you,” Prince Abthue said, 

^ n«ctr»'r i ftn \A/a 11 i -xTract an Tvmrth armiAlr •wnT.n ^ m i i. - • J 3 * 


Imsn’t 160. Well, I was so mu^ s^ok with quoting Mr, Toots when he inadvertently* sat down on Florence 

g this, that I wanted to toow whether there were Domhey's best bonnet. ‘ ‘ They may carry their BiU, but we ’U take 

p: any reasons for it. So I applied to] the Ac- the money.” 

W coimtant without t^lmg him my ohjec^^ Business done, — ^Irish Members out-manoeuvre Government, 

really was,” he added, noddmg quite briskly j . 

at the Mace, “to know whether there was Second Reading of Conapensation Bill 

more drunkenness in Leeds or Sheffield. He oarried at early hour this morning, after dull 

tt v i 1 „ said at once, 'that Leeds was the most. Then I debate. Morning Sitting to-day for Supply, 

out not clear, Accountant ‘I don’t care about DaRer than ever. Dullest of all, Jokim on 

your ^ individual oases, let ’s take the average. Let ’s take Tr®a^ry Bench in ch^ge of Estimates. 

Birmingham.’ ” Yes, Toby,” he said, in reply to sympathetic 

Afterwards Blackburn and Stockport were “ taken ” — “As if they greeting, “ I am a little hipped ; situation grow- 
were goes of gin,” said the Member for Sark ; Rathboee turning lug too heayy,for me. Patriotism aR very well ; 
over papers, which appeared to have got upside down, recited spirit desirable; self-abnegation, as Old 

heaps ot figures. These struck him the more he studied them. Mobality says, is the seed of virtue. But you I 
Anonymous Accountant seemed to have brought him completely under may carry spirit of self-sacrifice too far. Read 
a spell. His highly respectable appearance, his evident earnestness, speech at dinner to Haetes'GTOn', of course ? 
his accumulated mass of figures, Ms engagement of the Accountant, ^ut it in the right Rght, don’t you think ? We 
the tone of his voice, his general attitude, all conveyed impression Dissentient Liberals, as they caR us, are the 
that he was reaRy saying something inteRigible and useful. The ^schal Lambs of politics ; except that, instead 
few Members present honestly endeavoured to foRow him ; might being offered up as sacrifice, we offer up 
have got a clue only for Sinclair, ourselves, StiR there are degrees. Habtington 

At end of first half-hour Rathbonb began to show” signs of dis- giveu up something ; Chambeblain chucked 
tress. Sinclair thought he was signalling for water ; prepared himself away ; James might have been on the 
to go for. glass; something wrong ; Rathbone violently agitated; Woolsack. But think of me, dear Toby, and 
nodding and winking and pointing to recess under bench before aR I^v® sacrificed. Four years ago a private 
Mm. House now reaRy excited. Began to think that perhaps the Member, adrift from my Party; no chance of 
Accountant was Mdden down there. If he could be only got up, reinstatement ; not even sure of a seat. How 
might explain matters. Sinclair sharing general agitation, dived Chancellor of the Exchequer, with £5000 a~year, 
under seat; reappeared attempting to secrete smaR medicine bottle, and a pick of safe seats. Too much to expect 
apparently containing mRk-punch ; drew cork with difficulty ; of me, Toby ; sometimes more than I can bear ; ” 

S oured out dose, handed it to Rathbone. Rathbone gulped it and Jokim hid Ms face in Ms copy of the Orders Sympathy. 

own ; smacked his lips ; much refreshed ; evidently good for another of the Day, whilst Theobobe Fby looking on, was dissolved in tears, 
hour. ^ Business done, — Supply, 

“I said to the Accountant, ” he continued, “if the Magistrates - — ' = 

of Sheffield had indiced these lorcences— I mean endorsed those ^ 

Mcences .” Complaints are often made as to the non-appreciation of jokes by 

Off again, wading with the Accountant knee-deep in figures from addressed. A Correspondent sends us on 

Leeds to Sheffield, back to Birmingham, across to Liverpool, on this subject the following interesting remarks: — “I have made on 



vx KJJJICJLU.OJLU. JUCLKJL XilUlUCU. UJULCBC JL Vi. JL iUVaiJ. CJJULUVXHeU LUOSe ^ j.* i 

Mcences .” ' Complaints are often made as to the non-appreciation of jokes by 

Off again, wading with the Accountant knee-deep in figures from those to whom they are addressed. A Correspondent sends us on 
Leeds to Sheffield, back to Birmingham, across to Liverpool, on this subject the following interesting remarks: — “I have made on 
to York, with occasional sips of nulk-punch. A wonderful per- average ten jokes a day for the last six years. Being in posses- 
formance that held in breatMess attention few Members present t independent income, I could have afforded to make 

to hear it. more, but I think ten a day a reasonable number. I find that, as a 

“It is magnificent,” said the Member for Sark; “but it isn’t ‘^he wealHiy and MgMy-placed have absolutely no appreciation 
clear.” M humour. The necessitous, however, show a keen taste for it. 

Business done , — Rathbone’ s great speech on the Licensing &®utleman, whom I had only seen once, asked me 

Question. tor the loan ot a sovereign, I immediately made six jokes running, 

and was rewarded by six successive peals of laughter. I then 
Wednesday,— Q^xiite lively for Wednesday afternoon. At outset, Mformed Mm I had no money with me, and left him chuckling to 
apparently notMng particular in wind. Irish Members had first himself something about an Eastern coin of smaR value caRed I 
I three places on Agenda, but that notMng unusual. Prospect was, beMeve, a dam,” ’ * 

that Debate on their first BiR, apprwriating Irish Church Fund to — — — ) 


xnar j^eoaie on tneir nrst nui, apprwriating Irish Church f und to — ' 

Agricultural Labourers, would occupy whole Ha-rtjow t? a t r. -x- - 

of Sitting; be divided on just before half -past five. To make sure .v xLscabe oe ant R.A. . Everyone knows that a Critic is ; 

Akers-Douglas issued Whip to Ministerialists, urging them to be in that ^ ■ 

their places as early as four. * gathered from the fact of : 

“ Never kuow what the Bhoys will do,” he said, sagely. “ Like to a S® ^bterver, in one of Eis recent reviews of the 

he on the safe side. Division It five, so he here at four.* Academy, having thus expressed himself 

The Bhoys came down in great force at one o’clock ; only a score “Mr. Poyntbr's flesh is never quite to our liking,” 

Wlf “7® Reading of Heavens ! What a dainty cannibal is this Critic ! But how lucky 

BdL Good for an hour if necessary. Long John O’Connob, that for Mr. Poynteb. 

SOT0E._S«-ecto4 Coam^catioBS or Contributions, whether MS., Piin-ted Matter, Drawings, or Wotwes of any description, wffl 
Se?e^“be’n”^ptior “ocoapauied by a Shaped and Addressed Envelo’pe, CoveTor Wr“P Ms ^ 
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VOCES POPULI. 

IN THE MALL ON DBAmNG-EOOM DAY. 

The line of carriages hound for Buchirigham Palace is moving hy 
slow stages down the Drive, A curious hut not uncritical crowds 
consisting largely of females, peer into the carriages as they pass, 
and derive an occult pleasure from a glimpse of a satin train and 
a bouquet. Other spectators circulate henind them, roving from 
carriage to carriage, straining and staring in at the occupants 
with the childlike interest of South Sea Islanders, The coach- 
men and footmen gaze impassively before them, ignoring the 
crowd to the best of their ability. The ladies in the carriages 
bear tfie^ ordeal of popular inspection with either haughty 
resignation, elaborate unconsciousness, or amused tolerance, and 
it is difficult to say which demeanour provokes the greatest 
resentment in the democratic breast, 

Ch<yrus of Female Spectators, We shall see better here than what 
we (Hd last Droring-Room. Law, ’ow it did come down, too, pouring 
the ^ole day. I was that sorry for the poor ’orses ! . . . Oh, that one 
was nice, MAnrnE I Did you see ^er train ?— all flame-coloured satting 
— lovely ! Ain’t them flowers beautiful? Oh, Liza, ’er^’s a pore 
skinny-lookin’ thing coming next 
—look at ’er pore dear arms, aU 
bare I But dressed ’andsome 
enough . . . That ’s a Q-ineral in 
there, see? He’s ’olding his 
cooked ’at on his knee to save the 
feathers— him and her have been 
’aving words, apparently . . . Oh, 

I do like this one. I s’pose that ’s 
her Mother with her— well, yes, 
o’ course it rnay be her Aunt ? 

A Sardonic Loafer, ’UUo, ’ere’s 
a ’aughty one! layin’ back and 
puttin’ up ’er glorses I Know us 
agen, Mum, won’t you? You 
may well look— you ain’t seen so 
much in yer ole life as what 
you’re seem’ to-day, J’ll lay! 

Ah, you ought to feel honoured, 
too, all of us cornin’ out to look 
at yer. Drored ’er blind down, 
this one 'as, yer see— knew she 
wasn’t wuth looking at I 
[A carriage passes ; the fooiman 
on the box is adorned by an 
enormous nosegay, over which 
he can just see. 

First Comic Cockney. Ow, I 
g»y_yQTi ^ avc oome out in bloom, 

Johnity! 

Second C,C. Ah, they’ve bin 
forcin’ ’^m umder glorse, they ’ave ! 

’Is Missis ’ll never And ’im under 
all them flowers. Ow, ’e smoiled 
at me through the brornches 1 
lAncther carriage passes, the 
coachman and footmen of 
which are undecorated, 

C. C. Shimel— they might 
ha’ stood yer a penny bunch o’ voilets between yer, that they might! 

The Sardonic L, ’Ere ’s a swell turn-out and no mistake— with a 
couple o’ bloomin’ beadles standin’ be’ind ! There ’s a full-fed ’un 
inside of it too,— look at the dimonds all over ’er bloomin’ old nut. 
My eye! {The elderly dowager inside produces a cut-glass scent- 
bottle of goodly size.) Ah, she’s got a drop o’ the right sort in there 
— see her sniiOin at it— it won’t take ’er long to mop up that little lot I 
Jeames {behind the carriage, to Chawles), Our old geeser’s per- 
doocin’ the custimary amount o’ sensation, eh, Chawlet ? 

Chawles {under notice). Well, thank ’E’ving, I shan’t have to 
share the responsibility of her much longer I 
JArriet {to Auky). I wonder they don’t get tired o’ being stared 
at like they are. 

^Arry, Bless your ^ ext— they don’t mind— they like it. They ’ll 
go ’ome and s’y {in falsetto) Ow, Pa, all the bloomin’ crowd kep’ 
on a lookin’ at us through the winder — it was proime! ” 

^Arriet {giggling admiringly), ’Ow do you know the w’y they tork ? 
^Arry {superior). Why, they don’t tork partickler different from 
what you and me tork- do they P 

First Mechanic, See all them old blokes in red with the rum ’ats, 
Bill ? They ’re Beefeaters goin’ to the Pallis, they are. 

^cond M, What do they do when they gifc there ? 

First M, Do? oh, mind the bloomin’ stair-case, and chuck out 
them as don’t beyave themselves. 

A Ttestless Lady {to her husband), Haeet, I don’t like this place 


at aU, I ’m sure we could see better somewhere else. Do let ’s try 
and squeeze in somewhere lower down . . . No, this is worse— that 
horrid tobacco ! Suppose we cross over to the Palace ? [ They do so, 

A .Policeman, Too late to cross now,^ Sir — go back please. 

[They go back and take up a position in front of the crowd on 
the curbstone. 

The R, L, There, we shall see beautifully here, Haeey. 

A Crusty Matron {talking at the R. L. and her husband,) Well, 
I’m sure, some persons have got a cheek, coming in at the last 
minnit and standing in front of those that have stood here hours — 
that’s ladylike, I donH think! Nor yet, I didn’t come here to have 
my eye poked out by other parties’ pairosols, 

^Continues in this strain until the R. L, can stand it no long&r, 
and urges her husband to depart. 

Chorus of Policemen, Pass along there, please, one way or the 
other — keep moving there, Sir. 

The R, L, But where are we to ao—we must stand somewhere f 

A Policeman, Can’t stand anywhere ’ere, Mum. 

[The unhappy couple are passed on from point to point, until 
they are finally hemmed in at a spot from which it is 
impossible to see anything whatever, 

Marry, If you had only been content to stay where you were at 

first, we should have been all 
right I 

The R, L, Nonsense, it is all 
your fault, you are the most 
hopeles^erson to go anywhere 
with. Why didn’t you tell one 
of those policemen who we were f 
Harry, Why? Well, hecanse 
I didn’t see one who looked as if 
it would interest him, if you want 
to know. 

The Royal Caekiaqes aee 
Aepeoachin(j, 

Chorus of Loyal Ladies of 
Various Ages, There — they ’re 
clearing the way— the Prince and 
Princess won’t be long now. 
Here’s the Life G-uards’ Band— 
don’t they look byootiful in those 
dresses ? Won’t that poor drum- 
mer’s arms ache to - morrow ? 
This is the escort coming now . . . 
’Ere come the Royalties. Don’t 
push so, Polly, you can see with- 
out that ! . . . There, that was 
the Prince in the first one— did 
yer see him, Polly? Oh, yes, 
leastwise I see the end of a cocked 
’at, which I took to be ’im. Yes, 
that was ’im right enough . . , 
There goes the Princess— 
she looking nice? I couldn’t 
exactly make out which was her 
and which was the two young 
Princesses, they went by all in a 
flash like, but they did look 
nice ! . . . ’Ere ’s another Royalty 
in this kerridge— ’co will she be, 

I wonder ? Oh, I expect it would he the old Duchess of No, I 

don’t think it was ’er, — she wasn’t looking pleasant enough, — 
and she ’s dead, too . . . Now they have got inside— ’ark at them 
playing bits of God Save the Queen,^^ Well, I’m glad I’ve 
seen it. 

A Son {to cheery old Lady), ’Ow are you gettin’ on, Mother, eh ? 

Ch, 0, L, First-rate, thankee, Johh, my boy. 

Son, You ain’t tired standing about so long ? 

Ch, 0, L, Lor’ bless you, no. Don’t you worry about me. 

Son, Could you see ’em from where you was ? 

Ch, 0, L. 1 could see all the coachmen’s ’ats beautiful. We’ll 
wait and see ’em all come out, John, won’t we.? They won’t be more 
than an hour and a half in there, I dessay. 

A Person with a Florid Vocabulary, Well, if I ’d ha’ known all 
I was goin’ to see was a set o’ hlanky nobs shut up in their blank- 
dash kerridges, blank my hlanky eyes if I ’d ha’ stirred a hlanky 
Ifoot, s’elp me Dash, 1 wouldn’t ! 

A Vendor {persuasively). The kerrect lengwidge of hevery flower 
that blows— one penny ! 



EXCHANGE NO ROBBERY. 


“Allowed to Staeve.”— J fr. Punch begs to acknowledge con- 
tribution from “Paisley” to “The Light Brigade Fund,” which 
has been forwarded to the Editor of the St, Jameses Gazette, who 
has charge of this Fund. 
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+\> IS J 3 -y last request and legacy I After we are executed, and while the impression of this epilogue of all these horrors is still fresh in 

the people, do your utmost to make this new example of the unparalleled cruelty of ^Russian despotism known to the whole world . . . 
Jn^t ^ j accomplishing; and if you succeed, the losses we suffered in that terrible butchery will be redeemed.’* — IVo/n th& 

last letter, written just before his execution^ of lftc?iolas Zoloft one of the victim of the Yakoutsh 7nassac7'e, 


Let it be known ! Poor soul, of unshaken trust. 
So done to death in the gloom of the Kara waste, 


'Midst a myriad nameless victims of fear and lust, 

Tour cry comes, borne on the chainless winds that haste 
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In slmddering fdglit away from that frozen hell, 

That pestilent prison for all things free and fair, 

"Where the raven^s croak is the patriot’s only knell 
On the tainted air. 

Let it he known Aye I the cruel secret crawls, 

Despite the vigilant watch of tyranny’s hounds, 

From the scaffold’s screen, from the kamera’s sombre walls ; 

Away, as yon wished, o’er enfranchised lands it sounds. 
And shocks the gentle, and stirs the blood of the strong ; 

But he, the Autocrat, sits, with a shaken mind, 

And a palsied heart ; to the tale of horror and wrong 
He ’s deaf and blind I 

Pale ladies lashed, at the word of a drunken brute, [ * ‘ plet ! ’ ’ 
To the death they welcome e’en from the .torturing 
And his eyes are blind, and his trembling lips are mute. 
Whilst the eyes of a world of shuddering men are wet. 
Chained gangs of patriot captives stabbed or shot 
At the scared caprice of a bully, craven-souledi 
And tiie Autocrat, whilst all hearts with shame wax hot. 
Sits still and cold ! 

Ust-Kara’s far, and the hasty scaffold reared 
In the grey of the early morning bore— a fool, 

Who had not learned that Law must be blindly feared, 
Though sent to the stern Siberian wastes to school. 

The unconvicted exile who dares to lift 
A voice, a hand, is a proven Terrorist,” 

And if, in Yakoutsk, he is given a shortish shrift, 

Need the White Tzab list ? 

The White Tzau sits on his gorgeous seat, alone ; 

Blindfold and deaf, in his realm the veriest slave. 
Though the seat he fflls is the rack men call a Throne, 
And the Tza.b is a stalwart Titan, strong and brave. 
Strong— yet helpless as yon slain woman’s hand ; 

Brave— but shaken through with a haunting Pear. 

Of all his myrmidons’ devilries done in the land I 

The last to hear ! j 

Let it be known I Poor Zotopf’s legacy wakes I 

A living echo in every ear humane. 

E’en the Autocrat in his lonely splendour quakes 
At the vague vast sounds of menace no bonds restrain. 
But there, in the heart of horrors, he sits and sighs. 
Blindfold Injustice bound to a joyless throne ; 

Whilst far the voice of his fallen victim flies— 

“ Let it he known ! ” 
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MR. PUNOffS DICTIONARY OP PHRASES. 

Social. 


“ Just want five minutes^ chat with you ; 


‘ He ’ll give me a 


cigar and something to drink, and as I ’ ve nothing to do for half an 
hour, this will occupy me pleasantly.” 

“ Yes ; I quite understand;'*'* i.e., “I don’t know what he is 
talking about, but he ’s a bore.” 

“ WouldnH tell it to anyone hut you;'*^ «.e., “This will ensure its 
circulation.” 

Platpobyttlaks. 

As the Laureate well puts it, in lines that will live for ever 
f.e., “I’m perfectly dead certain I’ve forgotten the third line of | 
the verse.” | 

“ The clock warns me that I am trespassing too long on your \ 
patience i.e., “ Haven’t said half of what I meant to say. Why 
the dickens don’t they say, ‘ do on I ’ ” 

Ebiekdlt Commbitts on Chabactbk and Accompiishyents. 

“ She is the most domesticated darling imaginahle ; ” “ A dull, 

sock-darning dowdy.” 

“ Quite a heauty^man, and nice — to those who like that sort of 
thing ; ” «.e., “ An awfully handsome fellow, who won’t worship we.” 

“ Grim rather at first, hut grows upon one wonderfully ; ” ».e., 
“ He is softening a little beneath my blandishments.” 

Railboau Akenitips. 

“ Would you like the window up i.e., “Hope to goodness she 
won’t, for her patchouli is simply suffocating.” 

“ If you feel inclined for a snack, donH mind me ; ” “ The scent 
of sherry and sandwiches in a close carriage is simply sickening,” 

Pbepaeing foe Pbxvate Theateicals. 

“X defer to your superior knowledge of stage-effect;'*^ ue», 
“ Stuck-np know-all I I conld play his head off ! ” 

“ Well, I fear it *s a little out of my line ; still if I can do any- 
thing to help you, I shall he delighted; ” t.e,, “ What I ’ve longed 
for for years. Now I shall have a chance of showing what ’s in me I ” 
Bravo, Buffins, dear hoy ! That little hit of business was really first- 
rate : ” i.e., “If he plays Bke that I shall shine, if only by contrast.” 


QUITE A LITTLE BANCIROFT) HOLIDAY I 

Mkfi. Banceopt’s “Little Play” is very good work. It is called 
The Bioerside ; it drew a big Matinie house at the Haymarket last 
Thursday, and drew big tears. The ladies did enjoy themselves I 
They were in full cry all the time. Capitally acted. It is rumoured 
that the gifted authoress, manageress, and actress (all in one), is 
going to take a company up the river in a House-boat fitted as a 
Theatre. It is to be called The Thespis, and will visit all the prin- 
cipal places on the river during the Season, and ought to do uncom- 
monly well. The idea is novel. The Company will be called “The 
Bancroft Water- Babies.” A propos of the Busy B.’s, we are 
authorised to contradict the report that, in consequence of his great 
success as an arbitrator, Mr. Bancroft is to be made a Deputy- 
Assistant County Court J udge. This is not so. 

The Eiesx IIoze op Summer.— Our Chirruping Critic off the hearth 
went to Madame Marie Roze’s Concert the other day— advertised as 
“Grand Morning Concert ’’—well, it was a “ Grand Morning ” for the 
time of year— but why was the Concert “ Grand?”— and was delighted. 
The Chirruper heartily welcomed Miss Grace Damian— more graceful 
than ever— she sang grandly— of course everyone did on this “ grand ” 
i occasion— and he nearly split a pair of gloves applauding Mr. Leo 
I Stern in his Grand Violoncello act, for which he was recalled three 
times, till he was quite tired of bowing and “boo’ing.” But the 
Chirruper would not have it otherwise, “Touch not a single bow,” 
as the song says. And then the flowers I five bouquets for Madame 
Marie Boze. “ The flowers that bloom in the spring, tra la I ” as the 
late firm of Gilbert and Sullivan used to sing and play, 2 propos 
of Mr, Gilbert, his protegee. Miss Neilson, whom he was the first to 
bring out in Brantingham Hall, St. James’s, S.W., gave a recitation 
which made a decided hit ; and then she sang a song— accomplished 
young lady is Miss Julia— which made another hit. The Chirruper 
wishes to record that— to a quartette “specially arranged for the 
Meister Glee Singers, called ninah Doe, and excellently sung, no 
names were given of either the Shakspearian Librettist, or the 
Composer, J. L. Mollot, who wrote it for the German Reels many 
years ago. It ’s as fresh as ever, and at this grand concert came 
out grandly. The Steinway piano was of course a grand. 
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oArniAHJiir Ki-r position. Had the scene been in the Commons, and the elderly grey- 

ESSENCE Or PAkLiAIyIEN T . haired gentleman at the table been merely returned by a constitu- 

EXTEACTED PEOH THE DIAET OE TOBY, M.P. ency, the ease would have been diCEerent. Might have been howled 

Some of Oommone, Monday, May 19. - Oid Moiuxut .in new 
war oanse of in 

yaid and qn^r of oaSoo, ponderous joke ^mission lead us ? A Peer is a man-qr rather, a Beinsr 

,^Pi rhouthavmgnoHoHdayatWtsuntide, and r°^ ^ special, superlative order. A^tted withm that order, he 

li /f) addinstofdaystoEeMssatendofSeiiou. ?>eoom“, tpso /acto, a p.erson of extraordm^y intelligenoe, keen 

H--# » I W take i note of the Hon. Member’s i, vv 

%4)n recommendation,” said Old Moealitt. v, ^ awkward that DKNMAtr should seem to he ramh^g. If 

TWU Nobody laugl^s when I teU this: yet, I ^®>^ ^ 9®““°^®^’^/“®^? ®'^^”- ^® mcohOTent. Bemg a 

kr rememhM, HoLe Mared whilst Om Mo]4a- ®°,^® or fifty otter Peers sat toough twenty minutes 

iM Va-jR LETT, resuining seat, sat with purVup lips 
and furrowed brow, fearful lest he should 

mBk spoil situation by sidling. Must have told Municipal Franchise in Ireland, began to talk about Columbus’s 
WP* the iokewrona-.look n/parUamentarv Re- tl'ore was .a murmur of impatience ; when he shd.into the 



ports.°^^tt^^it'isr&ieTCry’wOT^ tOso C^al th.e.murmur grew to a shout. Aii^e, ^Istormy 

his retort L Tni Hbait ; hm turning the ^"®® ^®r *’^® Di^sion. the House of Lords resembled the House of 


flank of Habcouet ; his triumphant knocking 


Commons. 

After brief straggle with unwonted elements, Denman resumed 


So it seemed at time. Everyone roared with ’^th Columbus’s egg. .“Perhaps their Lordships— ” But this too 
delight ^ much. At whatever nsk to Peerage as a body, Denman must be 

“ auiteinDizzT’s style,” said the admiring ^^ou^d down. So they roared at Mm with cries of ‘‘ Orde^» he 
IBtm Stanhope ^ * standmg regarding them with looks of pained surprise. Was it 

jMm “ Cnly better,” added the ecstatic Ceoeot declined to hear more about Columbus’s egg ? “ Order ! 

Wmir Hamilton Order I they roared, Bath leading the onslaught. 

Thought so too at the time: hut wheu I •11^1“/®’^’ 1“^ 7*^® “® disorderly,” said DBmtAN, aud 

)’ 1/ Mmmm ®®”1® to lwrite down the jokes, the fun has head erect and ttll figure earned with pathetic dignity, he 
®®’^®’ flavour escaped, the bloom shed , ^®® ®®®^ ^ ®'®®® Benches, and sat down m seat of Pedice op 
W onder what it was we all laughed at ? W^ES. j. -n-n * 

« Such badiaase ! such a “J®? ^® y®'“. ’'®»t>” ^emher for done.-Budget Bill in Commons. 

persiflage I ready with kindly remark, ‘ ‘ but Thursdat/. — All the blood of his great predecessor in spoliation, 

is to us on vour written^S^o.^ Hbnet the Eighth, just now sweUed in the bosom of Jambs 

tLg^^^aUof ^ Stuaet Allanson Tudoe PIOION. Prince Aethue responsible for 

ttie flood. Question ahont meeting announced to be held in Mid- 
round the House his Tipperary next Sunday. Prince Aethue has, it seems, proMhited 

presentlv into a smile wbeS^fhePwek^ stern official aspect, hreakmg it. John Moblet waate to know why P There was, he says, public 
shS ou tte edp^f the ^o«etio way of meeting held in same place last month, addressed by EngfisiMem- 

K^dSeTs It’®™: “®t ProolaW. What was the diffken<S he^eeu' 

Cra'^ii^kTuS: ?®!*“l^.?ddress®<i b7 and miother by EugHsh Mem- I 


— . — 7; » , . VV**BUXWM.UA1^XA«,A jLu.vu.t;oi>Y, auu. julab hi, , 

Q )^<^10 aggressiveness, the look in his eye as of a wounded hare 

when CoHETNET refuses to put the Closure he has moved,— all JSMiL. 

these are thtogs, little in themselves, momen- iMSf ^ 

tary in their passage, which you, dear Toby, 
can no more transfer to your folios than you 
> ^BP <53,n illuminate the in with the glow of sunset, 

T perfume them with the .scent of country 

iSSSl V sweet spring-time. Old Moealitt 

>^9|nk Mongs to im. He is a peculiar growth of the 
AnMnL House of Commons, unique, unprecedented, inSF^lTminW 
o t^’<f to he understanded 

d'oTie. — Battling remnd Budget Bill; 
sat all night, and far into morning. 

„ ^^®*^‘®3i^*““Cadogan in good time at House 
Si to-day, Denman got first place with 

Second Beading of his Bill extending { 

MumoipM Franchise in Ireland. Cajdogan to 
rejection of Measure in name of Q-ovem- 

J uaust he firm,” he said, as he turned up 
"^^S^sep over Ms white spats. “Denman 
®‘ ’^®?^ible fellow when he ^s roused.” { iO 1 

a pretty full when Denman appeared 1 W I 

A ^ position of Leader of Opposition. \ m \ 

/ ^ ordinary Member not connected vutii either \ W A mW) 

M P'ssrfl present or late Oovemment, usually speaks I 

I wMch he is accustomed to sit, ^ 

r preferred conveniences of table. Most „ 

^ speech, what could be beard of it. Honour) 


Going down to the 
House. 


’ said Priuce Aetbcue, speakmg with embar- 
rassed air, as if tbe distiuction was dragged 
out of Mm, “that the result of the meeting 
addressed by Irish Members was to produce 
intimidation, whilst the result of the other 
was, I should say, niiy 
It James Stuaet Allanson Tuboe Picton 
had only lived in the times of Ms great pre- 
decessor, and wielded his power, Prince Ae- 
thue would forthwith have been conducted 
to Tower Hill, and shortened by a head. 
Why he (James, &c.) was at this meeting at 
Mid-Tipperary last month ! He, standing on 
a butter-tub, had addressed the men of Tip- 
perary ; the echo of his eloquence still filled 
the dales, wMlst the hills reverberated with 
the cheers of the men of Tipperary. For t>n'g 
insolent hireling of a Coercionist Government 
to speak in tones of studied slight of such a 
demonstration was more than J. 8. A- T. P, 
could stand. If our two giants, Jobcn O’Con- 
NOE and Henet Pease had not joined hands 
and held Mm back, gore would have sprinkled 
the precincts of the Treasury Bench. As it 
was, the subject dropped, and House pro- 
ceeded to discuss Budget Bill. 

JBusiness done , — ^A good lead. 

— House adiourned for holidays. 
When we come back,” says Old Moealitt, 
we must really begin work. Playtime up 
most of the work over; 
must buckle to. W e’ve been in some 


son’s time ; a passing r 
of the crops on tMs day 
remarked, nothing what 




early iourneVTTTrgilwr^'A^^^^^ t v oy -^ea^gr over beer-vats ? Because vats, when beer 
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spirits. Still, when a Chancellor of Excheqner has clapped on six- 
pence a gallon on whiskey, it is as well for his colleagues to ayoid 
looking a Scotch hogshead or an Irish puncheon in the face, Au 
platsiTf cher Toby. Come along, Jackson ! ” 

The two Right Honourahles go off together, Jackson evidently 
turning over in his mind Old Moealixt’s observations on the beer- vat. 

“A wonderful man,” he says, “his mind stored with odd bits of 
information, which he draws upon for enlightenment upon ordinary 
events of daily life. Don’t exactly see, though, how ne rolled in 
that beer- vat. Must think it over during the Kecess.” 

Everyone glad to hail Jackson “Ri^t Honourable.” A proud 
title, as yet not spoiled by indiscriminate distribution. Suffices for 
Gladstone, as it did for Peel ; suits Jackson exactly. 

Business done.— Winding up for Whitsuntide. Adjourn for holi- 
days tin Monday, June 2nd. 





Harmony in Black and White.” 


THE OPERA-GOER^S DIARY. 

From theNote-hooh of Mr, Tips Senior, — Monday^ May 19. — To the 
Royal Opera House, Covent Garden. First night of the Season. The 
house infinite full, and the Prince of Wales and the Princess, and 
the Princesses their daughters, there in a box, pretty to see. Deubio- 
LANxrs Opeeatictjs et CouNTicoTTNCiLLAEixjs mightily pleased at 

what I hear is the biggest sub- 
scription to this class of enter- 
tainment ever known. Many 
fine faces here to-day. The sight 
of the ladies exceeding noble. A 
new wench. Mile. Hxiovina, to 
sing for the first time, taking the 
part of Marguerite in the Opera 
of Faust^ which she did prettily 
and quietly. Curious to see a 
Marguirite with jet-black hair 
and a white face; yet comely 
and with much grace. 

Everyone extraordinarily con- 
^ out with Mons. Jean db Reszk^, 
1 he best Faust that did ever sing 
and play this part. But vexed 
to see one M. Oemb Daeball act 
MepJiistopheles in the room of 
Kdoxtaep be Reszke, who, poor 
man, is sick. The scenes and the 
chorus all very fine indeed. All 
(»f us pretty merry at the droll 
mimicry of Mile. Baueemeistee 
as Martha t who makes this part 
go most rarely. 

Pleased to see Madame Scalchi 
dressed as a boy for the part of Sieheh The house mightily content, 
and wishing her to sing one song twice over, which she would not. 
In which matter she did wisely, as also the others. 

Went out before the last Act be^an, to find it raining heavily, 
and, good lack I not a Commissionnaire to be met with for a quarter 
of an hour. Whereat mightily troubled to ^et a coach, till one did 
fetch me a four-wheeler, which I enteredj in great disorder, after 
much strife and contention. Cost me sixpence. To Rule’s, in 
Maiden Lane, being mighty thirsty, where had supper on excellent 
lobster and fresh salad, with eggs of the plover, and a draught of the 
best stout, which did much content me. Comes young Silugeew, 
who makes merry about “ sticking to Rules for supper and no excep- 
tion,” or some such nonsense, which I have forgot, though we laughed 
heartily at his manner of saying it. Drank to the success of the 
Italian Opera and of Dexteiolanus. After paying the reckoning, 
took cab, and so home to bed. 

From Note-book of Mr. Fips Junior. — Tuesday. — Pm Senior 
doesn’t go to Opera to-night. Pips Junior does. Think Pm Senior, 
as an Admiralty official, will be at the Court Ball with Madame 
Pips. Glad, therefore, to take his stall at the Opera. Carmen always 
delightful. Tuneful, melodious, and bright. Good Bizet-ness. Mile. 
ZtUB BE Lussan as Carmen mighty difficult to beat, and she 
sings and plays the part with all the diabolical waywardness of this 
impudent Spanish baggage, as Pips Senior would call her. Pity 
that Maggie McInttbe is indisposed to play Michaela ; she used 
to do it so pigttily and so innocently that she shone out as just the 
very contrast intended by the author. Instead of Maggie, Mile. 
CoLOMBATi sings the part to-night. She is very graciously received, 
as is also Signor Feenanbo Yaleeo (from several Opera Houses 
abroad) who makes his diibut here as that vacillating tenor, Don 
Josli. Clever Mile. Baueemetstee as frisky Frasquita. and Mile. 
Longhi as M&rcedes^ both excellent Bohemian Girls. To see them 
going nap was a treat I Which wins ? One excellent Irish-ItaHan, 
Dan Deabt, as the Toriador, first-rate. What a song it is I Encores 
refused all round, of course. In spite of State Ball, House very 
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nearly as fuU as on first night. Brilliant effect of some ladies who 
are “going on,” and who can’t of course “go on anyhow,” but are 
obliged to appear in their diamonds. 

Pretty to see little Mile. Pallabino dancing. Very short life 
and a merry one has the premiere danseuse in this Opera. Just a few 
steps, and then she “ steps it,” and is not seen again. There is 
too little of Pallabino at any time, and in this case, as she only 
comes on for five minutes at the commencement of Act II., and then 
“ hon soir I ” she may be described as “ Small and Early.” 

Thursday. — Bentr^e of Mile. Ella Russell as Leila in Bizet’s 
I Fescatori di Ferle^ another version of The Diversions of Furley^ 
a work now more or less forgotten. Signor Yaleeo better as Nadir 
(isn’t this the name of a weU-known photographer ?) than as Don JosS. 
Not unlike the lamented Gayaeee. The more like he can become 
to that tenor the better. M. Dueeiche came from Madrid to play 
Zurga. A long journey; almost sorry he gave himself the 
trouble, but there’s more than this for him to do. Lovely finish to 
First Act, but after that the Opera is not a stirring one, the story 
being so idiotically undramatic. Ella fresher than ever. 

Friday. — Lohengrin. Wagnerian worshippers in their thousands. 
What shall she do who comes after Albani in the part of Elsa f 
That is the question, and Maggie McInttee supplies the answer, 
which is Uncommonly well. A sweet picture in a gentle frame of 
mind, so Macintirely pure and simple. A trying, very trying, part. 
How grand are the De Reszkes— Jean and Ebouaeb— or more 
familiarly as we come to know them better, Jack and Ned. Neb 
looking well, and singing so too, in spite of recent ohOl. Warmth 
of reception to-night would thaw any chill. But what a couple of 
bores are the characters of Ortruda and Telramondo^ even when 
superbly played as to-night, by Madame Fuesch-Mabi— (the real 
Mahdi at last I) — and Signor Lan Dealt, bedadl Fortunately 
the Opera is considerably curtailed, or we should never hear the 
last of it. 

Saturday.— 11 Trovatore. Great night for “the big, big D”, — 
that is, for “the high D,” on which the new tenor, M. Rawnee, 
alights with a sudden bound that electrifies the house. His “ high 
D ’’ is quite an Eiffel tour de force. Henceforth M. Rawnee must 
be known as “the High D-iddle-diddle ” tenor, and His Highness 
will be expected to sustain his high reputation. Yocal effort almost 
eclipsed by wonderful physical force, which enables him to burst 
through the prison waQs and bow to audience, who are enthu- 
siastically applauding the Miserere. Unfortunately M. Rawnee, 
being a stranger in these parts, cannot find his way back again, and 
so is unavoidably prevented from being present at his own execution, 
which, in his absence, takes place without him. Madame Tbtbazzina 
— ^her first appearance here — not so great, perhaps, as she is good and 
graceful. Dan Dealt and Madame Scalchi as “per usual,” which 
IS the highest praise. End of first week. General satisfaction. 


THE PLEASURE-SEEKER’S YADE MECUM. 

Q. I trust you have had a delightful time recently ? 

A. Indeed I have, with the assistance of Private Yiews, Special 
Performances, and Second-rate First Nights. 

Q. Did you assist at the premiere of Gretna Qreen^ the new 
“ Comedy Opera” at the Opera Comique ? 

A. An Act of it. It had already been played on a previous 
occasion, when I fancy one of the principal performers, finding that 
his part was dragging, introduced imitations of popular modem 
actors. As the period of Gretna Green is the eighteenth century, 
this innovation must have been at once pleasing and appropriate. 

Q. I think you have also been present at the first performance of 
the “ Wild East,” at the Earl’s Court Exhibition ? 

A. I have had that advantage, and am now thoroughly con- 
versant with the manners and customs of our lively nei^bours in 
some parts of Africa. 

Q. Are those manners and customs what maylbe termed— quaint ? 

A. They are very quaint. Still I am not sure that I have not 
seen something very like them before. As for the Exhibition itself, 
there is as little doubt about its being French, as there was about 
last year’s display being Spanish. 

Q. Have you been to the Flower Show arthe Aquarium ? 

A. I have ; but did not find that home of scientific research quite 
so full as it was when the Directors were testing the powers of 
endurance of the Fasting Man. 

Q. Do you consider the Westminster Aquarium of material 
assistance in developing the latent civilisation of the nineteenth 
centu^P 

A. Indeed, I do; especially now that “the Royal Bears” are a 
feature in the daily programme. 

Q. Did you pass the Bank Holiday pleasantly ? 

A. When I tell you that I seized the opportunity to go to Calais 
and back third-class excursion with a number of anti- temperance- 
movement fellow passengers, you will see at once that the festival 
must have been to me a source of unmixed enjoyment 1 
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against the M’yusi-kaulis on the pre- i 
texu tnat they were assuming an offen- 
sive demDanour. Heard afterwards I 
that both sides claimed victory, but ^ 
truce declared for a year. Perform- 
ancemagnihcent-but much too long 
^ative dances hj a girls in pair! - 
1 seriokumiJcs and Tsonrjn ndanzas also ‘ 
ga7e curions exhibitions of their 
powers.^ Jlacyuuhats and Kiuijcras 
(or native magicians) performed! A 
wild, weird, lurid scene, strange and 
fa^cinating~but a trifle slow. 

In Ugoweh ; met some Gitalonrrdo 
girls, but could not succeed in per- 
suading them to enter into cor ver- 
sa tion. 

^ On the River ; saw Xrus practi iiif*- ’ 
m lo^ canoe.s, and got out of their ' 
way Descended cataracts ; shot several 
them home to lo 

stuffed. 

Came to Desert, and hired camel to - ' 
go acros.s on, (N B. These animals are 
^yled ‘‘ hack-tryin ”_-v7hich they 
Unly Gighteen-peno 2 an hour, which ■' 
would have been reasonable enough, but - 
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'COUNTRY AND DUTY” 


Old Mosalitx {in flannels) sings ; — 


bowlings and wMnings ’’ awhile, 
(Which, as the Times tells ns, are frightful-are frightful) 
But here Nature smiles, a true Smithian smile, 

And the change from the House is delightful— delightful ! 
A smile which, as Ooschien would say, one can hear ,* 

A jMsurrtw sweeps over the river— tie river* 

Oh, Henley in May to my heart is as dear 
As to Spaniards the gay Q-uadalquivir — dalquivir ! 


It ’s got a hit rusty from sheer want of use ; 

Though they tell me I ^m promptish at pouncing— at 
pouncing. 

Ah me I E’en an angel comes in for abuse, 

Or me they would not be denouncing — denouncing. 

A crocodile ^s sure to be down on the (>ag, 

And Haecottiit^s a fair alligator— ligator ; 

He ’s awfully wide in the jaw, for a wag, 

But J’U tie up the would-be dictator— dictator I 


No doubt they are yelping and yapping like mad ; 

In su^ hobbles cantankerous spleen lands -rous spleen lands, 
i ^acMmly sprawl on the turf, and am glad ; 

Ihe Blue Devils never reach G-reenlands— reach Greenlands, 
^]r^oye, they have led me a doose of a life ! 

Their conduct is sheer criminality— nality. 

H^e, though, thank Heaven, I »m far from the strife. 

Here the wicked won’t vex Old Moealiti— ealiti I 


They’re out without muzzles, the whole noisy pack, 

(i- yish some sharp Bobby would run ’em in— run ’em in,) 
h he prepared for them when they come back. 

The fight for free jaw I have done ’em in — done ’em in. 
Oood gracious I One’s duty to Country and Queen 
Cannot be well done, as all know, by a— know, by a 
Man amidst yelpings of furious spleen, 

Suggestive of sheer hydrophobia— phobia I 


Trae, ’tisn’t for long, a clear week at the moat. 

Ihey would worry us out of our Whitsuntide-mitsuntide. 

still we aU feel, though I don’t want to boast. 

Like Park-hacks in paddock, or “tits” untied-^* tits” untied. 
Ihey m^k my mde smile, and my scantness of thatch : 

A iT :?• ’ managing skill I am— skill I am, 

things considered, much more than a match 
Por swaggering, swashing Sir William— Will-i- am ! 


And so, whilst suh tegminefagi I sit, 

T ¥fy’ sunshine a jolly day— jolly day, 

I ^bink I ’ll just brush up this weapon a bit, 
rru S' use of my holiday— holiday. 

^ T T? bound to come back, and if barking they com®, 

1 11 be ready— and willing— to muzzle ’em— muzzle ’em. 

Ho^b dogs may bite, but when this makes ’em dumb, 

To bite us, I fancy, will puzzle ’em— puzzle ’em I 

{Left smiling and scrubbing^ 


Lawks! this is lovely! But, Smiiht my lad, 

Xn the piidst of Arcadian beauty— an beauty, 
Y^mustn’t forget (the reflection is sad) ^ 

Country and Duty-and Duty. 

IMt s why I have brougrht down this Holiday Task! 

T Blunder-mating the weather-the weather, 

l^e hands, whilst in sunshine I bask, 

10 the use of the brush and wash-leather— wash-leather I 


ME.DuwTHop’E of Yigo Street is exhibiting a collection of “ Atmo- 
spheric Notes,” which are not, as Esoteric Buddhists might conclude, 
imssives forwarded by astral current from a Mahatma, but a series 
ot very farming pastels, by Mr. HEOBGrB Hitchcock, They are 
records of land, sea, and sky effects in Holland, characterised by a 
poet^ and feeling, and a subtlety of colour that give equal pleasure 
to mind and eye. Mr, Punch predicts, that the fortunate possessor 
01 any one of these Notes, will be in no hurry to change it. 











{With Salutation to the Society for the Pro^ 
motion of Enjoyment dtiring Luncheon Hou/rs^ 
specially in the City”) 

Lijnching as it Is. 

No, I certainly did not order Irish Stew ; 
but as you have now brought it, and I have 
been waiting a quarter of an hour for a out 
from the joint, I prefer to take it. 

This room is very stuffy and crowded. Is 
that ]^urple-faced gentleman in the corner 
suffering from an apoplectic stroke ? 

No ; but he has been waiting half an hour 
for the Irish Stew which I have just annexed. 
He seems angry about it. 

Waiter, would you try not to kick: my 
chair and knock the back of my head every 
time you pass with a dish ? 

Yes, I know it’s a narrow gangway, and 


AN UNKIND SUGGESTION. 

Cahhy {who has hcen paid his legal fare in threepenny "bits and coppers), Where did ter get 
THIS Lot from, eh?‘ Been a robbtn’ the Child’s Mohev-Box?” 


EGBERT AT GUILDHALL. 

Well, if we aint bin and had a fine time 
of it at Gildhall this last week or two, it ’s a 
pitty I What the pore harf-starved County 
Counsellors must have thort of it all, it isn’t 
for me to say, and how they all felt when the 
ginerous old Copperashun tossed ’em a few 
dozzen tickets to skrambel for, when the great 
Mr. Stanley came to supper, of course I carnt 
tell, but them few as I knowed seemed to find 
their way to my refreshment department as if 
by hinstinkt. I didn’t, of course, hear the 
grate Traweller’s grand speech, but I ’m told 
as my pore namesake. Sir Hobert Fowler 
M.P.’s face was a site to see while he lissened 
to sitch a descripshun of his Uuaker Friends 
as he probberbly never heard afore. 

There was grate complaints made about the 
want of enuff wittles and drink, but anyone 
who seed, as I did, the fust rush for ’em by 
the hungry mob, couldn’t have been much 
surprised at that. Why, I myself seed, with 
my two estonished eyes, one gent, as I spose 
he called hisself, take up a hole dish of most 
lovely Hoyster Pattys, and skoop out all the 
Hoysters with a spoon, and then return the 
hemty Pattys from whence they came ! Feel- 
ing as I couldn’t be of no more use after there 
was nothink left for me to hand to the fresh 
mob as kept on arriving, I quietly warked off, 
and made my way to the supper-room, where 
the hemenent Traweller was aswaging the 
pangs of hunger with reel Turtel Soup and 
setterer. Ah I what a contrast 1 Plenty of 
©yerythink, and plenty of room to enjoy it. 

With that abundant kindness as so distin- 

a es him, the Lord Mare acshally hintro- 
L me to the Fro of the Heavening, who 
kindly shook hands with me, and hoped as how 
as we shood meet again, which I can quite 
bleeve if he thinks as it allers includes reel 
Turtgl Soup, and setterer. Eayther different 
uvmg to what he has bin accustomed to for 


3 years parst, pore Feller I They tell me as 
he as bin to. the Mountins of the Moon. 
Evinsl ow did he get back? By balloon. 
But I don’t kwite bleeve horl I eers. 

But on the following Friday there wasn’t 
not no xoeptions to anythink, and everry- 
body, from the Prince of Wai.es hisself, down 
to the werry umblest Postman or Sorter, left 
that nohel old Hall, estonished, and delited, 
and appy. 

And no wander, for, by the combined efforts 
of the hole Copperashun and its werry nn- 
I mems Staff, and the hole Army of Postmen, 
and Teliacram Men, and all manner of Sorters, 

I and Stampers, St. Martin’ s-le-Grand was re- 
moved boddily to Gildall, and everything 
that was ever done in the one place was dun 
in the other before the estonished eyes of sum 
two thousand of us, ewen inoludin four-horse 
Male Coaches, with sacks of letters, and reel 
Cards with reel Homs, which th^ blowed 
most bntifully. It was a glorens Jewbelee I 
I’m that bizzy I hardly noes wich way to 
turn first, so no more at pressunt from yores 
trewly, Robert. 


STJSSESTIONS FOE PICTOEIAL 
BIBECTORY. 


Eegent^s Circus. 


that everybody in this dark and confined crib 
which you call a City Restaurant is cramped 
for room; still, I do object to collisions be- 
tween my best hat and somebody else’s 
victuals. 

Would you mind talkii^ to me in the Deaf 
and Lamb Alphabet? In this maddening 
clatter it is impossible to hear a word you say. 

That young man three from me is evidently 
training as the Champion Express Eater of 
the World. He has got through joint, pota- 
toes, rhubarb tart, and Cheddar cheese in 
seven minutes, and is now putting on his hat 
to go. 

As IT Ought to be. 

Is this spacious airy hall, with a fountain 
playing in the middle of shrubs, and abun- 
dant light coming in through painted win- 
dows, really the “ Apple-pie Restaurant ” in 
its new form ? 

And this neat-handed Phyllis, who re- 
spectfully awaits my orders as soon as I have 
taken my very comfortable seat, can she be 
the substitute for the over- worked and dis- 
tracted City waiter of the past ? 

I see that especial care is taken to prevent 
the room being filled with morelunchers than 
it can hold with comfort to each individual 
customer, by an apparatus which automati- 
cally closes the door when every seat is full. 

What I No shooting down of one’s plate 
before one as if fired from a catapult, and 
no tedious waiting for dishes never ordered I 
This is a Luncher’s Paradise. 

It seems possible that I may now escape 
the dyspepsia which, in the old days, was 
the unfailmg legacy of lunch. 

“Toujours ‘Gay.’”— On an exit of Mrs. 
Langtry, as Esther Sandrazy at the St. I ames’s 
Theatre : — 

“ Adieu I she cried, and -wav’d her Lily hand.’' 
PHowisit that Messrs. Transparent Soap & Co. 
have never hit on this ? Presented gratis.] 

Forthcoming New Work to be expected 
in about six weeks’ time, Newtorde Frin’- 
ctpia, revised and corrected by„Mr. Justice 
Cave. 
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GROSVENOR GEMS. (FIRST VISIT.) 



No. 381. “ Sich » gettm’ up Stairs ! ” “ How shall we get on to landmir 
01 the GaUerj from here without a trapeze ? ” 

OUR BOOEING-OFFICE. 

the Baron: just been 
Srlanoe at W . S. Luxt’s Rtghi and Wirono r verdiot — m far. 


oooMtms w^, says the Baron: just been 
and Wrong ; veriiot— so far. 
Sharp chapter on ionmaRsm— severe, but 
2? inquire at W. H. 


Ko. 92. Photography under Difficulties. 


r uT . . ^nowtana xears MJter. DV JULELSir Jb. 

V .bavingr read it, highly recommends it in hot 

legend, of a soothing and inte- 
«®?“e“cui8r.a fewyears before “Adam delved 
itk ^ijhmg m the tame of steam yachts; so that 

Hght to 4^t6* It IS full of luoideut and picturesque 
^senptaom I ^ Mr. PabjeOit has been at it again with toe 

TWlit- Mr.HAEExPtm- 
“ enterteinmg reading, and some of the 
Oilrayish in their breadth of style, 
not of subject. Bioaoiir de Booe-Woems, 




May 31 , 1890 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


IN THE KNOW. 

{By Mr, BmicKs (hon Prophet,) 

Evebt jackass who ever was seen in the pig-skin 
knows perfectly well, or ought to know, unless his brain 
has gone barnacle-hunting in one of Mr. J.*s journalistic 
bum-boats, that a race is to take place at Epsom in the 
early part of next month. It has been customary to 
speaik of this race as the Derby, and to imagine that 
the owner whose horse wins it gains possession of the 
Blue ribbon of the turf. As if, forsooth, in a matter 
like this, the colour mattered in the very least. But I 
have a further objection to this hugger-mugger, three- 
cornered, rag-and-bone, vermiHon-faced, grog-blossomed, 
hash -headed fashion of describing things, and it is this. 
If a two-year-old, provided with one or Mrs. Pabtibo- 
TOir’s patent range-linding, rectangular brooms, can beat 
an unbroken four-year-old over the Nose-bag Handicap 
Course by fourteen shoe-nails in a hundred, how in the 
name of all that is lop-sided can a three-masted frigate 
in full sail keep up with a Chinese Junk on Southampton 
Water ? I pause for a reply, but knowing the anserous, 
venomous imbecility of the vermin who infest the turf, 
I think it will be a long time before I get one. 

Crimson Jack is a good horse— no thanks to the 
puddling and pilfering slop-shop proprietors who manage 
him. When £e used to draw a dust-cart in Q-rosvenor 
Square he accustomed himself to the sound of the sad- 
dling bell, and now knows when luncheon time has 
arrived. A year ago, I wouldn’t have given a copper 
shirt-stud for him, never having even heard of him. 
Now I believe him to be worth even more than the £10 
given for him by the Ropes Contingent. But I have 
got my eye on them, and they know it. The mooncalves 
# # # gruel-brains * * * puddling simpletons * * * muddy 
and pernicious rascals * * * dolts, dumplings and dunder- 
heads * ** poisonous, pestilential, crawling, goose-faced 
reptiles * * * rely on it I know. * * * 

[There has been no time to send this proof for correc- 
tion, and it has, therefore, been printed as it was received, 
gaps and all.— Ed. Punch,'] 



















A LITTLE PAETY IN EAST AFRICA ONLY GOING TO COLLECT A FEW 
BUTTERFLIES AND FLOWERS FOR THE DEAR KAISER, THAT IS ALL 1 1 

We came very near to having Kilima-Njaro attached to the British Empire, only the 
German Emperor said he would very much like it, because he was so fond of the Jlora and 
fmma of the place . . . Would the English have expected to get any territory on account 
of their great interest in the flora and fauna here .” — Stanley speaking at Chamber of 
Commerce^ May 21. 


WEEK BY WEEK. 

Monday and Twesi/ay.— Nothing particular, except meeting Mr. 
Stab LEY. 

Trednesday,'-’3Ir, Punch comes out. Q-ener(il rejoicings. 

Milk Adulteration Contest at Wormwood Scruhbs. Cat- 
shooting in Eaton Square commences. Treacle-makers’ Com- 
pany insist on presenting their Bicenteuary Gold Medal to 
Mr. Stabdet. 

Friday,— P tiysXq Eclipse of the Sun, invisible' to everybody, except 
Mr. Stabley 

Saturday , — Banquet of Jhe Bargain-Drivers’ Benevolent Association. 

Song by Mr. Stabley, Meet me hy Moonlight, 

Sunday,— of the Five Ciuires for a Shilling, Everybody in 
“ Go-to-Meeting-SxABLEY Costume.” 

Monday , — ^Afternoon Firework Display at the People’s Palace. 

Some amusement was created at the Anniversary Dinner of the 
United Crossing- Sweepers’ Provident Association, held last night, 
by the Noble Chairman’s reference to his early experiences on a 
West End crossing. What he saw then had led him to believe, he 
said, that the lot of one who preserves the boots of the public from 
mud is not all beer and skittles. He had, however, formed a very 
exalted idea of the dignity of the calling to which they all belonged. 
It is, of course, well known that the Noble Earl owed his rise from 
the position of broom-holder to an opportune legacy from an old lady, 
whom he saved, at the risk of his own life, from being ground to 
powder by a runaway costermonger’s barrow. 

A Correspondent sends us some interesting notes of meteorological 
observations during the past month. ** I have noticed,” he writes, 
“ that under certain atmospheric conditions the streets and pave- 
ments of the Metropolis are invariably damp. This phenomenon is 
generally preceded by the withdrawal of the sun, followed almost 


unme^ately hy a prevalence of imher. After this has lasted for I 
some time, it is usual for the water-carts to make their appearance.” 

• 

“ Ac Mabchestek Motheb ” makes the following pertinent obser- 


wnue otners Jixe tneir doois laced r' Wny again snould it be con- 
sidered right for B6me men to wear dark blue overcoats, and for 


others to wear black ? Finally, if a man standing six foot two in 
his stocking- feet is to a bank holiday as a six-inch collar is to a pork- 
pie, how comes it that a tartan waistcoat and a pair of green plush 
trousers cost five shillings and sixpence per square inch?” We 
confess that we are unable to find answers to these questions. 

Two Policemen were yesterday observed in earnest conversation 
with a well-known member of the Bermondsey Bull-pup Club, 
Eventually the three Gentlemen departed for an adjacent police- 
station, their proceedings forming a subject for animated comment 
amongst the juvenile population of the neighbourhood. 

Four receptions, six public dinners, five evening parties, and eight 
dances were given in different parts of London yesterday, ** to meet 
Mr. H. M. Stabley.” We are glad to know that the great explorer 
maintains his imperturbable good humour. 

It is computed that the number of pretty women in London this 
I Season is just double of what it was last year. 

■ 

SHORT MATHEMATICAL PAPER. . 

1, Solve the short equation (o+<r+<r + a + v + \4.T)x2 = 14 days. 

2. Given log. '321 and density how muon Port wonld you 
deduce from this ? 

3, Show under what circumstances P’liceman = Two-and- 
sixpence. 

4. What is the probability of two blue eyes becoming black if A, 
a stranger, wins half-a- crown three times running at a baccarat- 
table in Tottenham Court Road ? Calculate to five places of deci- 
mals the chances of A’s appearance as prosecutor at Bow Street next 
morning. 

6. Construct a set of Tables showing how the interest increases 
in a geometrical progression as the principal is paid off. A., a fiat, 
goes to B., a money-lender, to raise £100. A. receives £7 10s. ^d, 
m gold ; what balance will he receive in grand old sherry and 
real Havana Bremerhaven cigars? 

6. Show how to re-construct a series of Companies (on the square), 
with a million capital, within two months of formation, in such a 
way that the Shareholders get nothing, and still remain Hable for 
future calls. Is the root of the above operation to be found in 
defective legislation ? 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 
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THE ART OF BLACKING BOOTS. 

t^tt.a'r. lyrTt IPxjNCH 

You ’ll be glad most likely to bear ■what ’s going on in ibe 
boot-blackin’ world, of wbicb I’m now a bonarery member, bavin’ 
bin thirty-five years at it come next Cbrismas, and now retired to 
Camberwell to do the rest of my life easy. Fact is, Sir, there ’s a 
many young ’nns come on, and^ scarcely sufB.- 
boots for ’em to get a Hvin out of, more 
^ i\ ^ partikler with them new yaller boots, which is 
pison to the honest boot-black. So thinks I 
to myself, I’ve bin polislm’ a llong time and 
I 1 1 knows aU the tricks of it, why shonldn’t I 
\\ III! 1,1 1 lend a ’and to them as is startin’. I ’ll write 


'■ : down what I knows myself, and I’ll get all 
' the best blackers of the day to teU me what 
I V , /' they knows about it, and then I’ll set the lot 

together and get it printed. Fact is, I got put 
the job by a f^er who come to see me 
w - ’tother day— a tidy young sprig, fnU of all 

them new notions. Says ’e to me, “ Bill,” 
’e says, “’ow do yon walk?” “’Why,” I say, “on two legs 
like the rest of ’em; what do you think?” “Ifo,” ’e says, 
“that ain’t what I mean, you Jugg;in8” (there’s a pretty word 
to use to one old enough to be his father) ; “what is the process 
you go through in walMng?” “Well,” I says, “if that’s what 
you’re up to, I mostly puts one foot in front of ’tother, and 
arterwards brings the back foot forrard and leaves ’tother behind.” 
“Ah,” says ’e, “that’s jest where you make a bloomin’ errer. 
Tour brain sends a message through your nerves, and then you set 
to work, movin’ the extenser mussels and the glutyus maksimus, 
and there you are,” Well, I thought about that a lot, and on the 
top of it I got ’old of a boox called the Art of Authorship, by Mister 
tooEOE Bainion, who’s agoin’ to teach everybody ’ow to write 
things pretty and proper, and make no end of money out of it. 
Pr’aps, tbinh s I to myself, there ’s more in blackin’ boots than meets 
the eye. I ’ll write about that on the same plan, gettin’ all the 
fellers I know to ’elp me. Fust, I drew up a lot of questions, and 
I sent ’em round. Then when the ansers j come in I got a young 
chap, who writes for the Camberwell Star, to polish ’em im a bit 
with grammar and spellin’, asking ’im to do it like Mister (3-eoege 
Baintont. I’ve jest dropped in a word or two of my own ’ere and 
there, to show what I mean. So ’ere they are. Sir, and quite at 
your servis ; and I knows if you prints ’em, there ’s many a boot- 
black unborn, as ’ll bless your name, not forgettin’. 

Yours truely, the Author, Bill the Bootblacb:. 

Intboduction, 

In putting these notes together, I have been animated solely by 
the desire to enable those, whom motives of self-interest, or of 
ambition, or the irresistible impulse of innate genius, may induce 
to enter upon the profession of blacking, to acquire by living examples 
of acknowledged ability, a true and genuine perfection in the art. 
For art it is. Let nobody undertake it lightly. There is no room 
in the busy throng of ardent blackers for the idler or the fribble. 
Such men may write books, they cannot black boots. Style is every- 
thing, style which colours the boots, roots itself in them, and uplifts 
them to the highest pinnacle of Art. (N.B. — I took this sentens 
nearly strait from Geobob Bainton. — JB. the JB.) Therefore, my 
young friends, study style. Whenever you see a well-blacked boot 
in the street, in the counting-house, or in the sanctity of home, fix 
your eyes upon it. Thus you will learn, and may in time black 
boots as well as I do myself. 

(IT.B. — GEOsaE TOites tbe most extronery fine English, I ’m told, 
and o’ course ’e wants the young ’uns to do the same. Same with 
I me and the boots. — JB. the JB.) 

My first answer is from Jambs Huggins, who as is well-known, I 
polishes the foot-coverings of the innumerable visitors who throng 
to the Transcontinental Hotel. He says, “You ask me how 1 
acquired my unquestioned ability as a blacker. I answer, ‘ By oon- 
fftantly studying the best models,’ When I was quite a small boy 
I used to polish all the boots within reach, and I well remember my 
father humorously remonstrating with me, when he found me 
blaoking an old pair of worsted slippers given Mm by my mother. 
There is a method of breatMng on some boots and of spitting on 
others, wMch can only be acquired by long practice. A large boot 
with many knobs, is best for a beginner.” 

Hext I addressed my inquiries to George Beewshee, more generally 
known under his nick- name of Dandy Geoedib. FTo man has a 
wider reputation. His reply is instructive. “It is useless,” he 
says, “to study models. I tried that, and the result was that I 
used to black all the patent leathers, and varnish the ordinary ones. 
So I gave up study and relied upon my own talents. At the present 
day, nobody in the whole world can put a truer sMne on the dampest 
boot. I scarcely know how I do it, I only know I do it. I always 






keep my brushes in good order, "drink a toothful of gin at bed- time, 'j 
and never let a single day pass without blacking something.” 

My next reply was from JjEMUel D. Dodge, of JSTew York, a boot- 
polisher whose delicate and refined style has won Mm admirers in ‘ 
this country as well as Ms own. “ Character,” he observes, “ is i 
everything. I always analyse my blaoking three times over, and 
then lay it on thin with a camel’s hair-brush. I find tMs method | 
much more satisfactory and less tiring than the rough and ungainly j 
scrubbing so much in vogue with your English artists.” ^ 

Miss Sally Pippin, who officiates in The Metropolitan Ladies’ I 
Boot Emporium, kindly sends mo the following notes, “I have] 
had no education at all. I find it quite useless. All you require is -! 
to make a sMue. It’s as easy as shelling peas. By the way, I * 
always wear my hair brought up at the back. This hint may be i 
useful to intending bootblacks.” il 

(That ’s enough for one go, I rayther fancy. There ’s lots more o’ i 
the same sort all'ekally valuble, but I mustn’t let you have it all at 
ouce. — .B. the JB,) : 

EARLY GREEN PEAS. 

A Gottrmmd^s Ditty, 

There ’s a pleasure in Rhubarb, fresh, early and red, 

When it comes with the flush of the newly born year, 

There’s a joy in the tasty Asparagus head 
That is met with in soup, be it thick, — be it clear I 
There ’s delight in the oyster ; a peace that ne’er fails 
In the placid enjoyment the Plover’s egg brings, 

A sense of calm peace in your nicely cooked (luails. 

But oh! there ’s one dish that will crown all these things ; 

For what, with such rapture the palate can please 
As the first welcome helping of Early Green Peas I 

You may bring me Clyde salmon, three shillings the pound, 

Red mullet m envelope, done to a turn, 

The young spring potatoe, dug fresh from the ground, 

The daintiest cream from a Devonshire churn : 

You may offer me salad that ’s almost divine. 

With a chicken so plump it should gladden the heart ; 

You may say, “ Wash that down with the best brands of wine, 
And follow it up with young gooseberry tart ! ” 

My reply is but this, “ Ah I withhold all of these ! 

But yield me the rapture of Early Green Peas ! ” 


T he FIYE o’clock tea bonnet company.- U nder the 

above title a Fashionable Company has been inaugurated by 
several high-bom, but impecunious Ladies, who, importing a model 
bonnet from Paris, and reproducing it in British materials, with 
more or less success, hope, by a judicious association of the shop- 
keeping instinct with the recherchi gloze of the best social circles, to 
dispose of their stock to a clientele, consisting of the many toadying 
and snobbish friends who would be caught by the idea of purchasing 
their bonnets at an establishment where their orders would be taken 
by an hnpovexished Lady of title, and delivered at their residences, 
possibly, by the daughter of a Baronet or NoblemaUj in reduced 
ciroumstanoes. The rooms of the New Company that will be shortly 
opened at tbe West End, in the immediate vicinity of Bond Street, 
though supplied with a counter on which a few of the ohoioest 
exMbits of the establishment can be displayed, will be in all other 
respects furnished after the fasMon of a Modern Upper-class May- 
Fair Drawing-room, to which intending Purchasers will need no 
voucher of admission beyond that furnished by their own visiting- 
card, on presentation of 'which they wiU be greeted as friends, 
making an afternoon call, by the Fore-lady, who may be temporarily 
presiding over the Show-room. Indeed, tne key-note to the raison 
d'etre of the Five o’ Clock Tea Bonnet Company will he found in the 
happy combination of High- class social intercourse, with a satisfac- 
tory adhesion to the principles of ordinary W est-End shopkeeping. No 
special prices will be attached to the articles sold, but they may be 
regarded on the whole, considering the advantageous social circum- 
stances under which they are established, as generally a little in 
advance of those asked at the leading Professional West-End Estab- 
lishments of a similar kind. A generous margin in this direction 
must, therefore, be looked for in the account. Bills, if required, when 
contracted by well-known Leaders of Society, may stand over for 
years, but a very handsome interest will, of course, be expected, in 
the event of a long-delayed settlement. 

Punch and “ Judah.”— Jfcfr. P. defers Ms criticism on Hbnby 
Author J ones’ s new play at the Shaftesbury . . . until he has gone 
through the formality of seeing it. From most aocountst it is 
evidently well worth a visit. 


NOTICE. — Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description^ will 
m no case be returned,^ not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, To this rule 
there will be no exception. ^ ^ i i re 
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VOCES POPULI. 

AT THE BOYAL ACADEMY. 

In tbce VbsiibtjiiE. 

Visitors ascending staircase^ full of enthusiasm and energetic deter- 
minatiou not to miss a single I^icture, encounter people descending 
in various stages of mental and physical exhaustion, A.t the 
turnstiles two Friends meet unexpectedly; both being shy men^ 
whoj with timely notice^ would have preferred to avoid one 
another^ their greetings are marked by an unnatural effusion^ 
and followed by embarrassed silence. 

First Shy Man ijto break the spell). Odd, our rimiiing up against 
one another like this, eh? 

Second Shy Man, Oh, very odd- {Looks about him irresolutely^ 
and wonders if it would be decent to pass on. Decides it will hardly 
do,) Q-reat place for meeting, the Academy, though. 

First S, M, Yes ; sure to come across somebody^ sooner or later. 

\Ijaughs nervously^ and wishes the other would go. 
Second S, M, {seeing that his friend lingers). This your visit 
here? 

First S, M, Yes. Couldn’t very well ^et away before^ you know. 

[ Feels apologetic^ without exactly knowing why. 
Second S, M, It my first visit, too. {Sees no escape^ and resigns 
himself) Er— we may as well go round together, eh ? 

First S, M, {who was afraid this was corning—- - 

heartily), Ooodl By the way, I always think, on a 2l 

first visit, it ’s best to take a single room, and d.o that m 

thoroughly. \_This has only just occurred to him, 

Second S, M, {who had been intending to follow that 
plan himself). Oh, do you? Now, for my part, I 
don’t attempt to see anything thoroughly the first 
time. Just scamper through, glance at the things 
one oughtn’t to miss, get a general impression, and 
come away. if I don’t happen to come again, 

I’ve always done it, you see. But {considerately), 
look here. Don’t let me drag you about, if you ’d I 
rather not I I ,|||^^^ 

First S, M, Oh, but I shonldn’t like to feel I was \ { || 
any tie on you. Don’t yon mind about me. I shall ' || iKm 

potter about in here—for hours, I daresay. K&l 

Second S, M, Ah, well {with vague consolation)^ I |||.S^|| 
shall always know where^ to find you, I suppose. w| ||| W 
First S, M, ijbrightening visibly). Oh dear, yes; I Jl0_: 
shan’t he far away. 

IThey part with mutual relief only tempered by the & 

necessity of following the course they have respec- ^ 
tively prescribed for themselves, Nemesis overtakes 
the Second S. M. in the next Gallery^ when he is 
captured by a Desultory Fnthusiast, who insists 
upon dragging him all over the place to see obscure and 

^*‘gemsf^ which are only to be appreciated by ricking the neck or 
stooping painfully, 

A Suburban Lady {to Female Friend), Oh dear, how stupid of me! 
I quite forgot to bring a pencil ! Oh, thank you, dear, that will do 
beautifully. It ’s just a little blunt ; but so long as I can mark with 
it, you know. You don’t think we should avoid the crush if we 
began at the end room ? Well, perhaps it is less confusing to begin 
at the beginning, and work steadily through. 

In Gallery No. L 

A small group has collected before Mr. Wyllie’s “Davy Jones’s 
Locker,” wtdch they inspect solemnly for some tmie before ven- 
turing to commit themselves to any opinion. 

First Visitor {after devoting his tvhole mind to the subject). Why, 
it ’s the Bottom of the Sea — at least {more cautiously)^ that’s what 
it seems to be intended for. 

Second V, Ah, and very well done, too. I wonder, now, how he 
managed to stay down long enough to paint aU that ? 

Third V, Practice, I suppose. IVe seen writing done under 
water myself. But that was a tank I 


In Gallery No, II. 

The S, L, {doubtfully), H’m, No. 156. “ Chud CharioU^^ ? Not 
ve^ like chariots, though, are they ? 

Mer Friend, I expect it’s one of those sort of pictures that you' 
have to look at a long time, and then things gradually come ow? of 
I it, you know. 

The S,L, It may {Tries the experiment.) No, I can’t make 
anything come out — only j ust clouds and their refieotions. ( Struggling 
between good-nature and conscientiousness,) I donH think I can 
\ mark that. 

i In Gallery No. III. 

I A Matron {before Mr. Dicksee’s Tannhduser^^), “ Venus and 
I Tannkduser^^—^&hf and is that Venus on the stretcher? Oh, that^s 
her all on fi.re in the background. ^ Then which is Tamihauser, and 
I what are they all supposed to he doing ? [JTti a tone of irritation, 
Her Nephew, Oh, it tells you all about it iu the Catalogue — ^he 
meets her funeral, you know, and leaves grow on his stick. 

The Matron (pursing her lips). Oh, a dead person, 

[^Repulses the Catalogue severely and passes on. 
First Person, with an “ Bye for Art** {before “ Fysche*s Bath,** 
by the President), Not bad, eh? 

Second Person, &c. No, I rather like it. (Feels that he is grow- 
ing too lenient,) He doesn’t give you a very good idea of marble, 
though. 

First P, ^c, l^lo—that *s not marble, and he always 
Mb puts too many folds in his drapery to suit me. 

PVrst P, &c. Just what I always say. It’s not 
^ natural, you know. [ They pass on, much pleased with 
themselves and one another, 

A Flange fhaliing before a sea-scape, by Mr. Henry 
7^ Moore, to Fiancee), Here, I say, hold on a bit— what’s 

this one ? ^ i 

Fiangie\(who doesn*t mean to waste the whole after- 
pictures). Why, it ’s only a lot of waves — 

M »] V come on I 

feSL V/ Surburban L, Ltjcy, this is rather nice, 

Lv, Breakfasts for the Perth!** (Pondering,) I think 

^ there must he a mistake iu the Catalogue— I don’t see 
T>reakfast things— they ’re cleaning fish, and 
WK.’ i ^ that-or not ? 

I ww Comp, Oh, I think so, 

^ know. I ’ve marked such a 
- --M iy qujintity already and the lead won’t hold out much 
longer. Oh, it ’s by Hook, R. A. Then I suppose it ’s 
to be all right. I ’ve marked it, dear. 

Duet by Two Dreadfully Severe Young Ladies, 

^ 'wJw paint a little on China. Oh, my dear, look at that. 
Did yoxL ever see such a thing ? Isn’t it too perfectly 
, . , awful f And there ’s a thing ! Do come and look at 

this horror over here. A “ Study,** indeed. I should just i-binTr it 
was ! Oh, Maggie, don’t be so satirical, or I shall die I No, but do 
just see this — isn’t it killing f They get worse and worse every year, 

I declare! lAndso on. 

In G-allery No. V. 

(Two Prosaic Persons come upon a little picture, by Mr. Swan, of a 
hoy lying on a rock, piping to fishes,) 

First P, P, That*B a rum thing ! 

Second P, P, Yes, I wasn’t aware myself that fishes were so 
partial to music. 

First P, P, They may be — out there — {perceiving that the hoy is 
unclad)— hut it ’s peculiar altogether— they look like herrings to me. 

Second P. P, Yes— or mackerel. But (tolerantly) I suppose it *& 
a fancy subject. IThey consider that this absolves them from taking 
any f tether interest in it, and pass on. 

In Gallery No. XI. 

An Old Lady (who judges Art from a purely Mural Standpoint, 
halts approvingly before a picture of a female orphan). Now, that 
writing done under | really is a nice picture, my dear— a plain black dress and white euf s 


Phurth V (presumably in prof ound allusion to the fishes and sea- 
anemones). Well, they seem to be ’aving it all their own way down 
there, don’t they ? [ The Group, feeling that this remark sums up 
the situation, disperses. 

The Subwrban Lady (her pencil in full ^ay). No. 93. Now what’s 
that about? Oh, “ Forbidden Sweets**— to be sure. Isn!t that 
charming? Those two dear little tots having their tea, and the 
Mtten with its head stuck in the jam-pot, and the label and all, and 
the sticky gpoon on the nursery table-cloth— so I really 

mark: that. (Awards this distinction.) ^1, Going up Top,*' 
Yes, of course. Look, Lucy dear, that little fellow has just answered 
a question, and his master tells him. he may go to the top of the olass, 
do you see f And the big boy looking so sulky, he ’s wishing he had 
learnt his lesson better. I do think it’s^o clever— all the different 
expressions. Yes, I shall certainly mark that I 


— just what I like to see in a young person ! 

The S, L, (her enthusiasm greatly on the wane, and her temper 
slightly affected), Lucy, I wish you wouldn’t worry so— it ’s qaite 
impossible to stop and look at everything. If yon wanted your tea 
as badly as I do ! Mark that one ? What, when they neither of 
them have a single thing on ! Never, Lucy,— and I ’m surprised at 
your suggesting it ! Oh, you meant the next one ? h’m— no, I can*t 
say I oare for it. Well, if I do mark'it, I shall only put a tick — ^for 
it really is not worth a cross ! 

Coming Out. 

The Man who always makes the Right Remark, H’m. Haven’t 
seen anything I could carry away with me. 

Ris Flippant Friend, Too many people about, eh ? Never mind, 
old chap, you may manage to sneak an umbrella down-stairs— r 
won’t tay anything! \^Disgmt of his companion, who descends stairs 
in offended silence, as s<'ene closes. 


VOK xcvir» 
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IN THE KNOW. 

{By Mr, Punch's Own PrcpheU) 

I AM told that many of the 
millions who have read with de- 
light the brilliant sporting articles 
that have appeared from my pen 
week after week expect me to utter 
a few words of seasonable advice 
as to the chances of the various 
animals engaged in the Derby and 
the Oaks. If I were one of the 
chowder-headed numskulls who 
cackle for hire, the task would 
doubtless be an easy one. Mr. J. 
has performed it yearly with that 
magnijficent want of success which 
attends aU his addle-pated efforts. 
But, praise be to Heaven I I am 
not Mr. J., or one of his crew. I 
am only a humble writer, distin- 
guished alike for his unerring 
sagacity, his undeviating accu- 
racy, and his incisive force of ex- 
pression. My task is, therefore, 
stupendous, but I will perform it. 

The Debut. 

There are many horses infer the 
Derby. Some people fancy Sure^ 
foot, Bancies are not, of course, 
facts, but the name is good. Keep 
your eye on the black and cerise 
of LmniABD. Sainfoin is not 
generally supposed to cover grass, 
but there are generally exceptions. 
1 have not heard the angels calling 
Le Nord lately, but they may 
begin at any time. A man may 
get Acme, so may ahorse, and I am 
bound to say that if I were The 
Begqar I should give the lie to the 
crack-brained puddling proverb, 
and be a chooser of hrst place. 
Bel Demonio should be aU there 
when the first part of his name 
rings, BO that he may go like the 
second, if he wants to be one, two, 
or three. Baihheal rhymes to heel. 
Has he got a clean pair to show P 
Orwell should score well ; and you 
must never^tie your Garter too 


^^EMBAKRASSING!’’ 

Or, The Political Scipio and the Bast African 
Charmer, 

** Though the topic of Africa is said to be * em- 
barraesing and inconvenient,’ it need not occasion 
any uneasiness at all ; but if the British Govern- 
ment suirenders any portion of the territory 
reserved for the sphere of British influence, it may 
become most terribly embarrassing within a 
measurable period of time.” — Stanley's Beply to 
Lord Salisbury. 

Staitley, loquitur ■ 

Histobt repeats itself I Perhaps it may do, 
But “ with a difference.” The moral Sages 
Think that if anyone holds wisdom, they do ; 
But not all sense is stored in pedant’s 
. pages. 

Historic parallels, from Plutakch downwards, 
Are rather pretty fancies than realities. 

I am no book- worm, have no leanings gown- 
wards. 

And set small store hy moralist’s banalities. 
To pose as Scipio, that pndent Eoman, 

So praised by pedagogue PoLyBius, seem- 

Pleases af^l^ry Premier. Well, our foeman 
Won’t slumber whilst we choose to doze on 
dreamingly. 

SdPio at Hew Carthage was a hero 
Of virgin virtue and high generosity ; 

But hopes in Africa will fall to zero, 

If “ policy ” means virtuous pomposity. 



The chaste Proconsul turned his visage 
blushingly. 

Prom what with him was personal tempta- 
tion ; 

I But what ’s good rule for one will fall quite 

! crushingly 

If ’tis adopted by a mighty nation. 

Scipio, no doubt, was splendid in his modest 
And generous dealings with those Spanish 
hostages ; 

But Salisbuby - Scipio ? Picture of the 
oddest I 

Imperial rule is not all Penny Postages, 

Dain^ diplomacies, generous concessions 
To Teuton tastes and Hohenzollern fancies ; 

Or faith in bland Capeivi’s fine professions, 
And wandering Weissmai^n’s roseate ro- 
mances. 

Kilimi-Hjaro, Masai-Land, the Congo, 

Should satisfy your thirst for abnegation ; 

And now, metninks, dear Lord, you cannot 
wrong go, 

If you go iu for — let’s say “exploita- 
tion.” 

Scipio the Elder was not given to letting 
The Carthaginians get too much the best of 
him. 

How on the Teuton it is even betting ; 

To sqtueeze you north, or south, or east, or 
west of him. 

Out of the Congo jState on the west border, 
Out of the Southern Soudan on his north 


tightly, n^ess you want to stop 
your circulation. Golden Gatevs 
not always as open as imght be 
wished ; and The Imp is some- 
times a hmdraiice. Q-ood old Bolo^ 
nius / As for Kirhham, Allotoay^ 
Martagony and loupy all I can say 
is, Mum ’s the word. How about 
the Field? Monkeys are often 
madethere. SomnchfortheDerby. 

The Oaks. 

Who said Semolina ? Passion, 
passion take advice, fill your 
pockets full of Semolina, Ha, ha I 
Signorina ought certainly not to 
miss the mark by more a 
mile. Mimoire might do pour 
servir, and Goldtoing sounds well 
for a fllyer. Those who cross the 
Ponza[sinorum) generally go fur- 
ther with ease, ^d Dearest is 
certainly superlatiYe. The Field 
a monkey. Who said that ? Who- 
ever he was, let him beware ! That 
is all I have to say in the mean- 
time, but anyone desiring further 
information is requested to apply 
to me by letter at the office, en- 
closing twelve clean stamps for a 
reply. All who are not in a state 
of ^ niddy - noddying, anserous, 
as inin e, gruel-brained, pumpkin- 
faced, Rooseberry-eyed imbecility, 
will, of course, do so* 

A Shaftesbury Song. 

(Am — With a Doodah t'' as sung 
'^^h great applatissy by 

Mr. W. E. Gn-DST-NB.) 

Otjh Author JoTsrm has come out 
strong 

Withu Judah f WithaJwdaA.' 
Orig^ dran^ three Acts long, 
Judah! Judah! pay! 

It ’s bound to run each night, 
And many a Matinde, 

I’H lay my money on the Wie- 
EABJ) nag. 

Ev’ryone will see the play. 


By J ove, my Lord, that seems a biggish order I 
To stop it needs some struggle, and ’tis 
worth one. 

That poor East African Company ’s affronted, 
While Iron-olads and soldiers help the 
Teuton. 

Must they then be from the Hyanza shunted, 
And must I all their miseries he mute on, 
Because plain speech is what you call “em- 
barrassing.” 

Because unto the Teuton you ’re so tender ? 
Must Englishmen in Africa stand harassing, 
And stoop to a calm policy of Surrender, 
And all that a proud Premier at Hatfield 
May play the Scipio— in this feeble fashion? 
My Lordj^e did not win our spurs in that 

Upon my soul, it puts me in a passion ; 

And not me only, but, as yon’H discover, 

A lot of Englishmen who watch this drama. 
Scipio was not an indiscriminate lover, 

But it was he licked Haottibax at Zama. 

I bring you, Scrpio, the East Afrio beauty, 
Captured and chained, but opulent and 
charming. 

Yon turn away I From sacred sense of duty ? 
From fear of your (political) virtue harm- 
ing? 

Ho ! Sorpio seemed ruled by honour’s laws 
When to the captured beauty he waslenient, 
You turn away, sham Scipio, because 
She seems ‘‘embarrassing andj;^inconve- 
nient”! 
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SEUE. 

[Messrs. Spiers and Pond say in a letter in The Daily Telegraphy that 
‘‘bottled beer is really what the great majority of the public want when they 
are out for a holiday.”] 

Mention not the wines of Medoe, nor the yintage of Bordeaux, 

Or the Burgundy that riyals e’en the ruhy in its flow ; 

Though the growers of Epemay and the merry men of Rheims, 
Pour champagne that holds the sunlight in exhilarating streams ; 
There ’s a finer nobler tipple, that the Briton’s heart doth cheer, 
And he clings with fond affection to his draught or bottled beer. 

Amber Rudesheimer charms us wandering by the haunted Rhine, 
Sparkling Hock near Ehrenbreitstein is a mighty pleasant wine : 

In agreement with the Oerman we have vowed we loved full well, 
To behold the bubbles flashing on a goblet of Moselle ; 

But the Brition hugs his tankard, and would count the man an ass 
Who held not in highest honour nectar from the vats of Bass. 

Port is worthy of acceptance, once men made the bottle spin ; 
Sherry hath a welcome flavour when the filberts have come in : 
Scotsmen have been seen imbibing in the mountains of the north, 
What is known as whiskey-toddy in the lands beside the Forth : 
But the Englishmen will tell you that for really sterling worth— 
Bass’s beer can beat all liquids that were ever made on earth. 


THE BIHER CRY OF THE LONDON RIDER HAGGARD AND JADED. 

0 the Chief 0(mifrdssionere of 




0 the Chief Commissioners of 
The Ditto of Police^ 
jr €Lnd to* ^ George^' Ranger, 

I . open up rides 

^ Kensington G-ardens? 

> ^ Say one good one under the 

' ^om South-West to 

' ^ Horth-Weat, and connect 

^ ^^eu-sington with Bay s- 

water? Will any bene- 
H V '^1- factor to unfortunate Me- 

j\ ^ tropolitan Equestrians force 

. \ this North- W est passage ? 

^ XssC There is a meagre ride 
I K of the road in 

ii^ 1-5^1 Inner Circle, Regent’s 

J =^)| ■:-:^| , Park. Why not a good ride 

" f „-d i - ^■o^’oss Park? From 

considerable observation 
^ ' 1 \ \ \ a^d experience of Kensing- 

L- I \ V "A f ton Gardens and Regent’s 

I I \ 1 - \ I _-=5. Kark, it may be confidently 

I I ^ 1 1 ^ 1 asserted, that such rides as ' 
vJ A ^ .here proposed, would 
not interfere with the com- 
. , fort of a single (or married) 
nurse or governess with children in her charge. Both places are 
comparatively unfrequented, and the proposed rides would not 
mrringe upon the recreation of the London boys. 

We strongly recommend the Chief Commissioner to visit Paris, 
and, mounted upon a comfortable horse, let him make the acquaint- 
ance of the delightful sentiers laid out as rides in the Bois de 
Boulogne. This will be a first-rate French exercise for him, and 
he will learn a great deal from it. The Duke, who is fond of equita- 
tmm especially in Battersea Park, must admit that the equestrians 
of London are very badly off for variety. Up and down Rotten 
^ aiding by the Barracks, once to the dismal ride 
side, and once back again by the ride that opens on 
p the Mausoleum-like Magazine,— which of all London Magazines 
^ and only this, is the daily burden of the 

patient J^ndon rider’s song. “How long? How long?” as Mr. 
WttsoN Barrett used to be always exclaiming in The Silver Kina, 
or to, or both. How long— will mounted London put up wiffi 
this, which IS the reverse of a merry-go-rouhd ? 

Then we have to be thankful for the small mercy of a narrow strip 
of a ride, barely room for one, along Constitution Hill, and for that 
other strip, a toifle wider, in Birdcage Walk, which is always 
crowded with chddrga, and one might as well be riding through ' 

nriT'MArv' tyvA-nn/la WVi.^ 1 d . *''‘*6"' 



What Our Artist Expected to Find There. 


RAILWAY UNPTJNCTUALITY REPORT; 

Dry What it may probably come to, 

T^t the new Legislation has begun to tell favourably on the 
conduct of the traffic of the leading lines cannot for a moment be 
doubted after glancing at the thirteenth Bi-weekly Record, pnh- 
lished at the Companies’ expense, according to the Provisions of the 
recent Act, on the back of all their passenger- tickets. It is satis- 
factory to note how, in something like six weeks, punctuality in the 
train service seems really almost established, the only train arriving 
one minute late being one of the Edinburgh Expresses, of which the 
boiler of the engine blew up at Grantham, thereby causing a little 
delay, which, however, was picked up before the conclusion of the 
run by extra steaming. The heavy penal system which the new 
Legislation has introduced, is, of course, answerable for this 
delightful change ; but a glance at the following table for the six 
’vv^eks since the Act has come into operation, will show how 
effectively and rapidly it has worked 




Trains 

late. 

Chair- 
men put 
in Irons, 

Directors 
sentenced 
to Penal 
Servitude, 

A'tation 
Masters 
sentenced 
to Mat'd 
labour. 

Other Offi- 
cials sent 
to Gaol 
and Pined, 

1725 

9 

05 

192 

2004 

3 

1 

3 

17 

143 

2 

, , 

2 

11 

88 

1 

1 

1 

3 

15 

.... 

, , 

1* 



1 

1 

2 

*5 

io 


, crowded with childrga, and one might as well be riding through 
murrery grounds my sioulda^t there be here a out right aoroes 
the MMs, from The Walk of the Birdcages to middle of Piccadilly P 
<^^8|,ComBMsi(m«t of Police, and the 
Ohiet of the Board of Works ■would oombme, we might get somethine 
done w^ch woid benefit the riders — ^riders haggard and jaded— ana 
^teruBy assist flie smalieat oixoulation (possessed by those who ride 

W M to 


JTj ‘Ti: ’ xo vxw wu.»jj.K uua|u uugxxb W 06 pUI UOWn. 

IS a most dangerouriy slippery pass. 


First week .. .. 1725 9 96 192 2004 

Second, Do 3 1 3 17 143 

Third, Do. .... 2 2 11 88 

|^?Jirt]i,Do 11 1 3 15 

Fifth, Do. .. 1* 

Sixth, Do 1 1 2 J 10 

* Precautionary sentence. 

The list of officials, as furnished in the above ScheduLle, under- 
going their various periods of punishment, is an encouraging sign 
to the travelling public, and it is satisfactory to notice that the old 
unpunctuality that marked the first week, followed up as it was by 
a rigorous application of the new lawy instantly disappeared as if by 
magic, when the Companies began really to understand their respon- 
bmties and their penalties under the new Act. It is confidently, 
therefore, to be hoped, that next week’s record may possibly be an 
entirely clean one, and tbfiit, the only Method of ensuring punotualiiy 
namely, the infliction of a penalty on the Authorities who can control 
it, may be found in practice to he entirely successful. 

Suggestion Gratis. — ^Why doesn’t some enterprising publisher 
engage Sergeant Paxmbr of the 19th Knowles’s Century Powder 
Magazme to wnte a Military Romance ? There has been nothing of 
the sort worth mentioning since ChaRxes Lever. The Sergeant 
ooula write under the nom de guerre , Micky JPVee, Medivivus, 

(Siffned) Babok bb Book-Woems. 

Qk If sere^ Honsisholder. who love peace and ^uietnes. on Sunday, 
islmuld combine to put down the Saivsibion Army’s so-called jsingiiig, 
what Mountains would they resemble P— .^4. The Hymn Allayers. 
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OPERA-GOER’S DIARY. 


Where do the Maritanas with tambourines all come from ? And 
why ? Are they the bathing-women in another costume ? If so, 


Monday^ M.ay 26. — Fauit, Panst-rate performance as far as show their connection with the plot. 
Jack and Ked de RESZKjE are concerned. Madame Hoedica is far After the curfew has sounded, and 



re concerned. Madame Hosdica is far After the curfew has sounded, and a man with a lantern has sent 
too knowing a Marguerite. The simple everyone to bed, why do all the people suddenly come out of bed 
Faust, just beginning life, is evidently again, every one of them all dressea and ready for anything ? 

‘ ^ ’ What is the Q.ueen doing riding about the town at night on a 


jeaust, just begmnmg me, is evidently 
no match for this guileless young lady, ^hat is tJ 
Being “ no match for her ” is i^robably 'W'hite horse r 
the reason for his not marrying her. Act IY.— 
Noedica charming vocally, but drama- minded peopl 

XT - X " xT_ . -n T TTT1. . X T 


the reason for his not marrying her. Act IY. — Don’t you think the Conspirators are very simple- 
Noedica charming vocally, but drama- minded people, not to look behind the curtain where Raoul is hidden ? 
tically there is too much of the Becky What have the nuns to do with the blessing of the daggers ? 
Sharp about her, and she is merely in Wouldn’t they be rather in the way in a conspiracy ? 
a plot with Martha let in the rich On what storey does the action of Act IY. take place, and what is 

and spoony Juggins called Faust, the height from the ground that Raoul has to leap when he jumps 
JSfew man, Feanceschetti, as Valen- out of the window ? 

tine, not quite the thing : perhaps There used to be a Fifth Act, with a grand trio and chorale, what 
nervous seeing Dan Deady in front has become of it ? If played, does anyone stop to hear it ? If not 
looking at him,. Good house for Whit played, can audience sue the management, or demand their money 
Monday, though of course The Bril- back? 

liancies are absent. Choruses excellent. TAwrsday.— Memorable for two rentrees and one first appearance. 

What capital match-boxes the old men Rentrie of Madame Etelka Gbestee, reritree of Bavelij:. and 
in the Old Men’s Chorus would make ! first appearance, on stage, this season, of Covent Garden Cat. Try- 
Good contrast between Mile. Bauee- ing position for the sleep-walking heroine in bed-room scene, when 
meistbe as Martha, and Ned de B. as the Covent Garden Cat (who was in front last Tuesday night, 
Mephistopheles. ^ when she ran round the ledge of the pit tier in humble imitation of 

Tuesday.— Glorious Opera, Jhes Mu-^ little Laubie at Pantomime time) suddenly rushes from under the 
guenots; French title with Italian bed, and after nearly frightening into fits naughty little Lisa 
names, such as Valentina^ Margherita Baueemeistee, who happens to be hiding there, walks with tail erect 
di Valois, XJrhano, &c. First appear- ^ 

ance of Monsieur Ybos. Why Boss f j // // \ i 


Marguerite NoxdicaSlytooteen 

coming home from church. change name 

® to Y-noUbos, and the answer vm come 

from DEXTEiOEANTrs himself, ^^Ihoss.^^ Monsieur Ybos belongs to 
the school of Signor Yibeato. Energetic but too angry with Valen-- 
tina, when she confesses that she loves him. Ella Rttssell mag- 
nificent as sleeveless Oueen. Ned de EeszkIi the best possible 
Marcello. As Deueiolanus, dropping into poetry, observes — 

He is the very best Marcello, 

With a voice like the deepest violoncello. 

Monsieur Dueeiohe as San Bris, “ quite the hrie,^^ or cheese. 
Madame Teteazzini a dramatic Valentina. Dan Drady a jirst- 
rate Conte di Nevers- too ^late-to- mend. Curfew- Watchman in 
perfect tune. Soldiers’ rataplanatory chorus very nearly perfec- 
tion at finish, though starting shakily. Little Padladino danced 
so delightfully as even to bewitch the Hng-me-not soldiers. I ’ve 
seen this Opera any number of times, and I have been at consider- 
able trouble and expense to master the plot. An idea strikes me. 

I shall publish Examination Papers on Popular Operas. What 

the prize will be for the one who answers correctly from memory, 

without reference to any _dmL ._ 

libretto, is a matter for fur- 

ther consideration. Here 

is a specimen of examina- 

tion paper on the^ Fugue- 

What is Miss Valentine 
doing ^^in somebody else’s 

vant ^me in and sing a | 

Why is he apparently ! 

pleased when jK^owfis blind- 
folded and tak^ away ?^ 

the dresses of the bathing- < 

women who come in and ? . 7 .- . 



Unexpected effect. Sudden appearance of representative of Katti banner. 

quietly across the stage, and makes a good exit e, 2. b. Count 
Edoxtaed, in commencement-of-nineteenth-century hat and coat, 
finished ofi with trousers and patent-leather hoots of date a.d. 1890, 
much amused, Amina supposed to be walking in her sleep, can’t 
possibly take notice of animal, but House in chuckles, as an audience 
always is, whenever* the harmless and ^nite unnecessary oat appears 
upon the stage. Rentree of Eavelii, in first-rate voice. Everyone 
charmed with him, and with Ned de EeszkS. Signor Einaldino an 
amusing Alessio, and Madame SiNico tunefully afieotionate as the 
devoted and sympathetic Mamma of the Aminable heroine. Melodies 
of our childhood, delightful to hear them again ; and the good old- 
fashioned Italian Opera terminations to the choruses admirably 
rendered. 

Friday . — ‘ ‘ Br. Faust, I presume ? ” I wasn’t there. Opera went 
on, I believe, in my absence. 

Saturday. — La Traviata. Ella Eussbll at her best. Tenor 


d^rbrforelke W notq^te at hiibes^ 

Wheie tbe maobLs ? Pai^meo (wby not ‘‘Old Pal” ?) yeryW as Giorgio Ger^nt. 

Wbat is the Page’s song, ^YshlUlimsaf^ldhJaUhLaJtiiko. Ite iua,gn]lceutlT-attoed chorus emoy ^ei^lyes amazinky at 
“iYo, no, no, noP^ about? ^ supper in Act I., for Violetta, when she does do the thing, does it 

Is Raoul in love with the Uneen, or the Q,ueen with Raoul f La w^, and there are certainly not less than four bottles of champagne 
either case account reasonably for the subsequent conduct of each of among a hundred guests. 


What is the Queen singing about at commencement of Act ? 

Act III.— What is Valentine doing out in the streets, in a wedding- 
dress, late at night ? 


Questions for Examination Paper. — At whose house does this 
supper party take place ? Why do all the guests leave at once ? 
Why is everyone in a Charles the Second costume except Violetta, 
who is in fashionable evening dress of 1890 ? Who is the young lady 


Why do the women turn their backs on the church when they whom Violetta so affectionately kisses ? and what, if anything, has 
kneel in the streets to say their prayers ? Is there no more kneeling- she to do with the plot ? r. -rt. ii « 

room inside the church ? If so, why are p^le still being admitted In Act JJJ.— Is it a hal masque f If not, what is it, and where ? 
while the women are kneeling outside ? Wnat service should you What is the simple game of cards which Alfredo plays with such 
say was going on ? enthusiasm ? Who wins ? and how much ? 
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CAUTION. 

'^Oh^deak ^oT Flomince eoe tour Honeymoon ? ” 

NorHiNaoE|»^°^-^°' ' ^'^^thee xhxn the Isee oe Wioht wrxH a M.n I know litti-e or 


"DOUBTI’UL ! ” 

OWNEE, 

a bit out of form. 

I -JSays more than one usual backer), 

1 The pace ^vill be made pretty warm, 

And the finish will be a rare cracker. 
liy Jove I we must put our best goods in the 

XfOUuy 

Of possibly we may be out of the hunt 
Teainbe, 

Come, Sir, don’t go talking like that ! 
Cantankerous critics will chatter. 

osses can go a rare “ bat,” 

Thars Ami it, Sir! That’s what’s 

^ oraTSit 

w ill gOf when he once settles into his stride. 
Jockey. 

opinion’s of little account, 

T admitting, yer honour, 

I ^ not dead nuts on my mmmt. 

® Sooner. 

Though ^^W itlers are on him, of course, to 

His own hither wam’t placed thfSneS 
OWNEB. 

N comes to close racinir. 
IhM h^looks a bit of a “ soiew,’?- 


TaAiNnSB. 

PenoillersAaoe been at work: 
iney’Umnok the nag’s chance, if they ’re 
able. 

Fatty Caine— the fanatical shirk 1— 

Seems m(toed to abandon the Stable. 

But stiU Compemaiion’s a horse to mv 
I mind. ^ 

He will finish with fewer before than behind. 

Owner. 

Ah I hut that ’s not quite good enough, G-. 

Just now what we want’s a clear winner. 
Ora new stnng of cracks nranhers three : 
r ™ j ?. ® TttAe (who ’s a timid beginner). 
Land Purchase, a nailer, and Ibis, yora pet 

The question is, which is the best of the hag ? 

Land ^ch^e,noyr, comes of sound stock 
A out of Coercion), 

w ^ s uch faith iu his Jock I 
fiaj^, KitchiEj I mean no aspersion, 
rou ride very mcely indeed for a “ pun : ” 

But B.^EotrB 1 M’s right when Sm cry ’g 
AETHIUE ’s up I ” ( 

Jockey, ^ 

scorcher, a brick, i 

lofirs— and luck— of the i 

I But when of the mounts you ’ye the pick, i 
it s hwd if you cau’t score a win, man. i 
iou swok me on Land Lurchaee, guv’nor, ^ 

H&^^as yon call him. ain’t in the I 


OWNEE. 

Ah, there it is, Goschen, you know x 
^ r justifies what I was saying, 

I fancy this animal ’s slow, 

T tliat his specialty ’s staying. 

I think, if we value our Stable — and tin — 

' That we should declare with Land PurcJiase 
to win. [,Left discuseing it, 

DERBY DISAPPOINTMENTS. 

. To go to Epsom with a view to a day’s en- 
joyment. I 

To imagine that there is any sport on the 
ditto returning. 

IaW ^ lunch of lukewarm 

tte^hTmp™"^^ 

°Sf «■ train totmd 

tor the IJOTOS without losing one’s temper. 

1 j ^ ^ listening 

^jpect that, after taking part in half a 
sweeps, any one of them will turn 

up trumps. 

rrsuu t^at you will neither be choked 

^t horn? with rain before you 

Lastiy, to b^k the Winner for £10,000, 
le by the Bank of England, to draw the 

S number at all the West-End Clubs to 
. iu consequence 

uc»>romed to the only and loyely daughter 
S Duke, and then (on waking) 

to nnd it all a dream I 
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A WARNING IN WAX. 


What the Statue looked like when it left the Sohlptoh’s 

HAND FOE EXHIBITION. 


Its apfeaeancb when the British Public had asobrtained, 

BY EXPERIMENT, THAT IT EEALLT WAS IN WaX, 


THE BALLAD OE THE EAEL^S BREEKS. 

am wearing a jiair of Co-operatire trousers,”— Roselery^ at 
Congress of Delegates from the Co-operative Societies of Great Britain md 
Ireland^ meeting at Glasgow, 

Talk of Dual Garmenture ! Here ’s a picture, to be sure, 

That a pleasauter, more i^otent lessou teaches.. 

Croakers given to foolish fright might take courage at the sight 
Of Lord Roskbery’s Oo-ouerative Breeches I 
For our Earl a canny chiel, and the timidest must feel 
That by what he advocates no sort of hurt is meant ; 

And if anybody wants true co-operative pants, 

He ^11 be glad to read Lord Rosebery’s advertisement. 

Co-operation now frightens very few, I trow, 

(Who wear trousers) ; but a few years earlier ? Bless us"! 

Such breeks would have been bogies to a lot of frightened fogies, 
They would just as soon have donned the shirt of Hessus. 

How an Earl to Glasgow goes, ’midst the men once thought our 
foes. 

And about Co-operation ieams— and also teaches ; 

And receives with genial glee from the Tweed Society 
A pair of Tweed Co-operative Breeches ! 

Why eighty-six per cent, (at Clackmannan) are intent, 

(Nearly nine' tenths of all its population), 

In a fashion fair as stout, upon fully working out 
The principles of true Co-operation. 

> Yet there are no earthquakes there, and Lord Rosebery in the chair 
I At the Congress of Co-operative Delegates, 

[ Talks in tones of hearty cheer, and the very thought of fear 
To a Limbo Fatuorum calmly relegates. 

! Members One million men, with a capital of Ten, 
j And an annual sale of close on Thirty Seven ! 

I Two millions more each year ! Yes^ it 's truly pretty clear 
I That the State feels the co-operative leaven. 

And though it is mere hum to see the Millennium, 


Because Co-operators cheerfully co-operate, 

Yet it is a mighty movement, and our hopes of Earth’s improvement 
May rise with it, at a prudent and a proper rate. 

Pooh I the pessimistic dreams of pragmatical Earl Weictss 
May well excite this eager Earl’s derision. 

Forty Millions total profit ! No, we are not nearing Tophet, 

Any more than we are touching realms Elysian, 

Those on Co-Ops so sweet and sh^keepers need not treat 
Each other like the cats of old Kilkenny, 

From each other they might learn, live together and all turn. 

With sagacity and skill, an honest penny* 

There’s no need for any gush, but The Principle” will push 
As Ijord Rosebery foreshadows to high places ; 

And it was not all his fun when he hinted we might run 
Our Empire ou co-operative bases I 
They who want to understand what is stirring in the land, 

Should peruse Primrose’s pithiest of speeches. 

Meanwhile Punch drinks good health to the “ Labourer’s Common- 
wealth,” 

And long wear to those Co-operative Breeches 1 


WEEK BY WEEK. 

Preparing for the Derby. Mr.! Staitley goes out of his 
way to meet Lord Salisbury. Lord Salisbury goes out of 
Mr. H. M. S’s. way. 

Tuesday,— TslLot& preparations for Derby. 

Wednesday,— Derby. Mr, Punch out for the day. Party at 
Foreign Office to meet Mr. Stanley unavoidably postponed. 
Thursday , — Trying to recover from Derby Day. 

Private EcKpse of the Sun. For ticKets to view, inquire at 
Timekeeper’s Office, Charing Cross. Only a limited number wiU | 
be issued. 

Saturday,— "Loidi Salisbury’s first dance to meet Mr. Stanley. 

Social festivities which were much disturbed by the Whitsuntide 
holidays, have now been resumed in all their splendour. The Mile 
End Athenseum yesterday held their annual reception in the palatial 
institution designed for me accommodation of the intellectual ^Uie 
of the district. The rooms were crowded from an early hour. 
Proceedings began with an address on “ The -Esthetic Position of 
Mile End,” delivered by the President. This was foRowed by some 

g uoeful step-danoing, executed by two stars from the neighbouring 
all of Yariety. Later on the guests, having, as is usual, exchanged 
over-coats, and tossed with the Club halfpenny for umbrellas, 
separated to their homes. 

Lady Cleimentina Cropper has issued cards for ’’a musical evening 
at which all the most eminent performers are expected. The 
Whistling Quintette and the Whispering Choir have been engaged. 
Her Ladyship’s ]^arties are famous for the animation and brillianoy 
of their conversation. 

It is understood that the Stewards of the Jockey Club at their 
last meeting resolved to suppress the use of all strong language on 
Derby Day, Any owner discovered in the act of saying “blow” 
will be confined to barracks for a fortnight. Anything more violent 
will involve perpetual suspension, with the loss of all the privileges 
of a British Citizen. Any jockey denouncing his neighbour’s eyes 
will be converted into an automamo toffee-distributor, If he repeats 
the offence, he will be forbidden to vote at the next County Council 
Election. These salutary regulations will be strictly enforced. 

The Railway Companies anticipate no difficulty in conveying 
visitors to Epsom witMn two hours of the time fixed for their 
arriv^. Much interest attaches to some novel experiments in shunt- 
iug, which are to be carried out between Epsom and London to-day. 
The point is to discover wheliier an excurrion^ train loaded with 

E assengers at the rate of thirty to a carriage designed for eight, oau 
e shunted into a siding so as to clear an express moving at a con- 
stant velocity of fifty imles an hour, drinks mcluded. The pace of 
the excursion ■team may be neglected in the solution of the problem. 


“ I have never" understood,” says a Correspondent, who sims hm- 
self “PuEZLED,” “why a dog should always use his left nind-leg 
for the purpose of scratching his left ear, and vice vend his right leg 
for his right ear. Can any of your readers enlighten me ? ” 
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Ko. 180. Littler and Littler. 


EXCHELSIOR ! 

Told that I can “ assist 
the progress of Military 
Science” if I go.np in a 
“War Balloon ” at Chel- 
sea. Don^t know any- 
thing about ballooning, 
but do want to ^assist 
Military Science. 

Arrive at Chelsea Exhi- 
bition Grounds. See the 
Balloon being inflated. 
Disappointed, as a “War 
Balloon” seems to be 
exactly the same as a 
Peace Balloon. Expected 
it to be armour-plated, or 
fitted with aerial toime- 
does, or something of that 
sort. Ask Professional 
Aeronaut if I mayn't take 
a bomb up with me, and 
drop it, as practice for war 
time? Aeronaut scowls 
fiercely. Asks, “If I 
want to blow the Balloon 
to smithereens ? ” Also 
asks, “If I have any 
bombs about me now?” 
Looks as if he would like 
to search mel Drop the 
subject — not the bomb- 
Still, I should like to know 
how I can ‘ * assist Military 
Science.” Take my place 
in car nervously. 

Somebody shouts, “Let 




No. 140. “ Mr. Stanley, I Jproaume ?” 







i^eSy’dioits, “Let L MarreUoua Acrobalio Feat. 

go I ” What Ml extraordinary aensation ! Feel as it I had suddenly left 
^gestlye portion ot my anatomy a mile below me. Have felt same sort of 
thing in crossing Channel. Look over edge of car. Appalling I Wish I 
hadn t ^en such a fool as to come. Ask Professional Aeronaut, “What 


-■'ILp 

'Vx 






here, th^ghl Passing over St. Paul's— sugi 
Dome. Passenger (funny man) says, “ Why ■ 
wishes to goodness I 'd keep still.” I wish 
, over Essex. See distant sea. 

drifting ont to sea I But I didn^f%aiit to “ ass 
going down.” Talks as if he were “ goinfi* dc 


Ko. 109. The Dairy Maid and the Butteries. 

; my being sea-sick ? Also, How am I “assisting 
Begin to enjoy the view. How beastly cold it is up 


^ake up, Ad 
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OUR BOOKING-OPPICE. 

The Marik King]* Daughter^ One of Wakne & Co/s 
publications for omldren’s amusement, but the illustra- 
tions by Jessie CTntnrE are too higrhly curried, or rather 
coloured, and the effect is hard and theatrical. By the 
way, Miss Cueeib’s genius is a trifle wilful ; for example, 
take this situation, which she has chosen to illustrate, — 

— “ She pointed to a horse. He mounted upon 

it, and she sprang before him, and held tightly by the 
mane.” How, asks the Baron, taking for panted the 
“ sprang ” is for “sprang up,” how would ordinary talent 
depict this scene ? Why, certainly, by showing the girl 
mounted on the horse, holding on by the mane In. front 
of the man, and the man up behind. Hot so Miss Cuebib. 
She puts the good man— apparently an Amateur Monk 
—astride the horse, and she riding behind, holding lightly 
as it appears, with one hand the broad red crupper, and, 
with the other, probably, some portion of the Amateur 
Monk’s dressinir- gown. But genius must not be fettered. 

JEsop Redivtvue is delightful, if only for the reappear- 
ance of the quaint old woodcuts— some of which, how- 
ever, the Baron is of opinion, never belonged to the original 
edition— yet, with a polite bow to Mart Boxde, he 
would venture to observe that, in Ms opinion, the revi- 
vification is an excellent idea rather thrown away. 
Whether it would have been better for more or less 
Boyleing, he is not absolutely certain, but perhaps the 
notion required a somewhat different treatment. The 
best of the fables is The Sly Stag^ wMch, according to 
the woodcut, ought to have been a goat. But there may 
be some subtle humour in the frequent incongruity 
between a fable and its pictorial illustration. 

The Baeon De Booe-Woems. 


GeANDOLEH YiCTOEioirs.— Rather fresh Easterly-windy 
weather for racing, last week : glad, therefore, to hear 
that^GEANPOLPBC ‘Tttad a lot on.” His Ahbesse de Jouarre 
was not to be stopped by 2 Lnj Father Confessor^ and came 
in first. What wul he name Ms next probable starter ? 
John Weeley f 



Recent letters to The Times represent Tangiers to 
English tourists as the most Tangierble point for a 
holiday trip. 


A MINE OF INFORMATION. 

“What’s A Centaur, Para?” 

“A Centaur, my Child, is a Fabulous Creature, mw extinot 


MORE ABOUT TALLEYRAND. 

To the Editor of ** Fanchf 

Dear Sib,— You have on many occasions honoured me by insert- 
ing my contributions, and consequently it is to you I turn in the 
present difSlculty. A few days since an appeal was made in the 
columns of one of your contemporaries which it is hard to resist. 

2 propos of the Talleyrand Autobiogra^y a gentleman, who had 

S ’ven some extracts therefrom, wrote — “/What I have quoted shows 
e charm and interest of the work, but does not discount its publi- 
cation ; and this, I hope, will be enough to enforce on the custodians 
of the Memoirs the obligation of reflection before continuing to sup- 
press and to frustrate the legitimate curiosity of the pubho.” I have 
reflected, and, without making any admission, I submit that possibly 
the following passages may attain the end which the gentleman in 
question seemingly suggests. 

When Talleyrand, in 1801, was at Amiens, assisting Joseph 
Bonaparte in conducting negotiations with Lord Cornwallis for 
the final ratification of peace, he had an interview with the repre- 
sentative of England. I give a translation from a paper in my 
possession : — 

“It was already the everlasting opposition of maritime and manufac- 
turing towns that prevented this consummation. When Milor (Corn- 
wallis?) observed, with insular bluntnesa (bcnhomie)^ ‘The outcome will 
be a new throne {encore %me chaise Hen decore) for J. B.’ I replied, * This 
will certainly not be to the advantage of Son Altesse Joseph {pas pour 
Josk)^ ” 

Does not tMs read as if written yesterday? Five years later 
Talleyrand entered into a direct communication with Fox by letter, 
and this led to a personal interview with Lord Yarmouth. I make 
a second quotation:— 

“ I told Mister-for-laughter {esquire pour rire) that there would be no 
dijOSLCulty in restoring to England Hanover, which was then in possession of 
Prussia. The Englishman {V Anglais), who had been imbibing some gene- 
rous wine {vin ordinaire d dir sou^, stammered out that he considered the 
suggestion piscatorial, ‘Milor,’ I retorted, with a polite bow, ‘to a Yar- 
mouth accustomed to bloaters all things must appear fishy V ” 


Considering Talleyrand’s flexible mind, and the ease with which 
he resigned mmself to blunders when they did not seem to Mm dan- 
gerous, tMs judgment, expressed with surprising emphasis, is the 
most striking condemnation which can be passed on the tone adopted 
by the Britirii negotiator. With rare skill Talleyrand avoids the 
dryness usual to memoirs of a personal character. As an instance of 
tMs, I give a description of the desertion by the wily diplomatist of 
Hapoleon in 1814, when the Emperor had consented to retire to 
Elba. That this passage may have additional force, I give it in the 
original, possibly very original, French : — 

“Je n’aime pas lui. Je pensais de cet homme qu’il etait un esp? ce de 
polichinelle (a quaint sort of puppet)^ qu’il n’etait pas la valeur de son sel 
{pot the value of his salt), et voilA la raison nourquoi je lui vende {tohy I 
offered him for sale), II n’a pu supporter la Dieiitaisance avec satisfaction, 
ni les choses bien desagr^ables avec complaisance.” 

“ He could not bear the things that were disagreeable with com- 
placency.” Volumes might be written on that phrase, which at 
tMs moment, if we look around us, suggests numerous parallel 
instances. I have heard a man growl when a plate of soup has been 
poured by a careless waiter on Ms dress waistcoat, I have noticed a 
lady frown when I have myself accidentally torn ner train from its 
body, by treading upon it at an evening party. Talleyrand knew 
Hapoleon— “ He could not bear the things that were disagreeable 
with complacency 1 ” And yet Bonaparte is sometimes called 
“ Le Grand I ” (The Great 1) 

Here I pause, as I feel that I may have already gone too far. It 
is not for me to say how the document from which I have quoted, 
came into my possession. But before I satisfy the legitimate curiosity 
of the public rortber, I consider it my professional duty to consult 
the Bar Committee, the Council of the Incorporated Law Society, 
the President of the Probate, Divorce, and Admiralty Division of the 
High Court of Justice, and the Lord Chancellor, many of whom 
are unfortunately stiU absent, enjoying the WMtsuntide vacation. 

I have the honour to be, dear Sir, 

Your most obedient Servant, 

{Signed) A. Briefless, Junior. 

Fump’Jiandle Court, June %nd, 1890. 
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A NOVEL WITH A PURPOSE. 

Deah Mb. Punch, , , , 4.w 

How a few Inmdred potnids may he easily and honestly 
earned is a problem which daily exercises the ima^mations of 

thousands. I was fortunate enough to hit upon a which Inowteel 

it to be my duty to make as widely known as possible for the beneht of 
those whose need is greater than mine; for, curiously enough, not 
only did my work bring me in that direct emolument, upon which 1 
not unwarrantably reckoned, but an elderly lady of matable views 
was so taken with the chaotic benevolence of my book, mat she 
beoueathed to me a very handsome legacy indeed, and ^most imme- 
diately enabled me to realise it. Thus does the absolutely unexpected 
serve as the handmaid of the perfectly unintended, and enterprise 
retires from the lodgings of struggle to the villa of repose. My plan 
briefly was to write a quasi-religious Hovel with a Purpose. I kne w 
nothing about religion, and had no literary experience, but the 
purpose I had, and that purpose was, to — 

make enough money to spend six weeks 
at Heme Bay, a locality to which I am 
passionately addicted. 

A brief sketch of my proceedings will be 
the best explanation and guide to others. 

I first bought a sixpenny scrap-album, a 
pot of paste, and a pair of strong scissors ; 
and a shiUingsworth of penny novelettes 
of various kinds and dates, and a shiUings- 
worth of cheap manuscript-paper completed 
my outlay. 1 then took the goods home 
and got to work. Q-lanoing through the 
pile of novelettes, I soon found an opening 
that struck me as most suitable, cut it out, 
and pasted it in the scrap-book. How came 
the chief literary exercise of my task. I 
had to go carefully through the passage, 
changing the names of the places and people, 
and making a few necessary substitutions, 

“ The cuckoo was calling, and the dove 
cooing from the neighbouring woodland,” 
would stand in my version ‘‘The cuckoo 
was cuckooing, and the dove calling from 
the adjacent tmoket,” while a sky described 
as “azure” in the original, would figure 
as “ lapis lazuli,” or, even blue, 



The introduction safely engineered, I took 
another novelette from the pile, and holding 
it firmly in the left hand, I grasped the 
scissors with the thumb and forefinger of the 
right, out three or four extracts at random, 
of rather more than half a column in length, 
and pasted these in the album, leaving about 
space enough for a couple of pages of three- 
volume novel, between each section. 

Thus I dealt with my twelve novelettes, and then went through ! 
them again, and even again. Then the hard work began. I had to 
draw up a list of names of my own, and then to go carefully through 
the extracts, assigning the speeches to the best of my ability to^ the 
most suitable of my own characters. This, however, was infinitely 
less trouble than inventing dialogue, a process for which I always 
entertained an insuperable aversion. I was also confronted at times 
by advenWes in my extracts which were quite unsuited for the 
novel with a purpose, which, according to the justest canons, should 
never get beyond a sprained ankle ; and even that has to be handled 
with the greatest discretion— generally by the wavering curate. ^So 
I had in several places to tone down precipices, stay the inflowing 
tide with more success than King Canute, and stop runaway horses 
before they had excited alarm in their fair riders, or brought the 
discarded lover out into the road, saying in a tone of quiet command, 
“ Stop ! This cannot be allowed to go any farther.” 

Hext, through the kindness of a friend, who was a householder, I 
procured a reading ticket for the British Museum Library, and from 
the writings of Herbbet Spencbb, Huxlbt, Embeson, Matthew 
Aenoud, Buskin, Dr. Mombbte, and Mr. 'Waitbe Patbe, and 
largely from the more pretentious Beviews and Magazines, I made 
copious and tolerably bewildering extracts, whion I apportioned 
among the vacant spaces in my story, with more regard to the 
length than to the circumstances. I next went carefully over the 
whole, writing in a line here and there to make things smooth and 
pleasant, and artfully acknowledging the quotations in an incidental 
manner. The result was a surprisingly interesting and suggestive 
work, and when I had copied it all out in a fair, clerkly nand, I 
foufcttd my difficulty in disposing of it, to good advantage, to a 
publisher of repute. Thel)Ook caught on immensely. I became 
for one dazzling season a second-rate lion of the fiirst magnitude. 
I was poiated out by literary celebrities whom nobody knew, to 
social recruits who knew nobody. I figured prominently in the 


Saloons of the Mutual-exploitation Societies, and when my name 
appeared in the minor Society papers among those present at Mrs. 
Ophie Cbowdt’s reception, I felt what it was to be famous— and 

to remain unspoiled. 

A word of advice to those who will act upon my suggestions. 
Pitch your story in the calm domestic key, upon which the depths 
and obscurities of essayists, philosophers and divines, will come with 
pleasing incongruity. Thus 

Chaptbe I. 

“ An English Summer day ; old Ponto has been lying in the shade 
of the great elm at the Beotory Gate, too lazy to make even a 
vigorous snap at the flies, who are circling with mazy persistency 
round his great, good-humoured head. At the sound of wheels 
coming along the road, he pricks up his ears,^ and moves aside just 
in time to avoid being run over by the chaise from the Hall.” Then 
the rattle of teacups, and the merry voices of tennis-players are 
interrupted by the barking of Pontoy and 
the incident of the tramp, lectured by the 
Beotor, and relieved by Lionel, the phil- 
anthronio Atheist, 

“ * I love the Human, I resent the Divine! ’ 
said Lionel, carefully shutting bis purse. 

“‘Why, really,’ began the Beotor, ‘I 
don’t know what I have done to incur your 
resentment.’ 

“ ‘Pardon me, Sir,’ said Lionel, grimly. 

‘ I am speaking of the Divine with a big D.* 
“ ‘ We never use a big, big J>,’ laughed 
Hettie, gaily shaking her curls. 

“ * Ilasn 1 ’ said Mabel, raising a 
finger at her little rattle-brain.’’ 

After this sally you may; give two or 
three pages of disousaion, letting the Beotor 
have a good show with some of the Fathers, 
while Hbttie and IjIONBL reconstriict things, 
human and divine, in the gloaming. You 
may carry your party to town in the season, 
and tantalise your frivolous readers by 
taking them just up to the Duchess’s door. 
“Here Lionel and Mr. Cbumpettre left 
the ladies, as they had some important 
business in hand, promieing to return for 
them at six o’clock. They had to go to 
an architect’s office in Great George Street, 
to inspect the plans of the new Laundry, 
which Lionel had persuaded the Earl to 


i warnmg 


erect on the waste ground whore he had had 
his memorable conversation with the tinker.” 

This plan might advantageously be applied 
to the fashionable, the military, the sport- 
ing, and the adventurous novel. Indeed, 
most writers seem to think that it has been. 
Meanwhile, nobody need starve while they ,oan turn their scissors 
to intelligent use. Yours obediently, 

The Betikeb Glxppbe. 


MB. PUNOirS DICTIONAEY 01^ PHEASES. 

JOUBNALISTIC BETOETINCf, 

Applause in courts which was instantly suppressed i*e* 
Some foolish people made a noise at the wrong moment, anc 
applauded the wrong person. 

“ The case excited the greatest interest^ and from an early hour %n 
the morning the approaches to the court were thronged hy a vast 
press of individuals^ representing u large proportion of the ranh^ 
fashion^ and intellect of the Metropolis A crowd of loafers 

and London busy-bodies came to hoar an offensive trial. 

A Littlb Music. 

“ Well^ I just put a song or two in my pockets on the off-chance, 
you know i.e,, “I’ve half-a-dozen, hut he’s so jealous he’ll 
take precious good care I shan’t sing ’em all.” 

Peivatb Thbateicals. 

“ Wo, my dear old ohap^ you must play the Baron, You see., 
anybody why 1 inyself can rattle through the County Plays itself 
don^tcherknow* But the Baron., that wa7its an Actor, No^ no^ you 
must play the Baron ; ” t.o., “ ITc play the Count, at his age, and 
with bis figure, and cut me out of my favourite part ! Put a spoke 
in that wheel.” ' ^ 

“ With a song ! Oh^ but is my voice good enough to go with Miss 
SeetopUf^^ t.o., “ Scraggy screamer; she’d spou Sims Bbbvbs at 
his best.” 

“ What Pm anxious about is the love-scene. You see Pm hardly 
up to the Borneo r61e / ” “ With such a PuUet ! ” 


^ NOTICE.— Rejected Commimicatior^a or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied hy a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rulo 
there will he no exception. 
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“ Never miss a chance of ingratiating yourself with the Jury, even at the expense of the Judge.*’ 
(An opportunity often occurs after Lunch.) 

^^GOOD OLD GEACE!^^ 

{Doggerel on “ The Doctor,'' hy an Old Dufer,") 

Dr. Gaacb, who seemed to forget his lameness, played with great vigour and dash, and bis cuts 
and drives possessed all their old brilUaney.”— Times, on the exciting Jinish in the Cricket Match 
between the M.G.C, and the Australiuns, June 3, 1890. 

One liundred and eleven runs, and eighty-five minutes to make ’em in, 

And with Tuener and Ferris to trundle as fast as they could pitch and break ’em in I 
And it looked any odds on Murdoch’s men contriving to make a draw of it ; 

But Cricket, my lads, is a curious game, and uncertainty seems the sole law of it. 

So they sent in Grace and Shuter to start. Well, the Doctor is now called “ a veteran,” 
But at forty-two when he ’s on the job ’tisn’t easy to pick out a better ’un. 

And he “ spanked for four,” like a lad once more, and he cut and he drove like winking ; 
Though his leg teas lame, he forgot that same, and he ” played the game” without shrinking. 
And Surrey’s SauTER he did his part, and so did Notts’ Gunn, Sir, 

Though he might have chucked the game away when the Doctor he managed to out-run, Sir. 
It was hard, you see, upon W. G. in that way to lose his wicket, 

But all the same he had won the game, and had played superlative Cricket. 

Forty- three to make, and forty-five minutes 1 But Grace and Gunn were eq[ual to it ; 

And a win, with a quarter of an hour in hand, was the satisfactory sequel to it. 

The Australians played a manly game, without any dawdling or shirking ; 

And if they didn’t avoid defeat why it wasn’t for want of hard working. 

But the stifi-legged ** Doctor ” who forced the game in the most judgmatical fashion, 

Ati< 1 fnriynt hifsi Iao* and his fnrtv fnll fliifthfid iipith a fJnftketfir’s naRRion ! 


And forgot his leg and his “ forty year ” odd, fnll flushed with a Cricketer’s passion ! 
Why he ’s the chap who deserves a shout. Bravo, brave “ W. G,” Sir. 

And when you next are on the job, may the “ Duffer ” be there to see, Sir! 


DEYELOPING HAWAEDIN. 

“ The locality ia extremely healthy, and Hawarden will probably become a larjge residential place, 
and a centre of mining industry.’* — Jur. Gladstone's Evidence before the Commissioners for Welsh 
Intermediate Education* 

Afowday.— Wood-cutting. Inconvenient having so many villas built all round park. 
Inhabitants inspect everything I do. Nasty little hoys (whom I can see over their garden 
waU) shout “ Yah I ” and wave large primrose wreath. Irritating. Perhaps due to healthi- 
ness of air. Retire to another part of the demesne. Heavens ! what is that erection ? Looks 
like a Grand Stand, in a private garden, crowded with people. It is ! Invited (by owner of 
garden) specially to view me and (I hear afterwards) my “ celebrated wood-cutting perform- 
ance,” at a shilling a-head. Disgusted. Go in. 

Tuesday.— Dmn local coal-mine. Interesting to have one at Park-gates. Explain to 
colliers pnnciple of the Davy lamp. Colliers seem attentive, Ask me at the end for “ a 
trifle to drink my health with,” Don’t they know I am opposed to Endowment of Public- 
houses? Yes, “but they aren’t,” they reply. Must invite Wilfrid Lawson to Hawarden. 

Wednesday,'- Ovenovi^ underground rumblings. Wall of Castle develops huge crack. 
What is it P A dynamite plot ? Can Salisbury have hired ? Herbert comes in, and 


tells me the proprietor of Hawarden Salt Mine has jnst sent his compliments, with a request 
that I would “ shore up^’ the Castle. Otherwise “he is afraid it may fall in on his work- 
men,” Impudence ! Why can’t they dig under Eaton Hall instead ? 


Thursday , — Watrin here. Offers to make 
a Tunnel under Castle, from one mine to the 
other. Why a Tunnel? Also wants to dig 
for gold in Park, Ask him if there’s any 
reason to suppose gold exists there ? He says 
you never can tell what you may come to if 
you bore long enoug-h. “ At all events, even 
if no gold tiiere, the boring useful if at any 

time 1 feel inclined for a Tunn ” Go in. 

WATiON has bored long enough already. 

Friday , — Stephen (£ops in, and says “ new 
Hawarden Cathedral ” — really built to accom- 
modate people who come to hear me read 
Lessons, only Stephen thinks it ’s his sermons 
that are the attraction — “will soon be fin- 
ished.” I suggest that he should have Welsh 
“intermediate” services now and then. 
Stephen says “ he doesn’t kmow Welsh, and 
can’t see why Welsh people can’t drop their 
horrible tongue at once, and all speak Eng- 
lish.” Pained. Tell him he needn’t conduct 
service — any Welsh- speaking clergyman 
would do. Stephen replies that if he intro- 
duced Welsh service, “ villa-residents would 
boycott the Cathedral altogether.” Well, 
supposing they do? Stephen retorts that 
“ I nad better have an Irish service at onoe, 
and get Pj^ell up to read the Lessons.” 
Something in the idea. Must think it over, 

Saturday ,— usual holiday. Fifteen 
speeches. Park literally crammed. Excur- 
sionists, colliers, salt-miners, villa-residents, 
and Chester Liberals, all seem to find locaHty 
tremendously healthy. All enjoyi^ them- 
selves thorou^ljr. Wish I was. Worn-out 
in evening. Begin to wonder what Park and 
Castle would fetch, if I were to go and settlS 
in Hebrides to escape mob. 

Sunday, — Escorted by two regiments of 
mounted Volunteers to Church, Yolunteers 
have great difEiculty in securing a passage. 
Have to use butts of their muskets on more 
impulsive spectators. Curious that just at 
this point I should Remember Mitohelstown. 
Must try and get over the habit. Lessons as 
usual. Find a crushed primrose between the 
pages, evidently put there on purpose. Those 
villa- residents again I Surely Drew might 
inspect the lectern before service commences I 
Home, and think seriously of Hebrides, 


ON THE SPOT. 

{By a Practical Sportsmm,) 

The spot for me all spots above 
In this wide world of casual lodgers, 

Is not the nook sacred to love: 

The “ cot beside a rill” of Roger’s. 

’Tis not the spot which Tommy Moore 
Praised in “ The Meeting of the Waters 
Avoca’s Yale my soul would bore ; 

I should prefer more lively quarters. 

Thy “ little spot,” Eliza Cook, 

Means merely patriotic flummery ; 

And Coleridge’s “ hidden brook ” 

Won’t fetch me, e’en when weather ’s sum- 
mery. 

I hold the Picturesque is rot, 

“ Love in a Cot ” means scraps for dinner ; 
I only know one pleasant spot, — 

I mean the “ spot ” that “ finds a winner! ” 

Private and Special Literary Intel- 
LiGENCE.“Mr. George Meredith’s new novel 
is to he entitled. Won of the Conquerors, It 
would be unfair to the author to mention how 
what the Conquerors had conquered was won 
from them in turn. “I am at liberty to 
inform the public, however,” says the Baron 
DB B.-Wm “that William the Conqueror 
is not in it with the others. I am able also 
to assure his numerous admirers that Beau^ 
champ's Career is not a medicinal romance, 
and has no sort of connection with a certain 
widely-advertised remedy.” 


VOL. XCVIU* 



PUNCH’S ALMANACK FOR 1890. 


rDcccialjer 5, 1S89. 


quite impossible to sit out more than nine-penn’orth. Decided to take 
an ostrich for remainder of journey. Softer to sit. Ostrich a failure ; 
ran for five hours in a circle, at express speed,, and then suddenly 
turned shy, and buried its head in sand, without the slightest notice : 
foolish habit for any bird to acquire. Deter- 
mined to try a quagga— quagga tried me, and 
very soon found me wanting, A quagga is 
a brute to buck 1 After all, came back to my 
old wooden mount-spot better than stripes, 
any day. 

In the J ungle again. Discovered Colony of 
Highly-educated Anthropoid Apes. Lent them 
some copies of Punch, which are indispensable 
to all African travellers. Apes delighted — 
one large gorilla quite hysterical with laugh- 
ter. Much gratified— till discovery that it 
was ^advertisements which amused them 
most, ^’ense of humour of apes much exag- 
gerated. 

Beached the Kitldrumma District. Natives 
hostile at first ; war-drums sounded inces- 
santly. Fortunately fond of music, so easily 
pacified them by playing selection from 
“ TannJiduser,^^ arranged for dram and" pan- 
pipes by Liszt. Toby taking violent fancy 
to a “ SjtoUiduff,'' or native dog, Spottiduff 
vanishing mysteriously shortly before dinner ; 
find this animal considered a great dainty 
in this locality. ToBY inconsolable. 

Among the Dstingis. Received with great 
ceremony by their king~CHESrpAEA. Palm 
wine (corked) handed round in liqueur glasses. 

Dinner beastly. Chesipaba saying re- 
peatedly that he “ made no stranger of me ” 

— he will, though, for the future. Exchange 
of presents. Gave Chesipaba a silver- 
mounted dressing case (bankrupt stock — a 
bargain), a handsome coloured supplement, 

Muzzer's Darling (given away with Christmas 

Number of Tlvwn), a microscope (object- 

lens missing— but 7^^?’ll never miss it), a plated fish-slice, and a pair of 
nut-crackers. Ohesipaba, after a good deal of parade, presented me 
with a bunch of very indifierent bananas, and a brass collar, belong- 
ing to one of his wives, whom he had had killed on purpose ! Told 
him, with much emotion, that 1 should never forget it. 

Reached the Centre of Africa ; found that luggage had not been 
forwarded after all ! Had to borrow a clean shirt from Kollamano‘el 
chief, promised to return it on arrival at Coast. Difficulty w?th 
Tippoo-Tip of the Blaokmailas, who refused to allow Mr. Punch to 
pass without tribute. Pacified him with palm butter and reached 
coast without further incident. 


Mb. Punch’s Bitubn 


^ter leaving Tippoo-Tip, he coi'tinued his journey through the 
Colonies. Now he was taking tiffin in Calcutta, and a few minutes 
later found everyone asleep at Montreal. Christmas seemed to him 
to be being kept in Melbourne in the most sultry weather, and 
New Tear s Day in Cape Colony was observed as a Midsummer 
festival. He had a general impression of constant change and con- 
stant improvement The spirit of the mighty English Race seemed 
to be falling upon tue world like a ray of glorious sunshine. This 
ray of light was continually increasing and beating back the dark- 
n^s. And, as the Sage travelled through the air, he found everv- 
where content. It inattered not who the natives might be, they had but 
Union Jack, one sovereign, the Empress-QueenYiOTOBrA 1 
- ^ ^ ’’ Punch, enthusiastically. “ But 

for all that, I wish I could have a few minutes to myself ” 

the Nor^^R^^^’ liimself seated amidst the eternal snows of 

“Well, this is an ice pbee I ” shivered the Sage. There was a 

W Borealis. lUraa the first 

time tie ancient jest had been uttered in those latitudes The 
Sage hlimhed at his adoption of the venerable “Joe Millee” and 
wished himself back in Europe— in civilisation ’ 

He found himself in Tenice. Steam gondolas were travelling 
^ong the Grand Canal, and Cockneys were cutting their names on 
the saored stones of the Church of St. Mark. ® names on 

“ K is becoming very English,” murmured the Sage. “ I sunnoae 

of^thT^^eff^^JT^ ^ to organise pigeon-shooting matches in fLnt 
or the Cafe Flonan, after turuing the Doa-e’a PalnoA 

illuminated Palace of Varieties.” ^ ““ 

Mr.FunoIi was disgusted, and began to think longingly of home 


In a moment the Sage found himself in an Athenian hotel, with 
the proprietor bowing obsequiously before him. 

“Not very classical,” ho murmured. “I wonder wb at it was like 
in the days when the dead languages were alive, if not kicking. 

How I should like to see Atliens in tho time 
of Helen the fairest of the fair in everything 
— save in her conduct to Menelaus ! 

Before he had time for further thought, ho 
found himself in the far jmst, and thus liad 
an opportunity of comparing tho old with 
the new. 

“ Very pretty, but, on my word, comfort was 
a sccondaiy consideration. But I have ne- 
glected Spain. I wish to see the lovelio.-t 
view in good old Wellington’s PcninsulM.” 

Mr. Punch had expected to be carried into 
one of the courts of the Alluunbra, but, in 
lieu of this, he found himself gazing at a lady, 
beautiful beyond compare. For a moment he 
was so lost in admiration, that lie almost forgot 
himself, and was about to kiss her. Remember- 
ing, however, that he was a married man, and 
that his bettor half might object to the very 
natural, but (under the circumstances) highly 
improper transaction, he paused, and changed 
his kiss into a beaming smile. lie was a 
little chagrined, however, to notice that the 
beautiful creature was so intent upon w'atch- 
ing some distant attraction, that she had no 
eyes for him, nor, in fact, for anyone (dsc. 

“What can she be looking at? ” he mur- 
mured. “ How lovely she is with her hei.ght- 
ened colour, lier parted lips, her soul beaming 
through her lustrous dark eyes I 
Then he uttered an exclamation of di.sgust 
wffien he found that the lady was giving her 
entire attention to a bull-fight I 
“ I think I have had enough of this ! We 
moy have something of the same sort in our 
courts during^ a trial for murder ; hut, as a 
rule, our female blood-hangex*ers are either podgy matrons of sixty, or 
skinny old maids, of no (admitted) ago at all I So give mo England— - 
dear old England ! ” lie was set down at the Cannon Street Rjuhvay 
Station, and,* collecting his luggage (which had followed by Grande 
Vife!ise),he called a cab, and drove to Fleet Street. 

And once more ho was back in tho ancestral halls, which had h<‘en 
decorated for the occasion with holly, and its wliitc-herricd companion . 
bo, while Toby played “//erne, Hduret IIo?ne ! Mr. J*unrh kiss<;d 
Bbitannia tmder the Mistletoe, and wished her and tho wdiole wcuid 
m a Wassail-bowl, 

A Merby Chbistmas, and a Happy New Year ! 




A HAGGARD AHNDAD- 

[Specially wriiien hy Walker Weird, to wisher in the Year 1800 ) 

XJnbedd, the writer, and SpoYi.pA* 
PERos, the sketclior, ■wore in the 
presence of a weird figure, that gro- 
tesquely genuflected before them. 

‘‘Fear not, my sons,” explaimd the 
Weibd, cutting a sad caper; “f(»ar not. 
Ih-who mmt-hc-ohnjotl has need of ye. 
And, as lie has need, ye must be well- 
bred,” as we say in the yeast. 

“ And you are ? — ” 

“The Ghost of a Joke I” murmured 
, ^ tho extinct witticism, sadiv : “ and mv 

name is Sietjeillt.” And then a strange thing happened. 

thrti<!t°iTifn Writer and the Skotcher found thomsolvos 

mrust mto the presence of Ite-wloo-mnat-lcHihcijcd. After imHliinjr 

5”“self fell upon hi.s haiuls ami 
uLhi to market. Tho men of the i^^n and 

^ them, and for miles could kcc nothing hut pro.s- 
toate forms. In front of them was a heavy white drapery, secminglv 
from curtain began to move, aL suddenly, 

from above its folds, appeared a most beautiful red nose -never had 

Then came a voice, Lvcllt 
md soft, and yet full of power, reminding those present of something 
between a murmuring brook and a Ihnn&rbolt. soraowiinj, 

1 • I'he voice, iu English, bufc much purer and more 

Arriarris talk, “ Strangers, When Is the portal 

“ potsherd,” stealthily whispered Sillibilli. 

B egone, thou white headed old fool 1 ” cried He-^ko-mmi-U-oleyed, 
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angrily. “ It is not the answer ; and, if it were, who art thou to thus 
reply ? Begone, thou feeble cry of a donkey long defunct I The 
voice rose in its auger clear and cold, and the Writer and the Sketcher 
fancied they could see two gleaming eyes above the drapery. 

SiLLiBiLLi beat his stupid old head thrice on the ground, and 
crawled out of the apartment as he had crawled into it. 

‘‘ Neither of ye know,” continued the Lord 
of the beautiful red nose. “ Then begone, and 
search for that joke -trace it to its source — 
to its saucy source.” 

There was a pause, and then a strange thing 
happened. A mighty shout of laughter rose 
It made a quaint ges^ from the very depths, and seemed to fill the 
ture with the assistance entire universe. He seemed pleased, and 
oj a^alm^tree. gracefully inclined his nose as if acknowledg- 

ing a compliment- Then he continued, less sternlj’-, 

“Away to the land of the Joks, and the Judlmows — ^the Quipps 
and the Kranx. Away, to find a way ! ” 

Once again came the roar of mighty laughter. From far, far away 
it came with a dreadful muttering noise, that grew and grew to a 
crash and a roar, which combined in itself all that is terrible and yet 
splendid in the possibilities of sound. Then it passed away, and dis- 
appeared in a murmured guffaw. 

Then Uneebd and Spoylpaperos, feeling sure of the 
presence of two gleaming eyes above the beautiful red 
nose, turned sharply round and fled. 

And they^ journeyed on and on, through the snow and 
the ice, until they came to the land of the desert, in which 
they found themselves (strange to say) in a warmer atmo- 
sphere than that to which they had grown accustomed in 
the regions of the North Pole. Then a strange thing 
happened. They witnessed a fight between an elephant 
and a cat. The elephant managed to get well on the 
bank of the river which ran (conveniently) through the 
desert, in spite of the cat nipping on to one of its legs. 

Gradually the cat began to swallow the leg, then the 
body, then the head, until nothing but the trunk of the 
elephant was left. A strange thing had happened — the 
elephant had been swallowed by the oat 1 
“ He was evidently going out of town,” said Uneedd, 
airily. 

“ So I see,” replied Spoylpapesos, and he pointed to 
the trunk. Once more came the dreadful muttering noise 
that ended in a roar of laughter, and again a shadowy 
form floated past them— the Ghost of a Joke ! And when 
they looked towards the cat it too had gone, having dis- 
appeared (so they subsequently ascertained) with a grin. 

They then knew the creature’s breed — it was a Cheshire cat I 
And now they were in front of the Sphinx, who was 
looking down upon them with a most fiendish and terri- 
fying expression. Surrounding this ancient Egyptian 
Monument were numberless scrolls (many inscribed 
A6 /c\.v 65— 0aj//cy”) sent there by a forgotten people. 

Unredd picked up one of comparatively modern date. 

It was a strange scroll, full of heiroglyphics and languages 
of many races. Here was the ancient Greek — and the 
more modern Arabic. There was something that seemed to 
be Russian— there a line that might he antediluvian Irish. 

All j umbled up together, in seemingly hopeless confusion. 

“ See,” cried Uneedd, excitedly, “ I can make out ‘ Whea 
is the door of the neighbour ’ ” — and then he stopped. 

“Quite so,” replied Spoylpaperos, “ but it has no answer. Stay 
though— what is this ? “ The duck of tho gardener (gardener’s 
duck) puts his head into the pond belonging to the grandmother of 
the sailor (sailor’s grandmother) for tho reasons of the diver (diver’s 
reasons ) This is very strange 1 ” 

“ Indeed, it is,” acquiesced Uneedd, and then he cried, on making 
a further discovery, “ See the Author’s name ! ” 

And then they found inscribed on the scroll a word written as 
follows:- OAA€NAOP<l>. 

Perfectly bewildered, they threw the pai^er away. Then a strange 
thing happened. ^ All of a sudden, with one accord, they put to the 
Sphinx the question that IJe-n'Uo-mvst-hC’Ohcyed had asked them. The 
mouth of the head seemed to move, and one of the huge eyelids 
appeared to quiver. Moreover, it made a quaint gesture with the 
assistance of a palm-tree. Then came a voice, saying, in hieroglyphics — 
There was a pause,. and then Uneedd, 
in consultation with his companion, deci- 
phered the meaning. 

“ You be blowcd ? ” they both shouted, 
and the Sphinx gravely inclined its head. 
Then, of a sudden, after jumping from one 
mountain-top to another mountain-top, clinging to a precipice by 
their eyebrows, and sliding down a glacier and an avalanche, the two 


travellers came to the source of nothing, or, to use the local name, the 
source of the Nihil. 

“ When is a door not a door ? they asked, impelled as if by some 
hidden power. 

In a moment the most beautiful Joke that ever was known appeared 
before them. It had the semblance of something they had seen 
before— lovely beyond compare. A flood of liquid laughter followed, 
and the Joke bathed in it, dancing about in the merry mixture most 
joyously. It was a dread and wonderful sight. 

They felt that but half their task was accomplished — but only half. 
Had not JECe-rcJio-mmt-bc-obeyod ordered them to seek out the solution 
of the Great Conundrum ? That Great Conundrum had lived through 
the ages. It had been known to the Romans and the Greeks, and 
had died (for a while) with the Bead Languages. It had heen buried 
in the land of the Assyrians, from whence had come a kindred spirit, 
the precursor of the Hibernian bull. That bull, which was in the 
changing seasons to cause roars of mighty merriment echoing into the 
far ages of the Future from the distant dimples of the Past. So, after 
their first surprise, they welcomed the gladsome -‘resence. They 
watched it as it jumped and leaped in the flood of liquid laughter. 
They were mad with a nameless delight, and danced round and round 
in a wild delirium of quaint possibilities ! The Joke smiled upon 
them, and seemed to recognise in them the followers of the Great 



Ded-an-Gone; or, Jest Departed. 

In a moment the m'st beautiful Johe that ever was known appeared bef^^re them. 
It had the sewllance *f somethiug they had seen before — lovely beyond compare. A 
flood of liquid laugMcr followed^ and the Joke bathed in dancing about in the 
merry mixture most yoyouily. It icas a dread and wonderful sight, ^ 



Jc-Mill-Ar, or One~who~has'caused-t7ie-dnllest~dogs to-shake-thcirAieavy- 
si des-^vitJir-twie less- la ugh ter. 

Then the J oke grew in comeliness. The Question was only half of 
its stature — it required tho Answer. They felt that the reply would 
come with the mighty murmur of merriment that the Writer and the 
Sketcher had already noticed. At 
length it was upon them. The 

Answer came ! 

“ When it is an egress. ” 

“ Look ! — look i — look ! ” shrieked 
Uneedd. 

TJie Joke loas growing old before 
iJiHreyes! The wit was shrivelling 
up I The fun was evaporating ! 

Smaller and smaller it grew, until it 
was nearly gone. 

“ I will not die 1 ” came a cry. 

“ Generations yet unborn shall hear 
me. Many shall think me good — 
many shall be amused. Oh — ^h— h ! ” 

and the Joke bad fallen flat ! Th^y knew its real name, then — it 
was “ Ded an-Gone^ the Jest Departed^' And now it was still 1 
And so were Uneedd and Spoylpaperos. Alas 1 for their 
molanchoJy fate — they had died of laughter i They had their desert 1 



Thy had their desert J ’ 
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WILL HE GET THROUGH? 
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W tt.t.tatw Henrt loquitur:--- Bat novradays one had need be a Milo and a fleet Pheidippides in 

awfully out of breath with my long and And with carrying weight I in such a state, it isnit much further 
WUL ^ ^ ’ X 1 ^ wo-cld. hamper. J can run, Sir. 

Krfi Milo ^ buU I Will nobody pull the brute by the tail, and stop 

inou^n jvmo was not a pedestrian “pot,” nor was it a turnstile t^t him ? j i ^ 

No •mTT • • -ux jx XT. him. Such beasts didn’t ought to be let loose; inthec^o^wre pound they 

■MO, It i remember my classics aright, ’twas the fork of a pine-tree should pop him, j 
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With a gag on his muzzle. This turnstile ’s a puzzle, with its 
three blessed wings, confound it ! 

I don’t see my way to getting through it, and there ’s no way of 
getting round it ; 

And I am that fat— no, I won’t say that ; hut I ’m not, like dear 
Arthur, quite lathy. 

And I ’m sure, by the bellow of that bull, that the fellow is getting 
exceedingly wrathy. 

Pouf ! Ifow for a burst ! Which to take the first of the turnstile 
wings is the floorer. 

If I breast it wrongly, though I ’m going strongly, I ’ll expose my 
rear to yon roarer. 

Eugh ! I fancy I feel his horns, like steel, my person viciously 
prodding. 

Against such points broadcloth ’s no protection, although padded 
with woollen “ wadding.” 

Oh, hang this hag ! I shall lose the swag, if I slacken or lag one 
second. 

I thought I had measured my distance so well, but I fear that I must 
have misreckoned. 

That bull of Gladbv’s most certainly mad is, though he gave me 
his word, the Old Slyboots, 

It was perfectly quiet. 1 have Salisbury’s fiat, but I wish he was 
only in my boots. 

“ Tithes first,” indeed I Why, with all my speed, and my puJfings, 
and perspiration, 

I doubt if I’ll be in time to get through ; and as for that “ Com- 
^ pensation,” 

It is sure to stick. “ Quicky Smith, man, quick Oh, it’s all 
very well to*holloa ; 

With a sack on one’s back, and a bull on one’s track, ’tisn’t easy 
that counsel to follow. 

My life ’s hardly worth an hour’s “Purchase,” if I ’m overtaken by 
Taurus. 

Such brutes didn’t ought to be loose in the fields, to bore us, and 
score us, and gore us. 

“JRwn.' run Oh, ainH I running like winking? Reach the 
turnstile ? I may just do it 

But with its three wings— oh, confoimd the things !— I much doubt 
if I ’ll ever get through it ! trying. 


WEEK BY WEEK. 

Tbe attention of statisticians has lately been directed to a 
question of no little interest. To put it as shortly as possible, the 
point is to discover the number and size of the mayonnaises of 
lobster consumed in the course of one evening in the district bounded 
on the east by Berkeley Square, and extending westward as far as 
Earl’s Court. It is well-known that no lobster ever walked back- 
wards. Taking this as the basis of our calculations and assuming 
that V is equal to the digestive apparatus of six hundred 
dowagers, we reach the surprising total of 932, 146 J lobsters. No 
allowance is made for dressing or returned empties. 


“A Poet” writes tons as follows:— “I have long been puzzled 
by the difficulty attending the proper construction of rhymed verse 
in English. Some words possess many rhymes, others only a few, 
others again none. Yet i find that the temptation to end a line 
with a non-rhyme-possessing word like ‘month’ is almost irre- 
sistible, and frequently gives rise to the most painful results. In 
the course of my emotional ballad entitled, ‘ The Bard's Daughter 
I was compelled on an average to kill half-a-dozen German bands 
every day, and to throw ten jam-pots at my butler for unseasonable 
interruptions. Can any of your readers help me ? ” 


A flight of ducks was observed to settle on the Serpentine yester- 
day at four o’clock exactly. They had been moving in a westerly 
direction. The Park-keepers explain this curious incident by the 
well-known affection of these birds for water, combined with an 
occasional impulse to aerial navigation, but the explanation appears 
to us inadequate. 


In Vienna the other day, a Cabman was observed to claim more 
than his fare from an elderly lady, whom he afterwards abused 
violently in the choicest Austrian for refusing to comply with his 
demands. After all, the nature of Cabmen all over the world varies 
very little. Elderly Ladies too, are much the same. 


Mr. Stanley continues to attend dances, dinners and receptions at 
the usual hours. He has lately expressed himself in strong terms 
with regard to the action of a friendly Power on the continent of 
Africa. Mr. Stanley appears to think very lightly of the Foreign 
OjQQloe pigeon-holes, in which his treaties have been stored in the 
meantime. 



A DUUBTfUL COMPLIMENT. 


Sympathetic Spinster, “And is your other Boy at all like 

THIS ONE?” 

Proud Mother. “Oh, NO ; QUITE A Contrast to him 1” 
Sympathetic Spimter. “ How nice 1” 


IN THE KNOW. 

(By Mr. Pm/cKs Oum Prophet.) 

Ha ! ha I I knew it, I knew it ! All the grog-hlossomed addle- 
pates in the world couldn’t have induced me to back Surefoot, 
There they were cackling in their usual hugger-mugger Bedlamite, 
gin-palace, gruel-brained fashion, with Mr. J. at the head of them 
blowing a fan-'fare upon bis own cracked penny trumpet. But I 
bad my eye on them all the time. For as the i>ublio must have 
discovered long before this, if there is one person in the world who 
sets their interests above everything, and swerves neither to the 
right nor to the left in the effort to save them from the depredations 
of the pilfering gang of pig-jobbers and moon- calves wjuio chatter 
on sporting matters, that person, I say it without offence, is me. 

what was it I said last week about Sainfoin f “ Sainfoiny^^ I 
said, “is not generally supposed to cover grass, but there are 
generally exceptions.” A baby in arms could have understood this, 
it meant, of course, that Sainfoin never lets the grass grow under 
his feet, and that on the exceptional occasion of the Derby Day, he 
would win the race. And he did tain the race. We all know that ; 
all, that is, except Mr. J.’s lot, who still seem to think that they 
know something about racing. But I have made my pile, and so 
have my readers, and we can afford to snap our fingers at every 
pudding-headed barnacle-grubber in the world. So much for the 


As^for the Oaks, it would be impossible to conceive anything more 
scientifically, nay geometrically, accurate than my forecast. 
“ I said, “might do pour servir,^^ Well, didn’t she? 

And if anybody omitted to back her, all I can say is, serve them 
right for a pack of goose-brained Bedlamites. For myself, I can 
oiuy say that, having made a colossal fortune by my speonlations, 
I propose shortly to retire from the Turf I have so long adorned. 


A Biassed Author. - 
>nlv.” 


-One whose MS. is written “on one side 






"THREE EISHERS/^ 

Three fishers went fishing K'orth-east and IN'orth-west 
(Like the trio from Kingsley familiarly known). 

E ich thought himself, doubtless, the bravest and best, 

And held the good “ swims should be mainly his own. 
There was JoBCWirr the Briton, and Fban^ois the Frank, 

And JoHATHAH also, the artful young Yank, 

An expert at “ bouncing ’’ and "boning.” 

And Frinqois the Frank, who went fishing for cod, 

Kicked lobsters as well, and he stuck to them too ; 

He declared they were all the same thing, which seemed odd, 
The result being anger and hullaballoo, 

And rows about Bounties, and shines about Bait ; 

For ructions all round are as certain as fate, 

When parties go “ bouncing” and “ boning.” 

And JoHATHAH, well, he went fishing for seals, 

And he wanted the fishing grounds all to himself. 

When the Russ had done ditto, the Yank had raised squeals 
(How consistency ’s floored in the struggle for pelf !) 

And J ONATHAET took a most high-handed course ; 

For greediness mostly falls hack on brute force. 

When parties-go “ bouncing” and “ boning,” 

And JoHisTN'r the Briton, a sturdy old salt. 

Had been a sea- grabber himself in bis time ; 

Some held that monopoly still was his fault, 

Others swore that his modesty verged upon crime. 

Kor is it quite easy to say which was true, 

For BO m uch depends on a man*s point of view, 

When parties go " bouncing” and " boning.” 

But when JornrarY the Briton caught sight of the Frank 
Making tracks with a lobster — whoppingest one — 

And when he perceived the impertinent Yank 
With the seal — such a spanker I — skedaddling like fun. 

He stood and he shouted, " Stop thief I Hi I Hold hard I ” 
h or language does not always go by the card,” 

When parties go "bouncing” and "honing.” 


" How then, yon sea-grabhers,” he bellowed, " Belay ! 

I suppose you imagine I ’m out of it quite. 

But you ^re not going to have it just all your own way, 
Fair dues ! my dear boys. After all, right is right I 
Big Behring is no mare ciausumy young Yank, 

And cold Newfoundland is not yours ^ my fine Frank, 

In spite of your * bouncing ' and ‘ boning.’ ” 

Well, he of the Lobster and he of the Seal 
Have rights of their own, which old John won’t deny. 
But he has some too, and Punch hopes they will feel 
That they should not grab his, and had better not try. 
Some modus vivendi no doubt can be found, 

To make the Three Fishers quite friendly all round, 

And good-bye to all " bouncing” and " boning ! ” 


A, 

Q. 

A. 

Q. 

A. 

Q. 

A. 

Q. 

A, 

Q. 

A. 

Q. 

A. 

Q. 

A. 

Q. 

A, 

Q. 
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ELCHO ANSWERS. 

What loves " The Country ” more than Tithes Bills tracing ? 

Racing I 

And what than " Compensation’s ” doubtful courses ? 

’Orses I 

Than Bills of Irish Tenants poor to favour rights ? 

Favourites I 

What does it find as profitless as St. Stephens ? 

" Evens 1 ” 

What more exciting than " The Pouncer’s ” nods ? 

"Odds! ” 

What does it love far more than Labbx’s jokes ? 

"Oaks!” 

And what beyond all Elcho’s quirks and quips ? 

"‘Tips!” 

What would it call him who of " Sport” turns squelcher ? 

** VV^elsher ! ! ! ” 

Who finds the " Derby ” closing satisfactory ? 

Hack Tory I 

What’s the protesting Puritan Gladstonian? 

‘ ‘ Stony ’un ! ” 

GEEKAiq- Motto ik Aerica.—" JFbr J?*ar^A(?r LandP^ 
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MODERN TYPES. . afterwa^ he was fonnd at a race-meeting, and was 

(By Mr, PvmKs Ovm Type- WrUer.) ™ money from a hoot-maker 

No. XIII.-THE PRECOCIOUS UNDERGRADUATE. The next incident in Ha first Term was Ms attendance as a guest 

Etjbe since mdergraduates existed at all, there must have been twn unwonted excitement and a bumper or 

some who, m the precocity of their hearts, set themselves up or were nnS nn champagne upset Ms balance. He grew boisterous, 

set up by the admiration of their feUows as pKI of lifi aSI H ^ r^ms ^dressed disrespectfully the Deail 

Imyvledge, Md mamers. But before steam ^d electrioi^ m^e ^ the air on the College 

Oxford and Cambndge into suburbs of London, these littte dSties ^ ^®’ » ?,-j®^t morning, to find himself parohid 

w®re^®ly heard of outside the Hmits of their pa^^ Uni- jouh^ what 8o-and-So, the fresh- 

vern^, the sphere of their infiuenee was restricted,^ and thevwere mSd’n '^®®i ^ PnghtfH cheek I”— so one under- 

unable to impress the crowd of their juvenile worsS^ !°x?“2th»> ,'^th a touch of envy wMoh 

glamour ■vrhiA comes of frequent plunges into the dmy whiSpool for a”we^™^**^ ^®'® *^®ted at nine 

of learning are wi^ a°^teM^s of^ toTO°1^ ae^o^ow we^?* useless to pursue Ms career through every detail. He 

Mstlmgs who yesterday fiuttered feebly over King’s Parade m the debtor or the creditor 

gie High, may to-day attempt a bolder flight in Piooaldlv^ the attempted to look upon as Ms friends. He 

Park. The simpler pleasures of Courts a]Sl Quads sora pall nmn teu^W+iS!^ thousand large cigMs at £10 per .hundred from a 
one who beheves emphatically, that life has no fu^OT secrets wEeu Pwuused him milinuted credit, and charged 

the.age of twenty has been rewhed, and ^t M^nuous mod^te per-eentage on the debt. He became constant in 

is mcompatible with the exercise of manliness. nTdespbes ^ after a course of dinners at the Bristol, the 

poor fools who are content to be merely vounv while vo-nf-b Tamoint® ??• Cafe Royal, he acquired, at Cambridge, the repu- 
te himself, has sought for andfo^fin’^Soi^foSu Ke and in wine. The oliety wasU 

from wMoh he may quaff deep draughts, and retuminv imuart ffs Sn^S'E'®'®®’i^®v'®’^®-®'^ the Empire would have been iuoomplete 
experience to Ms en^ous friends. rerurmng, impart his without hm : for ^ Eus added a rosy glow to her complexion and 

The Precocious Undergraduate, then, was' (and is. for the tvue L w u ’ supped m hw company, and, when 

remams, though the .mdfvidual may perish) ^ “® ®^^® “®' “■ ^“sond swaBow, purchased without immediate pay- 


— . — bueil, was 

remams, though the ^ mdiyidiial may perish) 

t ^ opinion with 

pertect success, to combine an unerring know- 
ledge of men with a smooth cheek and a brow 
as unwrinlded as late hours could leave it. 
In the sandy soil of immaturity he was fain 
to plant a flourishing reputation for cunning, 
and to water it with the tears of those who 
being responsible for his appearance in the 
world dreaded his premature affectation of its 
wisdom and its folfies. 

They had given him, however, as befitted 
careful parents, every chance of acquiring an 
excellent education. In order that he nught 
afterwards shine at the Bar or in the Senate, 
he was sent to one of our larger public schools, 
where he soon found that with a very small 
life-belt of Latin and Greek a boy may keep 
his head safe above the ripple of a master^ 
anger. But his school career was not without 
honour. He was a boy of a frank and gene- 
rous temperament, candid with his masters, 
and warm-hearted and sincere in his inter- 
course with his school-fellows. He was by 
no means slow with his wits, he was very 
quick with his eye and his limbs. Thus it 
came about that, although his scholarship 
I was not calculated to make of him a Person, 

I In A X'Ux*. ^ Jl • X*_ _ Tf « y. - ' 





DwtuxuiY, purenaseu wixnout immediate pay- 
ment in Bond Street, the paragraphist or a 
sporting paper recorded the gift in his 
columns with many cynical comments. In 

OnrkV*f TI/N-rrr J! X. 1. - • _1 . . 1 






^ J ^ columns with many cynical comments. In 
^ short, he now knew himself to be indeed a 
1 ^ man of the world, Henceforward he seemed 
to spend almost as much time in London as in 
*1 Cambridge. It is unnecessary to add that 
A . his legitimate resources soon ran dry; he 
\ “ supplied their deficiency from the generous 
I ^ money-lender’s benevolence, 

I After all, eight per cent, per month sounds 
|1 quite cheap until it is multiplied by twelve. 
If ajd, as he always disliked arithmetic, he 
/ abstamed from the calculation, and pocketed 
!|lj I the loan. And thus, for a time, the wheel 
l|ii S? excitement was kept spinning merrily, 

for long. 

Soniehow or other, soon after the beginning 
r. third year, his happy gaiety which 

' Ij hs-d. carried him cheerfully through many 
r. N scenes of revelry seemed to desert him. He 
j!| subject to fits of morose abstraction. 

j{! His dress was no longer of the same shining 
merit, nor did he seem to care, as formerly, 
ra to keep his cuffs and collars unspotted from 
- f 11 the world. Disagreeable rumours began to 
^ 'f be whispered about him. He was said to 
have f^ed to pay his card-debts, and yet to 


party at which he ^ ^ frequenter of saloons. A year later he died ignobly by 


V 1 X x" AiAviwsu w a ume oaxa- neara or as a ire 

X ^ ready the revolver of a 

money, and the greyer part of the amount which had been placed 
credit at his Bank for the expenses of his first Term. This 

. .MtrsiCAi Eobe 
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A HARMLESS GHOST. 

[A Gentleman advertises for an old house, and says, “Harmless 
Ghost not objected to.”J 

A Spectre speaTcs : — 

Tell ns. good Sir, what is a Harmless Ghost ? 

One who walks quietly at dead of night, 

For just a single hour or so at most, 

And never gives folks what is termed a fright ? 

Is it a Ghost that never clanks his chains, 

That never gibbers, and that bangs no door : 

But quietly and peacefully remains 
In calm posesssion of some upper floor ? 

A Harmless Ghost is not a Ghost at all. 

Unworthy of the name ; no Headless Man, 

Or other spectre that could men appal, 

Would condescend to live ’neath such a ban. 

ISTo phantom, with a grain of self-respect 
Would make a promise never to do harm. 

Find your old house, but please to recollect, 

A Ghost who knows his business must alarm. 


MORE MASQUERADING. 

Deab Mr. Punch, 

With reference to the several cases of “Masque- 
rading” that have recently been mentioned in the 
columns of a contemporary, 1 wish to add a remarkable 
experience of our own firm, that, if it does not completely 
clear the matter up, may at least serve to throw a little 
light upon the subject. Last Friday afternoon a middle- 
aged man of unmistakable City build dashed wildly into 
our establishment, and desired to be supplied with “the 
largest pantomime head” with which we could furnish 
him. This we fortunately had in stock in the shape of 
a large green and phosphorescent faced representation of 
the “Demon of Despair,” which was rendered addition- 
ally attractive through bein^ supplied with a “trick 
eye,” which worked with a string. 

It was evidently of the greatest importance to him 
that the head should be natural and becoming, and by 
the close and satisfied scrutiny he gave it, and the great 
care with which he fitted it on, the one with which we 
supplied him evidently fully answered his requirements. 
His manner was certainly strange, for though he refused 
to give his address, he took several flying leaps across 
the shop, turning a double back somersault as he cleared 
the counter, and finally asked me whether I thought 
him sufficiently disguised to avoid recognition in his own 
immediate circle ? 

I told him candidly that I thought his large head, 
being peculiar, might possibly draw upon him notice 
that otherwific he would fail to arouse, and I added, 
“You see, it is not as if there were a dozen of you.” 

“True,” he replied; “you^re quite right. There 
ought to he a dozen of us. Look out the heads. I will 
go and fetch *em.” And he dashed out of my establish- 
ment, followed by a small crowd. In about two hours 
and a half, however, he returned, accompanied by 
twelve other middle-aged City men, and in almost as 
short a time as it takes me to tell it, I had fitted them 
all with large pantomime heads. 

He paid the bill and left the shop. I watched them 
all get on to a King’s Cross and Brompton Omnibus, 
and that was the last I saw of them. There is nothing 
very remarkable in the occurrence, as we are in the habit 
of making up disguises, sometimes as many as 500 in an 
afternoon on the shortest notice. Still I could not help 
wondering upon what business my eccentric friend was 
bent. A Divorce Case ? Possibly a Murder ? Who i 
knows? Perhaps somebody may have met the bevy 
down West, and can throw some light upon the subject. 
Meantime, dear ilfr. Punchy I heg to subscribe myself. 
Yours respectfully, 

A Slt Fox but a Cautious Costumieb. 


“Shobt Notice.”— Those who did not hear Mr. Geobgb 
Gbossmith’s entertainment at Sfc. James’s Hall last 
Saturday week lost a very great treat. There must have 
been thousands in London at the moment who suffered 
this deprivation. Our Special Noticer was among the 
nnmher. Let us hope Gbb-Geb will do it again, and all 
shall be forgiven. 



TOMMY’S '“’ARRIET" DEPARTMENT. 

A Group omitted from the Military Px:hiUiio%, 

ESSENCE OE PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Mouse of Commons^ Monday^ June 2. — Heligoland is safe, hut there were 
some anxious moments. Geobge Campbell led attack. House reassembled 
after Whitsun recess. Not many present. Old Mobality stiR sporting in the 
country, toying with Amaryllis in the shade, or with tangles of Neaera^s hair. 
(That ’s how the Member for Sark puts it, but admits that it ’s only poetry.) Mr, 
G, away too, also Gbandolph and Habtinoton. Jokim in charge of Govern- 
ment ship; evidently in mildest mood; didn’t once pounce, Siough sorely 
tempted by all-pervadingness of Campbell. That eminent Statesman only began 
with Heligoland ; steamed later into the Pacific Seas, and^ moved reduction of 
salary of Deputy Commissioner of the Western Pacific. Wants Heligoland 
given up. 

“ Certainly not,” said Nicholas Wood; “must take firm stand with these 
Separatists. Not quite sure iu what part of Ireland Heligoland is situated. 
Sounds like Munster; must look it up on map. Meanwhile shall support 
Baleoub.” 

Whilst Nicholas off in library, vainly looking over map of Ireland, Sage op 
Q,uben AlNNe’s Gate backs up Campbell. Kuows Heligoland intimately. Seems 
to have passed best period of useful life there. Members quite prepared to hear 
that there it was the famous letter from Foreign Office fonnd him when, by way 
of reproof of niggardliness of Department, he was obeying instructions that trans- 
ferred him from Dresden to Constantinople by journeying on foot. Taking Heli- 
goland en TontBy he found it a mere sandbank, an accumulation of moreoules, 
whose existence was justified only by the opportunity of furnishing a scion of 
the British aristocracy with an annual salary as Governor, “Hand it over to 
Germany, in exchange, if you please, for few pounds of sausages ; but get rid 
of it.” 

Nicholas, coming back after vam search for Heligoland on map of Ireland, 
lustily shouts, “ No ! ” “ No use arguing with these fellows, Toby,” he says ; 
“ we must Put Them Down. Case seems a little mixed ; don’t quite follow argu- 
ment. Rather wonder Abthub Baleoub isn’t in his place to explain it ; at 
same time, haven’t slightest doubt it ’s another Mitchelstown aflEair— another 
Middle Tipperary muddle. I shall watch to see which Lobby our Whips are 
filling, ana march straight into it.” 

Thus Heligoland was saved, Nicholas and 149 others voting against Camp- 
bell, who led into the Lobby only 27 patriots. After this, that man of war, 
Jambs Stuabt Allanson Tudob Pictok, came to the front, and led Opposition 
in matter relating to Sierra Leone. Gbobge Campbell made several speeches 
on this topic, and when Amendment negatived, came up quite fresh with his 
story of the Pacific Seas, where it seems there have bteu excursions, followed by 
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alanima. aJl converging on virgent necessity of reduebg ae salary 
of the Deputy Commissioner of the Western Pacific hy £..00. Im 
Ssrnegafivea after couple of hours’ discussion. Then ^orge, 
Upping lightly from Western Pacific 

salary of High Commissioner of South Africa by £1000. , • j) 

“ A regular peripatetic seven-leagued-hoot 
said Jaceson, gazing dreamily on mobile features of Member f 
Kircaldy. Business done,— In Committee o± Supply. 

rwesc^f??/.— Question is, shall House adjourn oyer to-morrow, being 
Derby Day, or shall it forbear ? Elcho says, 
“Yes.” WiLERiD Lawson says, “ No.” Hous^ 
upon consideration, agrees with Elcho, though 
^ ML by significantly small majority. For holiday, 160 : 

n\7 against, 133. Coghili, who had yamly protested 

against adjournment, says majority uot so wide 
as a church door, hut ’twill serve. It s the writing 
on the wall, and the Derby holiday in the Commons 
doomed. Coghiix serious young man ; hkes things 
^ ^® encouraged by the prospect, becomes 

dangerously festive. 

j^WWpWt Member who moves Adjournment over Derby 

MB1K Day expected to be funny. PiM, who, when he 
was Minister, always did it, established lastuon. 
Been followed in later days hy Dick Power, 
2 .nd other eminent sportsmen. Elcho displayed 

V ^ paternal failing for undue length , hut just managed 

J to stop in time, not spoiling success of speech that 

greatly pleased House. Curious to note points of 
personal resemblance between the new Lord Elcho 
Emm and the old. Son, doubtless designedly, delwered 

iU y speech from corner-seat on front Bench hemw 

/ Wm Cangway, whence, in days of yore, the father 

1 used to hold forth, almost literally buttonholing 

1 House of Commons ; holding on to it in mu^ same 

1 y way as Ancient Mariner delayed the hungry 

1 wedding guest. 

I “Happy,” says the Member for Sark, is the 

L Legislature that can spare an Elcho for either 

Chamber ! Favoured the generation that sncceeds 
to such an inheritance ! With Wbmiss m the 
A Serious Young Lords, and Elcho in the Commons, there is still 
Man. hope for my country 1 ” « . , . 

Talk about Police Regulation for Procession on Saturday to 
demonstrate against Compensation Bill, Citizen Pioi^rsgill moved 
adjournment of House in order to discuss matter. Cunninghamb- 
G-raham seized opportunity to run amuck at his revered Leaders 
on Front Opposition Bench. Accused them of sitting thpe like 
stuffed figures at Madame Tussaud’s. “Why stuffed? John 
Moblbx asked, but Cunninghame-Graham 
not to be interrupted in fiush of eloquence. 
When once started went at them hammer 
and tongs ; only a few battered figiyos T©oog- ] 
nisable on Front Bench when he had finished. 

“ Fact is, Tort,” he said, “ Bradlaugh’s 
got his eye on that Bench. Means to sit 
there some day. Want him to know that 
' even that sanctuary shall not preserve him 

, from my wrath. Just getting my hand m. 

He ’H be sorry he ever ventured to bite his 
thumb at me.^’ Business done, — Education 
Vote in Committee. 

TAwrsday.— LordCHTTNNBL-TANNELmoves 
Second Reading of his Bill. Averyinoffen- 
sive measure, he says ; not proposed to sanc- 
creation of Tunnel under the sea. Oh, 
dear no I Nothing of that kind. All that 
j is wanted is that ttie Company shall he per- 

_50 mitted to keep their machinery oiled, bore 

' spare time by fishing for 

whitebait with line. Could there he any 
fiarm in that? Chtjnnbl-Tan3sel asked, 
S hand outstretched with deprecating 

^ gesture towards Treasury Bench, on whiob 

iB oPHicks Beach was coiled, 

// backed up his noble friend; ridi- 

/x/ culed idea of danger to England from orea- 

Tunnel. If anybody had need foi 
r.. . Ml apprehension, it was France— a fine, subtly 

Ciuzen Pickeregiu. patriotic idea, which did not meet mtl 
that measure of applause on Conservative Benches that mighi 
have been expected. Fact is, Conservatives don’t like this newlj 
established friendliness between Mr, G-. and Chhnnbl-Tannbl 
N oble Lord not so certain to respond to crack of Ministerial Whip a 
was his wont before he yielded to the spell. Stout Ministerialist 
thinking more of Chunnel-Tannel’s attitude on Irish Question thaj 

of probability of French invasion by proposed Tunnel ; so they lustily 
cheer H icks-Bbach when he denounces scheme. Cry, Ohl oh!” 
when Chunnel-Tannel makes crafty app^l for support of Irish 
Members, and go out in body to stop ud the Tunn^ r i. • 

J S Forbes watches scene from Strangers Gallery. Lost in 

admiration of Chunnel-Tannel’s meek mood. 

“Whv, Toby,” he said, in his perturbation brushing his new 
curly-hrimmed llat the wrong way,, “he looks as if butter wouldu’.t 
melt in his mouth. His low voice, .his deferential manner, his 
pained surprise at suggestion of wanting to do anything else hut 
satoh those whitebait with a line, take one s breath away. A won- 
derful man Chunnel-Tannel, hut dangerous on this tack. .Known 
him and fought him man and .boy for twenty years ; fear him most 
when in melting mood.” Business done,'— Discussing Tithes BiU. 

Met Hart Btke walking about 
Corridor with contemplative air. Debate on 
Education Vote going forward in House. 

aren’t on Treasury Bench ? ” 

“ Can’t stand any more of it, Tobt. My hair 
, positively beginning to frizzle under, heat of 

blushes. Never suspected myself of being such 
Heavenborn Education Minister. But they all 
say it— M unbella, Plavfaik, Lubbock, and 
e'^en Sam Smith. Cbanborne and Talbot 

Dot quite so sure ; hut on other side one chorus 
of approval. Bore it pretty well for hour or 
ml ' j Mm so ; but at end of that time grows embarrassing. 

mKm mlSL walk; look in 

HkJEl IhIL ” ^^On :SepS^o?’Supply, George Campbell 
mmSn ll / strolled in from the Pacific ; ppposed to 

I 1 call attention to mission of Sir Linton 

/ ^ 1 Simmons to the Pope. No Vote connected 

1 /? I therewith happens to bo in Estimates ; so 

/ M ^ Speaker ruled him out of Order. 

/ Ik ^ “ Oh, very well ” said George ; “ that ’s 

out of order is it? Well, lot me see, 
there’s Japan;” and ho talked for thirty- 
^ five minutes about Japan. 

Minister of Education. Business Eduoation.V ote agreed to. 

THE SCHOOL BOARD BEFORE THE END OF THE CENTURY, 

(A Prophecy of the Bear Future.) 

The children had left the school, and the pianos were closed for 
the night. The Senior Wranglers who had been conducting the 
lessons were divesting themselves of their academical jpbes, ana pre- 
paring to quit the premises to return to their palatial homes, the 
outcome of a portion of their princely'’salaries. In couples they dis- 
appeared uutU only one was left— he was older than his colleagues, and 
consequently slower in his movements. As he was about to sunken 
his carriage a wild-looking individual suddenly appeared before him. 
and, sinking in a chair, apn^ealed to him with a gesture that, fraught 
with weakness, was yet defiant. i j 

“What do you want with me, my good man?” asked the Senior 
Wr^ler, who had a'^kindly nature. . • -x 

“ What have you done with my sons ? ” gasped the visitor. 

“ No doubt, n they were intended for crossing-sweepers, we have 
instructed them in the rudiments of classical dancing, and if Tcu 
purposed bringing them up as errand-boys, it is hi^ly probable that 
we have taught them how to play upon the harpsiohord. 

“ That’s how it is ! ” cried the other. “They been taught 

how to play on the harpsiohord ; and, as the instmment is obsolete, 

I ask you, Sir, how are they to get their living r 
“ Tnat is no affair of mine, my good fellow,’’ returned the Semor 
Wrangler, dryly. “It is my duty to teach the child, and not to 
answer the questions of the parent.” j a t, i 

“And the rates are doubled! ” cried the Board Scholar s father, 
wringing his hands in despair, “ and 1 am ruined . ihe Senior 

Wrangler was growing impatient. He had to .dme at the Club, and 
• go to the Opera. * ‘ Well , what do you.want with me ? ” he ^ked. 

1 “ Employment I ” cried the other, in an agony of woe. * Give me 

employment. I have been ruined by the rates ; let the rates support 
, me— give me employment ! ^' , ^ ^ t. 

The Senior Wrangler considered for a moment ; then he spoke— 
r “ Do you thiuk, my friend, that you could look after our highest 
r class?” The man shook his head. , xj 

i “ I am afraid not, Sir. My education was negleotod. Beyond, 
b reading, writing, and arithmetic, I know next to nothing. 

7 “Thatwillnotbe an objection,” returned the Senior Wrangler, as he 

. put a gardenia in his button- hole. “ Our highest class is composed 

B of our oldest pupils, and as they all suffer from over-pressure, your 
s duties will be simply those of an attendant in an asylum for the care 

1 of the imbecile I ” And the Ruined Ratepayer was entirely satisfied. 


IfTOTICE.— Bejected Commnnleattonii w CoatrlbtitioiiB, wlietlieir MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Picturos of any description, will 
in no case to returned, not even when accompanied ty a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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"PLACE AUX DAMES!” 

rroUowing the brilliant success of Miss Fawcett at Cambridge, Mile. 
Belcesco, a Koumanian lady, took her degree to-day as Docteur m Droit: 
Like Miss Fawobtt, she obtained the highest place at the examination for 
the Licentiate’s Degree, and her success was not lees brilliant at the examina- 
tion for the Doctor’s Degree. — “ Dail^ N&ws ” Daris CorreHp 07 ident,'\ 




‘‘SBmOEA 

So to he entitled hmceforth^ as slie 

To Seniora Fawcett, 

The Wranglers yield first place ; 
And now, first of the I^aw set, 
One of another race, 

Beauty, Brunette, lioumanian. 

From man takes top Degree I 
In learning’s race Melanion 
Is heaten, one can see. 

By the new Atalanta ; 

At Law School or Sorhonno, 

As at our native O-ranta, 

The girls the prize have won. 
Bravo, brunette Bbixjesco I 
Some limner ought to draw 
A Quasi-classio fresco, 

0 Lady of the Law I 
O Mathematic Maiden I 
And show the pretty pair 


FAWCETT.” 

is SeniorcT to tlte Senior Wrangler, 

With Learning’s trophies laden 
And manhood in a scare. 

Ah. Portia of Paris I 
Urania of the Cam ! 

Punch, whose especial care is 
To sever truth from sham, 

Is no great Woman’s-Eightist, 
But this is not clap- trap ; 

Of pundits the politest, 

To you he lifts his cap ! 

Docteur en Droit, Punch watches 
Miss Fawcett by the Cam ; 

To you she quick despatches 
A friendly telegram. 

He, friend of all the Kations, 

Of Woman as of Man, 

Adds his ** feHoitations.” 

Well done, Eoumanian 1 1 ! 


"WEEK BY WEEK. 


The prevalence of wet weather has had a painful effect on the 
aspect of the metropolitan streets. We do not refer so much to their 
haying been universally inundated with rain, but rather to the absence 
from them of those pretty dresses in which it is customary for ladies 
to disport themselves during sunny weather. For instance, it was 
calculated the other day by a weE-known wrangler, that if the tan- 
gential surface of a Bond Street pavement be represented by the 

formula ic (-n- + » 3/ + r — the decrease, in the number of 

pedestrians appearing on a wet day may be set down as 18426^^. 

A Correspondent calls oar attention to the prevalence of green on 
the various trees of the Metropolis. “This phenomenon,” he 
observes, ** is noticeable in May and early June every year. Some 


trees are greener than others, whilst others scarcely come up to the 
standpd of leafy verdure displayed by their fellows. Taking the 
trees in the Park and arranging them in the inverse ratio of their 
distances at rectangular intervals from the common centre of thep 
growth, it will be found that the surface area of a Plane-tree is 
equal to exactly five hundred times the cubic capacity of a goose- 
berry bush, measured from a point on its inner circumference.” 

Miss Eobinson, Mrs. Touche- Abmino, and Lady Cordelia Cross- 
bit, were photographed yesterday. We hear that excellent likenesses 
of these brilliant ornaments of the Upper Ten have been secured. 

The wonderful tameness and docility of the three African lions 
now going through their daily performance at the French Exhibition 
at Earl’s Court, have astonished no less than pleased all who have 
witnessed them, but it is not generally known, that their obedient 
condition is due to their diet. This has for some time consisted of 
a well-known infant’s and invalid’s food, washed down with copious 
draughts of a widely advertised patent medicine that claims to act 
as a special brain and nerve tonic,” and it is this last that it is 
said is responsible for the quenching of the natural ferocity and 
utter prostration of spirit which enables their talented trainer, 
together with the watchful attentions of a highly intelligent hoar- 
hound, to put them through a series of playful and innocent tricks, 
hitherto associated rather with the entertaining efiorts of the skilled 
and educated guinea-pig than with the masterly ferocity of the 
monarch of the desert. [Oh yes! We’re not going to allow an 
advertisement to he sneaked in like this. But as we required a para- 
graph to fill up space, here it is, with name and address of Infant’s 
Food provider omitted ! Aha ! — Ed.] 

A WHITE SLAVE. 

[MiBB Hahiceb. took service as a day governess in a family at Stockton, at 
a salary of 26 s. a month, coupled with the privilege of dining in tho house. 
She found herself under the necessity of taking a lodging, the rent for which 
more than absorbed her modest stipend. She taught three children English 
and music. Afterwards a couple of infants were placed in her charge. Nor 
was this all, for when tho servants left, the now governess had “ to cook tho 
dinner, wash the dishes, and clean tho knives.” After this she asked for a 
holiday, the result being that ** she was shown the door.” Thereupon she 
brought an action in tho County Court for a month’s salary in lieu of notice. 
Judgment for plantiff with coats, payable forthwith. — Dailg JSfeivs, June 12.] 

Poor Miss Harker went to Stockton, to Stockton on the Tees, 

But not to make her fortune, or to loll at home at ease ; 

She went to be a governess, and hoped, it would appear, 

To board aud lodge and dress herself on £15 a-year. 

A lady once informed us how a lady can be dressed 
As a lady all for £15, and in hor very best ; 

But she never would have ventured to include in her account 
Tho lodgings and the breakfasts too for this immense amount. 

Now life may bo a river, as Paotolus was of old, 

Which brings you lots of water to a minimum of gold. 

But sometimes it were better, when the water sinks so low 
That it fails to turn your mill-wheel, if the river ceased to flow. 

So all day long with urchins three Miss Habker toiled in chains, 

And she poured the oil of learning well upon their rusty brains, 

Aud she practised them in music, and she polished up their sense 
With the adverbs and the adjectives, and verbs in mood aud tense. 

And they said, “ She ’s doing nicely, we will give her something more 
(Not of money, but of labour) ere we show her to the door, 

Why, we ’ve got two baby children, it is really only fair 

That Miss Habker should look after them, and wash and dress the pair, 

“ And, Miss Harkbr, it will save us such a lot of trouble too, 

If, when our servants leave us, they can leave their work to you • 

80 you ’H please to cook our dinner, let your motto be Ich Dm%, 

(No, no, you needn’t thank us) and you ’ll keep our dishes clean. 

“ And, of course, you’ll do it daily — ^what was that you dared to sayl 
You would like to rest a week or so, and want a holiday V 
Who ever heard suoh nonsense ? Well, there ’s one thing we can show 
Not politeness, but the door to you — ^Miss H. you’d better go.” 

So she went, but brought her action, and I ’m thankful to relate 
That when the case was argned she nadn’t long to wait. 

“ Costs and judgment for the plaintiff, the defendants’ case is fudge 
Pay her monthly wage, she ’s earned it and deserves it,” said the Judge 

There be Englishmen in England, sleek men. and women too, 

Who tie their purse-strings tighter than tradition’s grasping Jew* 
What care they for fellow-feeling, who for profit try to lure 
Fellow creatures to their grindstone for the faces of the poor r’ 

Aud they set some wretched slave to work her irngers to the bone, 
Then sullenly deny her bread, or give at best a stone ; 

And after she has grubbed and scrubbed, they insolently sneer 
At one who dares to ask for rest on £15 a-year. 
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^^ASK A FLICEMAN!^^ 

Mb. M-tth-ws sings 

Thb Police Force are anoble lot. 
They clear our streets and 
squares ; 

To Demonstrators give it hot, 
And banish civic scares. 

But there 's one thiag I wish 
to know ; 

Why do the public grin 

When one Commissioner will 

go, 

And^t’other won’t stop in ? 


Chorus, 

Why did Moneo resign ? 

Ask a Policeman I 
Was it any fault of mine ? 

Ask a P’liceman ! 
Every member of the Force 
Backs the popular Boss — of 
course ! 

If you want to know the truth, 
Ask a Pliceman I 


I ’m very sure I ’m always 


ery t 
right, 

And yet it’s vastly queer, 
My Secretary’s aid they slight, 
My Pension-projects jeer. 
My Superannuation plan 
Won’t wash — at Scotland 
Yard. 

They seem against me to a 
man. 

It’s really very hard. 
Chorus, 


If you ’d know why Waebkn 
went. 

Ask a P’Hoeman I 
Or why Monbo ’s not content, 
Ask a Fliceman ! 
Isu’t it enough to vex 
The most genial of Home- 
Secs. r 

If you want an answer — ^plump, 
Ask a P’Hoeman 1 



A NASTY ONE. 

Miss Smith (to Ihownt who has j%cst "been relating an amusing g)ersonal 
ejyericncc), “How ooou I And did it beally haiu'EN to you?” 

Brown, “Yes, only yksteiiday 1” 

Jones (his hated rival), “Ah! But I can tell you a still oluee 
Stohy than ir//Ar, about a Fellow who ” [Tells a regular Joe Miller, 


I ’m getting quite unpopular; 

I can’t imagine why. 

If in the Force itself there’s 
war, 

’Gainst me there ’ll be a cry. 
Fancy our Constables on strike 
For Eight Hours, and the 
rest I 

The prospect’s one I do not like. 
P’lioemen, donH be a pest I 

Chorus (in which Mr. M-T- 
TH-ws does not join,) 

If you want to know the facts, 
Ask a P’liceman I 
About M-tth-ws and his acts. 
Ask a P’liceman I 
If you wish the truth to know 
About popular Monbo, 

And who next ought to resign. 
Ask a P’liceman ! ! I 


MR, PUNCH’S DICTIONARY 
OF PHRASES. 

Social. 

“ You'^ll come again soonP^ 
i.e.f “Thank goodness, he’s 
going abroad ! ” 

Always make ti?ne to see 
you ; ” i.e., “ Strict orders to 
servants, ‘ Not at home.’ ” 

Theateical. 

“ Miss Blank will make her 
first appearance in Juliet at a 
MatineSP^ i,e., That some 
theatrical coach sees his way 
to making a little additional 
prolit out of a wealthy and 
ambitious pupil. 

“ Why don^t you look in f — 
house crammed every nighty 
hut always room for youp* 
t.e,y Last attempt to place a 
free admission when the theatre 
is empty, and the vouchers 
have been refused at the 
poster-displaying tobacoonists. 


BACK TO BACKS. I 

The Cambridge Week, delightful. Beautiful weather till I left, 
and after me— the deluge I Fair faces everywhere, and 0 those 
beautiful ** Backs ” I As the poet sang^ — 

“ Yo Backs an4 Braes I ” 

Why lug in ** Braes ” ? Fronts may bo, and have been, false, but 
never these ** Backs.” They never looked lovelier than at the 
commencement of last week,“Hne weather, warm, a gentle breesse. 
Lucky Cantabs, to have stich an idyllic idling place, where you can 
moon, spoon, stroll, study, work or play, and, if in your boat, smoke, 
for the pernicious weed is forbidden in the well-kept gardens, though 
it may be indulged in on the water, beneath whose surface another 
pernicious weed can he seen luxuriating. 

Once more I visit the A. D. C., ana witness a capital perform- 
ance of a burlesque. JDer FreischUtZy founded on one of H. J*. Bybon’s. 
and written up to date by a precious Stone. Burlesque is not dead ! 
Very far from it. The “Sacred Lamp” is not even flickering, but 
burning with undxminished brilliancy. For a time learned Thebans 
essayed to extinguieh it with High Comedy and even Sbakspearian 
Drama. But the A. D. C. was meant for recreation, and no under- 

g ^adnate saw any amusement in either performing or witnessing 
ieh Comedy or an historical Drama by William Shaksbeabe. 
Relaxation for the pale student was needed, so dancing and sing- 
ing, and jokes, topical hits, and comic business, drew big houses, 
and amused both players and audiences. The classical Puritanical 
rebellion was over, and the Merry Monarch, King Burlesque, was 
restored to his throne, merrier than ever. A crowded house, and I 
am informed orowdedor and crowdeder every night. 

The burlesque is a good one, as the story of JDer Freischutz is 
closely parodied, and it is not a mere variety show. And the actors 
are as much in earnest as the other actors were in earnest, terrible 
earnest, just thirty-hvc years ago, for the date over the proscenium 
reminds me that the A. D. C. was founded in 1855. There are some 


old original members down here, and they regard some old original 
photographs of themselves when they were all boys together in this 
A. D. C. The photographs are of beardless youths, all very much in 
earnest. The middle-aged, grey-bearded men are contemplating 
their former selves with an air of surprise. “ Dear me I ana those 
were us I ” they exclaim, in Academical English. They see them- 
selves as others saw them then, and they are secretly disap- 
pointed, though they soon recover their serenity, and with pride 
to think their lineaments have been preserved and handed down 
from generation to generation, they bring up their wives and 
daughters to look at the pictures, and to listen to their “ tales of a 
grandfather,” 

Alas I the photographs are fading, and soon, but for the extant 
history of the A. D. C., dedicated to its Honorary President, H.E.E., 
the Prince of Wales, its origin would he lost in the obscurity of 
the dark ages (before they were the grey ages), or be so confused 
and intermingled with myth as to render any account of its early 
days untrustworthy. 

And what a crowd,driving, walking, riding, to see the boat-races I 
ftuite a little Water Derby Day. So much talk about “ bumps,” that 
a stranger would think he had come to hear an open-air lecture on 
phrenology. 

One more lounge in the “ Backs,” and then to London and work, 
while happy Undergrads commence their Long Yacation, and make 
holiday in the sunshine of life. But roam where you will, never 
will you find any spot to equal these Backs. 0 Fortunati Cantahiles ! 
Backs vohiscum ! 

As a barrister I love a refresher, and this fiying visit has, indeed, 
been a refresher to one who drinks to Trin. Coll, Cam, and the 
A. D. C. in a bumper of ’75 Margaux, and is able, after that, to 
sign himself, academically and Lincolnsinnioally, the 

MABaxns pe Teemes. 

pg.— -Wouldn’t this Olaretian name of “ Marquis De Tebmes” be 
a good title for the Markissof Salisbuby, that “master of fiouts and 
gioes”? 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM: THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Souse of Commons^ Monday^ June 9. — ^Last time I saw* Old 
Morality was in. the lovely estuary of the Bart. He had jnst cut 
away from Parliament, called together his seamen bold, and steamed 
ont Westward in the Pandora, When we on the Hiawatha woke 
np on Sunday morning, there was the Pandora lying alongside, with 
Old Moealtty in pea-jacket, straw hat, telescope under his arm, 
and sea-boots above his knees, though there was not a ripple on face 
of water that mirrored the old casfle at the point, the church, the 
trees, and the green hills. Nevertheless, there he was, pacing the 
mhizen-deek, every now and then bringing his telescope to his 
weather eye, on the look out for Irish Members or Sage of O^tnEBN 
Aide’s Q-ate lurking in underwood. We ran up at our foretopmost 
peak, all taut by a couple of bowlines, the signal, “ England expects 
that W. H. Smith this day will do his duty.” There was a soft 
gleam in Old Moeality’s starboard eye when he recognised the 
signal, and he brought the telescope to the salute. 

“Yerykindof you, Toby; very thoughtful of your Commodore. 
You know, nothing is nearer to my heart than the desire to do my 
duty-duty to my Otjeen* and Country ; at the same time, of course 
as far as is compatible with the supreme incentive, desiring to meet 
the convenience of Hon. Centlemen in all parts of the House.” 

Haven’t seen Old Morality since, till he turned up to-night. 
Been seedy, everybody sorry to hear ; judiciously added a week to 
his regular holiday. When he entered House this afternoon, good 
rattling cheer went up, testifying to his popularity. 

“Yes,” said Wilfeld Lawson, dropping into poetry — 

“ Ex-First-Lord from over the sea ! 

Celt, Home- Ruler, 'whatever we be, 

We all like Old Morali-tbb.” 

Irish Land Purchase Bill first Order of day,‘hut John Dillon moves 
Adjournment, to discuss .goings on of Police in Tipperary. Peince 
I Aethue, amidst constant 

« interruptions, mal^s au^ry 

duces variation on old Con- 
stitution^ :^rinci]^e, 

gacTO ^d dl his works. 

seethed in passion, does not 
lose presence of mind. 

“ I know,” he shouted, 
“ every Dissentient Liberal 
in this House,” (here his 
copy of the Orders, which 
he had fashion^ in rou^h 

down with enormous thud 
on crown of hat of Tom 

pened to be sitting just be- 

The Chairman of P. and 0. after Remark 

from Mr. O’Brien. continued. 

3 tt 3--1 . Surely,” I said to him 

afterwards, “ you didn't mean to call attention to the Chairman of 
the P. and 0 . in that fashion r* ” 

^ ^ to say, ‘ I know every Dissentient 

Libwal ^ tMs House will support the Q-ovemment in the Division 
Lobby ; but when in the middle of the sentence I found I 'd come 
^wn on S'dtheblam's hat, I thought it would make less fuss if I 
turned the remark m the way I left it,” 

Ingenious thisj hut Sutheeland says, he understands now why 
many of the Irish Member are accustomed to wear low-crowned 
hats duimg Parliamentary Debate. Comes a Httle expensive to sit 
about listening with a silk hat on. 

Business (fowe,— Land Purchase Bill in Committee* 

been here since House 

resumed after Whitsun holidays. Looked for to-night. Has first 
place on Orders mth Instruction on going into Committee on Com- 
pensation BilL Spea^e been going about with a besom brushing 
away Instructions. 0 ,^y Gbandolph’s stands, a monument to Ms 
Opposition looking forward to pleasant 
evening. If ^ Geandolph makes rattling speech in support of Ms 


The Chairman of P. and 0. after Remark 
from Mr. O’Brien. 


Instruction, it will make things^ disagreeable^ for the Ministry. 
Moment comes, hut Geandolph lingers. Cousin Cijezon gets up, 
announces that Geandolph has heard that Government intend to 
oppose the Instruction, That being so, he does not think it expe- 
dient, in interests of public business, to persevere with it. So 
stay in Paris, look through the Luxembourg, loiter in the Louvre, 
lunch in the Eiffel Tower, and otherwise innocently wile the hours 
away. 

“ No,” said Cousin Cuezon, when I observed that this was not like 
the Geandolph of old times ; “he is much altered ; as meek as he 
was once aggressive. Shudders at the thought of causing a moment’s 
inconvenience to a Government of wMoh Geoegie Hamilton is an 
ornament ; quite surprised to learn that Government would oppose 
Amendment, the carrying of which would he equivalent to defeat of i 
their measure. When he heard of it at once decided to drop Ms 
Instruction.” 

Business done, — ^In Committee onJCompensation Bill. 

Wednesday, — ^House sitting; Members talking; Bills advanced 
s by stages ; but thoughts of Members concentrated on secret Old 
Moeality carries in Ms placid bosom. What proposals are Govern- 
ment going to make for arrangement of public business ? Are they 
going to drop three Bills, or two, or one, or carry all three ? If so, 
how IS it to be done ? by Autumn Session ? by peremptory Closure r 
or by new device of carrying over measures into succeeding 
Session ? Over a cup of five-o’cloek, taken in his private room, I 
frankly put these questions to Old Moeality. No use beating about I 
the bush when yon are with old friends. ] 

“ Toby,” he says, as I light another cigarette, and settle myself 
to hear the disclosure, “recent morphological inquiry has a curious 
hearing on this point. Biologists have lately been busy discussing 
the meaning of a certain prgan, to which, in the present stage of its 
development, it appears impossible to assign any utilitarian value. 
The case I allude to is the electric organ in the tail of the skate, 
on which Professor Cossae Ewaet read a paper before the jRoyal 
Society. You will find a full report of it in Phil, Trans, ^ vol. 
LXXIX. Other aquatic animals which possess such organs nse 
them to advantage as electric batteries against their foes. They 
feel impelled to do so, by what I may perhaps distantly allude to as 
a sense of duty to their Q^xtben and Country. But the electric organ 
of the skate, though a most complicated mechanism, a structure as 
elaborate as any in the animal kingdom, appears to be of no benefit 
whatever to its possessor. TMs is a very curious thing. I can hardly 
sleep of nights tMnking about it. ^ Can you suggest any explana- 
tion P Excuse me, there’s the divisiou-beU, Perhaps you’ll draw 
me up a little memorandum giving me your views on the subject.” 

Yery curious indeed. I hadn’t mentioned the skate ; don’t quite 
see how he slided into the subject. Shall take another opportunity 
of ascertaining Old Moeality’ b views and intentions with respect 
to Government plan for arranging business. 

Business done,— As to electric organ in the tail of tho skate, 

Thursday, — A pretty kettle-of-fish. Electric organ of skate seems 
to have touched up Government ; confusion at Carlton to-day. The 
Maekiss^ met Ms merry men ; proposed that Bills not completed by 
Prorogation should be carried over to next Session and taken up 
at stage reached this year. Loud outcry in Conservative ranks; 
proposal denounced as revolutionai'y ; wouldn’t have it on any 
terms; meeting broke up without passing any resolution; Old 
Moeality due at House at half-past three to give notice of Eesolu- 
tions on Procedure. 

“Where are they ?” Mr. G, asks, beaming across the table. 

“Kesolutions?” says Old Moeality; “bless you, Sir, I have 
none to move.” 

Grim silence on Ministerial Benches. Jubilation in Opposition 
oamp. Oil Moeality plied with questions from all sides ; forlornly 
shakes Ms head. Can’t say anything now. Can’t say when he will 
be able to say something. Perhaps on Monday; perhaps some 
other day. Baited for hMf an hour, and then mercifully allowed 
to escape, 

seems, after all, to have been wagging the skate,” I 
said, humorously really sorry to find Mm so low-spirited. Didn’t 
seem to see the point of joke, and usually so apt at badinage. A 
curious state of anairs : perhaps a memorable day. 

Business done,— 'In Committee on Compensation BilL 

Friday, a strange thing has happened,” (W. Black.) 
xesterday Conservatives in open revolt ; Ministry seemed tottering; 
Upposition jubilant.^ To-day things righted themselves ; the rebels 
say it w^ only their fun; Dissentient Liberals throw arms round 
neck of MAEpss; protest they would never desert him; Opposition 
depressed ; Mimsters elate. 

“The head seems to have got the better of the complicated 
mechanism m the rear of the^ skate/’ I say to Old Moeality, a 
nttle timidly, remembering failure oj^esterday’s fiash of humour, 
y^uiok comes the beaming smile. “ You’re a funny dog* Toby,” 
says Op Moealtk^ looking ten years younger than yesterday. 

Business done, — ^In Committee on Compensation BilL 
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AT HIS MAYERJESTY'S. 

Paris Fin de Siecle, Mr. Mater’s second transplantation from the 
Gyninase to Her Majesty’s Theatre, is amusing from first to last — 
that is to say, from 815 to close on midnight. The Comedy rattles 
alonj?, and carries the audience who understand French— who in 

Harletiuinado. " ^pietoeMt 


Harlequinade. 


certainly cannot he the Paris of five years hence, and the century 


The plot is simple. Alfred de Mirandol (M. HonrET), of \h& tout 
Paris set, is engaged to the daughter of the Marmis de Boissf/-- 
Godet^m he tells everyone who chances to he breakfasting at 
Bignok’s, where the first scene is laid— and, without anything 

E articular happening to either of them during the next three Acts, 
e remains engaged to the young lady when the curtain falls. Then 
he has a non fin de sihle friend, fresh from Brittany, who proposes 
to a charming widow, charmingly looked and played by Madame 
Sisos, who accepts him, and lands him in a duel with a Spanish 
Duke (cleverly played by M. Paul Plan) about her Milliner’^s bill. 
No one is hurt, out the incident— the only incident to speak of — ^fur- 
nishes a scene in which the four de sxvcle seconds are continually 
forgetting the business on which they are met, and drift into baccarat. 
Then Madame Di-iscpauxas is a Marquise who is so busy with her 
various charitable institutions that she has not seen her husband for 
a week, and forgets all about her daughter’s marriage. 

To London 1890 the Marquise, though unquestionably inimitable, 
seems slightly loud. English Marchionesses do not as a rule wink. 
But Paris Fm de Siede is altogether beyond London 1890. English 
people do not know enough of the formalities attending the arrange- 
ment of duels to fully appreciate M, NobIiEt’s forgetfulness of his 
duties ; nor do English ladies, as yet, give Harlequin Balls, at which 
the gentlemen wear red evening coats,— it was not a hunt-ball of 
course ; nor does London 1890 see any particular point in the nwnde 
being shown as frivolous and dissipated, while the demi-monde will 
not permit smoking in the drawing-room, and generally pl^s pro- 
priety. So Paris Fin de Sihle may be true to nature, for all English 
people know about it. Whether it is or is uot, it is just as amusing, 
and well worth seeing. 

CHE BOOHING-OFFICE. 

James the First, of America, not to be ponfonnded even by his 
enemies with the Old or Young Pretender, is brinring oxxt his book 
entitled. The Gentle Art of Making Fnemies, which line represents 
only a third of the entire title. The celebrated Butterfly signature 
flitters and flutters from leaf to leaf throughout the book, which in 
itself, in its binding, print, and arrangement, is a work of Art of 
which the publishers, Messrs. Heihemaot, may be justly proud, and 
1 which must rejoice the soul of James Peimxjs Ameeicahhs, Ex- 
t President, E.S.B.A. The Babost has great pleasure in drawing 


THE OPEEA-GOBE’S DIAET. 

Mondag, — Les Jffuguenots, Madame Nohdica as our She 

is toufours riante. Otherwise, vocally, charming. Eaveixi the Eeli- 
able as Paoul^ much applauded and quite two inches higher in popular 
estimation. Valentina Nokdica cannot take anything seriously. 
She smiles as she is wont to smile at the supreme moment of his great 
athletic window-jump, when he is shot out of window and killed so 
thoroughly that he cannot be produced for the last Act of all, which, 
therefore, is now never given. Simple-minded folk, not np to this, 
wait in their stalls, and wonder why everybody else is going. Members 
of orchestra disappear, lights extinguished, brown-holland coverings 
descend, the fireman enters, the box-keepers retire, and suddenly it 
bursts upou the inexperienced Opera-goer that it ’s all over, except 
shouting for carriages, and that ’s over too by now, and that there is 
to be no more Opera to-night. 

L’eutr’acte est long, 

Un pen d^espoir, 

There no more song, 

Et pnis bon soir. 

M. Lassalle ''as* the French nobleman, whom some one described as 
“ Sam Prisy*^ excellent. Good house for the Muguenots, 

Tuesday, — Here we are Lohengrinning again. Lohengrin not 
a comic opera: the name being rather misleading. Melodious, 
mellifluous Mile. Melba as Fisa de JBrdbante* Neb be EESZKia 
as the Great King, Fuesch-Mabi-gbas unrivalled as Ortruda^ 
Dajnt Dbabt as Freddy y one of his most dramatic performances: 
Signor Abbamopf as the Family Merald—c^iie a volume— and 
Jack be Eeszke as a Knight on the Stvannee Fiver, or perhaps 
a knightly visitor from Swansea. Poor Jack stiflering from noarse- 
ness. Dbhbtolanxts comes forward to explain this. Audience 
imagines that Dbubiolanxts himself is going to take poor Jack’s place. 
Eather disappointed in consequence. “ Could nave done it, of 
course,” says Dbxjbiolanus afterwards, “ but bad example for other 
members of the governing committee.” Jack be E.’s hoarseness 
scarcely noticeable. No one would have known it if Dbubiolaots 
hadn’t told us. Some peop]^ cau’t keep a secret. 

Wednesday, — Vide last w ednesday ’s report. Only difference being 
that Signor Plotketto Gbeeko is not in statu quo ante^ the part of 
the Commendatore, M,P, for Stony Stratford, being taken by 
Signor De Yaschetti. 

Thursday, '^Miseed. it. Fomeo et Juliette, Believe it was per- 
formed, not having heard anything to contrary. Eeported that Mr. 
and Mrs. G. were present. Eemember he was there last season, 
when same Opera was played. Came up then, I think, from Dollis 
HUl. “ All roads lead to Romeo,” the G.O.M. is reported to have 
said to Flobal Hall, the Covent Gardenia Box Office Manager and 
enthusiastic devotee of the G.O.M. , or “ Grand Opera Man.” 

Friday, — La Favorite in French. Evidently neither particular 
nor universal Favourite, as so many haUtuis, conspicuous when 
here by their noble presence, are now still more conspicuous by their 
noble absence. Mile. ErcHABB, her first visit to Royal Franoo- 
Italian Opera at Covent Garden, is the Favourite to-night, and the 
Favourite wins. Opportunity for Mile. Battebmeister, who has 
one of the prettiest airs in the Opera to start with, but then “is 


heard no more,” having only to exhibit, in sympathetic dramatic 
action, her deep distress at the sufferings of the unhappy Favourite, 
the victim of Alfonse, King of Castille, King Alfonse gives a 


garden-par^, with “gipsy revellers” of the period, led by small 
and early Pallabiko. Refreshments are probably served in an 
adjoining apartment, but King Alfonse, being, perhaps, a trifle 
dry, occupies his time iu the chair of state by trifling with a lozenge. 
Great difficulty among audience as to whether Fernand is Moktabiol 
or Ybos. Having seen Mohtabiol as David in the Meietersingers, 
I do not recognise him as Fernand; but having seen Ynos as Faoul, 
in the Huguenots, Fernandas legs seem familiar to me. If the 
voice is the voice of Montabiol, the legs are the legs of Ybos. 
Dbubiolaots Iboss says it is not Ybos but Mohtabiol; while a 
distinguished Operatic Committeeman tells a despairing critic that it 
is Ybos, and not Moktabiol. Anyhow, Mons. Ybos-abx-jambes- 
Montabiolieotes is a good, though not great. Fernand, The chorus 
whether as Monks of one of the great Thea^cal Orders, not-admitted- 
after-seven, or as members of the Castilian Aristocracy, are admir- 
able. Signor Gasbab— a name that suggests a singer rather out 


on another occasion, to have a few remarks to offer on the^iii^jJjP 
many genuine Jacobean epistles contained in this dainty 
volume which is issued, as the short preface informs us, ^ 
under the Ex-P*E.B.A.’s “ immediate care and snpervision,” and as a 
counterblast from Le Sifplette against “ a spurious and garbled ver- 
sion ” of his writings already put into circulation. It was about time 
for jAcatTES Le Siffletje to come out for a blow ; which blow it is more 
blessed to give than to receive, didt the Babok be Book- Worms. 


What au education an modem lan^ages it must reqmre to be a 
oborister of the E. I. 0. C. G. I Italian, French, English, of course ; ! 
and perhaps one night they ’ll come out with something of Wagkeb’s 
in the original German. Everybody looking forward to the revival 
of Le Prophete on Monday next. , , . x 

Saturday,-^Kon adsum, because ’ad sum-whexe else to go. Covent 
Garden, however, not closed in consequence. Hear tbit Jeak is 
to get £600 per week in America. Good interest this for one tenner. 




TT » AS WORN. 

_ KOLE ^^.-TOTr’BBAL^ATSSOKrNDl-rOroDYO^SI,01,MTBO».N3TALITTLK 1 ’VK TAKBK OTTT TUB P«NS. ' 


ONE TOO MANY FOR HIM. 

SiGNOK SmithinI loquitUT 

^y.o "^eryfine 

't ^ ?=«®P twirling: and 
as mine [oraokine, 

T VP' “ “ oexft-hMk- 

Two of them, I ’m sure, were enough [ing.” 

■ . Circus— in tether. 

A mrd yon must thrust in 1— what stuff I 

^ i“ hand, 

t^ofhei*? ® T F®‘*y ; 

JJMt other? I can’t understand 

r>f «vi^ Jomi could so have misreokoned. 

Of all awkward ’osses to hold 

A j ^ pet, “ Compensation ” 

H equitation ! 

But W? T^° *® started, 

a'ilf?! ^ “ ,a ohap of resource. 

And I fancy I ’m not chicken-hearted. 
l«2t«rs-on shouts out “ Go I '» 
others ejaculate “Drop him ! ” 
^owS I if I know 

T «»• stop him. 

I may g:et him round,— >twiU take time,— 

I ’m ^“®® ^®rision ; 

And n-p in my prime. 

Of ^ave somehow a vision. 

Of course, I will still do my best : ' 

■Rnt T “If® fs’S’eted to “Duty,” 

But oh I I should so like a rest. 

Soup-la then ! Oh, come up, you beauty ! ! 

J^WMAitT.-The Two Pins Club are going 
poi^fi- ®°"®® it ^ be ‘4om , 


IE ’OCKEY STICK-BAILE EIGHT. 

OontrOyvied by Ow Own "Sportings-Ufc " Man. 
Moist Chee Monsiexte Pob-ch, 

^ o.,..,,’ ^ '*^bat interest profound and 

r, gracious you h^e always manifested towards 
. the glorious efforts of the heroic youth of 
” our regenerated athletic Prance, ferhave I 
“"?®®® ®“i®ble and scientific of 
m domgs ’ of our onze at the ieu de 
tod still later of the murderous 
ooinbatof the veritable “ struggle- for-lifers” 

“fffekeXlW terrible contest of 

JiiCKe« tmle P But now the yahant youth 
of our public semmaries have advanced still 

TnA.dt”® ®*®P’ i?“4 i^^® stternoon of lit 
Tuesday saw, in the leafy arcades of our Bois 
a true Stiok-halle” f ght-~in one word a 

Wwi fi • I terrible, with cruel 

rtf Hthe eye of the beholder, and 

no^iao white ball, hard as iron, heavy 

as lead, between a’ome team and a ^‘side” 
of strangers, that would have done credit to 
St. 1 battle or a fight 

Ar&i' j 

to cT £ S •“« ss 

“ask, surmounted 


“b'lin-armpur, and their bodies 
OTotcoted by krge wicker clothes- washing- 
this preoautionary cos- 
tume hampered in some respect the play of 
• W4®‘l,.*boir swiftness^ in 

' rt?^f tv^®j^i'^’ *be hardest blow of 
' ‘‘stiokes” fell on them 

without pain, and they could meet the an- 
iron-load ball without 
apprehensive tremblings of terror* 

fierce, was not of long 
the ninth goal, the iron- 
• y®’? <5riven with such furious Sian 

mLnitTAk*”®"®*®'!® *bat it dashed into the 
middle of the spectators, and was swallowed, in 
the excitement, by the startled horse of an om- 
nibus. Thereupon the Umpire, beingappealed 
rtfi^®*^ oontest terminated with victory, 
fL . nothing, to the’ome teaii 

“hurrahs” of the 
assembled thousands, who represented all the 

thi* hMt Sporting life of 

.^vj. ; 71 l*?A^S?x?®®*®ty> the first day’s 
’ofkev introduced “Xe 

I ArtuS--™^® *be arena of our rising National 
Athletics, came to a brilliant and inspiriting 

Punch, 

®‘ highest considerations, as i 
subsonbe my wlf yonr very humble urviUur, 
XHE Jiasi CuAMEioir OF Lbs Spoexs. 

DBEUnTIOBS. 

^a<«r.— Onewhofindsmfltesforherdanghters, 
Check Afefe. -A husband with money. 

®aye ;— “ My nephew, who has just 

rt!^s^« J®7®'F®' tells me that in 

the Bed Sea it is so hot that the gentlemen 

sleen ayi rlftAlr i »» ov**wa«auw*a 


\ *u AO Dv jAuu Luaii in 

Bleep on deck in their bananas.” 
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APTER «THE MAY.” 

A Cambridge Song of Jime, 

Out and alas ! The “ May ” is o’er ; 

The polish of the ball-room iloor 
Is streaked and marred by heedless feet, 
The pretty convoys in the street 
Stir no more envy, nor make prond 
The escort of the dainty crowd. 

No more the archway dark and jrrim, 

No more the tortuous staircase dim 
Wake to a glow of living light, 

When Jones’s sisters, like a flight 
Of tuneful birds in plumage gay 
Come into College, in the May. 

The little girl in grey is gone, 

Who like a silvery marsh-flower shone 
What time the long and strenuous train 
Of eights round Grassy pulled amain. 

Gone is the musical low voice 
That made the general heart rejoice, 

Mazing pritpL scholars with her wit, 

Or chattering simply, not a bit 
Above the sporting schoolboy’s range. 

At that grave dinner, for a change, 

With just as flattering a charm, 

She took the formal Tutor’s arm, 

With sparkling eyes, that scattered light 
On the dark Don’s self-centred night. 

Bare are the windows, flowering then, 

The cynosure of lingering men, 

Whence over the darkling court would float 
The chorus of the College boat ; 

Not shouted with the tuneless zeal 
Which tells how Undergraduates feel ; 

But by such sweet giri-voioes given 
As might the strictest “gates ’’ have riven, 
Brawn iron tears down Tutors’ cheek, 

And made Beans grant what loafers seek* 


And listening oarsmen softly swore 
To pull as men ne’er ptilled before, 

And, let the next boat do its worst, 

To make to-morrow’s bump, or burst. 

Out, and alas I May follows May, 

And other little girls in grey, 

With hair as bright and eyes as blue, 

Will hold the torch, pass’d on by you, 

And none the bygone years recall ; 

For even this May’s College pride 
Will bo as dead as flowers that died 
At some forgotten festival. 

Eatheh Shiftt.— “The Members of the 
Metropolitan Police Force,” the Memorial 
stated, as qxioted in the Times of June 13, urged 
the Government to concede, among other de- 
mands, this, which sounds peculiar 
<‘I)uty to consist of eight hours (in one shift) 
out of every twenty-four.” 

The words in brackets are a puzzle. Is 
* ‘ shift ” a misprint for * ‘ shirt ” ? Is a Police- 
man now compelled to wear more than one of 
these in every twenty-four hours? Is it 
flannel or linen ? We confess that we do not 
understand this, which we may fairly desig- 
nate as “ The Washerwoman’s Clause.” 

Pbbegbinus Jocosus writes thus “ Sir,— 
I was visiting Tintem Abbey. Admission is 
by a gateway, close to which is an instruction 
to ring the bell. How much simpler and plea- 
santer if the proprietor had written np, Tin- 
temabbeylat e I ’—Yours, much p leased, P. J 

On Armt Exams.— As long as Examina- 
tions are what they are, cramming is a 
necessity. Therefore, Punch has only 
one retort to present objections to cramming, 
and Idmt is— Stufl I ” 


BECKING THE REDE LECTURE. 

“ His paratnouTit aim was to male© the world 
hotter by the humanising influoncos of literature.” 
— Profmor Jehb on JSrasmns. 

Fetent) of Count and of Moke, 

Cenial wit and learned scholar, 

Never pedant, prig, or bore, 

Bulness ana the Mighty Dollar 
Rule too much our world of books ; 

Slang, sensation, crass stupidity ; 

Talk of “ oof ” and jprate of “ spooks,” 
Sciolism, sheer aridity ; 

Smartness, which is folly decked 
In true humour’s cast- of! raiment, 
Clap-trap which has never recked 
Aught save chance of praise and payment; 
These our literature infest, 

No Eeabmus now arising, 

Style to purge and taste to test 
In the way of “ humanising.” 

Could you but come back to us, 

How you’d flay sensation-mongers, 

Gird at gush, ana flout at fuss, 

Chasten morbid thirsts and hungers : 
Puncture philosophic sham, 

“ Blugginess,” the coarse erotic ; 

Show up callow Cockney “ cram,” 

Logic shallow, thought chaotic ; 

Lash our later Euphuism, 

And the pseudo-Ciceronian ; 

Rottenness of * * Realism, ’ ’ 

Battening in its bogs Serhonxan. 

Thanks, 0 philosophic Jebb I 
In this age of advertising, 

Literature, at a low ebb. 

Needs a little “humanising. ” 

“On, StanuntI” — ^T he oifleer whom the 
explorer did not take with him was his left 
Tennant. 











Timottb-Mammon's triumpli’s full 
In this graoe-abandonea creature. 
Look at her! A tawdry trull, • 

Blear of eye and blurred of feature 
From the cult of her god— Brink I 
Heeod’s cruel self might shrink 
From a— Mother, oaloulating 
On her children's loss, awaiting 
"With impatience their last breath, 

And the devilish gains of Death. 

Such as she, her cronies cry, 

Are “ In luck when children die I 
Luck I The luck of wining loss. 
Children dead bring in the dross. 

Little Sabah ^s pale and sickly ; 
Death is near, hut comes not ouiokly, 
Art may hasten his slow tread. 


THESE AKE Mr JEWELS.” 

Blows, exposure, hunger, pain, 

Are auxiliaries of gain. 

Gain that comes “ when Sabah 's dead,'^ 
When to death her ‘‘friends” have done 
her. 

“ We have got four pounds upon her,” 
Babbles little Sabah's brother, 

Echoing the modern Mother. 

Wemyss the wise advises “ thrift,” 

As the only thing to lift 
Labour from the Sweater’s slough. 

Laws, he swears, axe wholly vain ; 

Thought may scheme, aud Love may strain 
Fruitlessly to raise the brow 
Of the poor above the slime^ 

Of starvation, sujgering, crime. 

Thrift ’s the thing ! well, here is thrift I 
Children,— they are fortune’s gift. 


Motherhood to rear them strives ? 

Hot so ; it insures their lives i 
Burial Insurance comes 
As a boon unto the slums. 

The insurance love may fix 
At five pounds, or even six ; 

A child’s funeral costs a pound, 

And the balance means— drinks round 1 

Here ’s the luck of loss, a luck 
Care may hasten. Blows are struck, 
Raiment stinted, food denied, 

Hunger and exposure tried ; 

Infants overlain— by chance I 
Is it not a Moloch dance P 
Modern Motherhood, plus Drink, 

Beats old Moab, will not shrink 
From ohild-saorifioe to win, 
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rCIBENT IN THE INDIAN SPOUTING TOXFR OF 
ALIBI PASHA (COLONEL ALIAS ALIBI). 

IR, — You were sending- your Corre- 
spondents all over the world, and you 
never did a better thing than when 
you summoned me to your presence, 
and said, “ Colonel, are you ready ? ” 
and I replied, ‘‘I am ! '* If it hadn’t 
been for my uncommon clearness of 
vision, the party of detectives whom 
you sent out in search of me would 
never have discovered me in my rocky 
lair on the southern coast of Cornwall, 
to which secluded spot I had for a 
time retreated, your Colonel en re- 
tra ife^ the only time he ever retreated 
in his life, and then not from foes, 
ut from too many and too kind friends, in order to scheme 
ut at my leisure a new and original plan for tracing the real and 
nly source of the Nile at half the cost of Stanley’s expedition, with 
ouble the profits. “The Genuine Kile Water Company Limited 
nd the Nile Sauce for Cheops and Steaks,'' will be two of the 
greatest financial successes of this or any other time. 

“ Yeo ho, my boys ! Yeo ho ! ” I shouted from the height above to 
bur toiling minions in the cockle-shell of a boat below. My ! how 
flad they were. Odds Colonels and cockle-shells I but, if I hadn’t 
sxerted my lungs, they ’d have returned disconsolate to you, as you 
vere v/aiting at the railway station, with your baggage all labelled, 
and your dog Tohy waving adieux to your followers. 
"VYhat a wigging they 'd l ave got 1 But, seeing me, 
3 ou smiled as you wert wont to smile, and in two- 
twos the historic question was asked — “ Colonel, are 
you ready ? ” (as I have already reminded you), and 
the equally historic answer had been given, “I am I ” 
My weapons and my sporting togs are 
always at hand, packed for travelling at the 
shortest possible notice. And here let me 
remark to you that, when you were in the 
desert, had you been armed with my patent 
revolving, twenty-times-a-second, 
double-action repeating rifle, the 
strange story of the conflict be- 
tween yourself and the ostrich 
would have been utterly impos- 
sible. Excuse me. Sir, but, as it 
is, I consider it scarcely within 
the bounds of probability. I 
know probability will take big 
bounds, and I ’m a bit of a tra- 
veller myself, but your escape 
uninjured from that wild bird, 
1*" and the escape also of Toby, who 
is not a sporting dog, is one of 
the strangest tales on record, by 
the side of which, perhaps, even 
the daring exploit, which I am 
^ ^ now about to narrate as a plain 
unvarnished tale, may seem a 
mere ordinary, eveiy-day occur- 
rence. But to proceed. 

To India. I promised you my 
' diary of sports and pastimes from 
the moment of my arrival. Here 
, it is, from the first day to the 
■ moment of my posting you the 
last scrap by special messenger. 
Now, to commence * * * (IPe 
omit the first six 7ivndred pages.) * * * The next day SwiNDLAH 
Khan came to my Kabob where I was sitting, wiling away the time 
by teaching my favourite Cheetah the three-card trick, which 
the sagacious animal can now perform as easily as if he were the 
learnedest pig in Europe — (I am bringing him over, to back him for 
matches of thi^ sort in England — shall probably get up a company to 
work it — Learned Pig and Cheetah Company (Limited): Capital, 
^280,000,000 — ^but of this, more anon) — and, after accepting the 
puffum, which is always offered to a visitor fllled and lighted. 
SwiNBLAn waited for me to open the conversation. 

“SwiNDLAH, mebhoy,” said I, addressing him familiarly, in his 
own native language, in which I am a proficient, and shall now give a 
translation, “ YVhat ’s up ? ” 

** Alibi Pasha,” he replied, bending his head, and looking out of 
the corner of his eyes— a trick he has w^hen he means mischief— 
(I know the old rascal by this time) — “ Is it on or o^ ? ” 

For the moment I’had forgotten our wager of the previous night. I 



“ Yeo ho ! my boys ! ” I shouted 



confess I had imbibed so much loshun, that for once and away I was 
not quite certain whether I was actually sober or not - nor, indeed, did 
I decide the point untQ I had argued it out myself, and settled that, 
if I went to bed in my hJwotuhs (worn here on the foot, and very 
much worn under ii), I must b3 more or less inebriated, but that, if I 

assumed the ordinary shimmy dtnwee 
— (do you remember my song on this 
Indian night-habit, to the tune of 
“ Bonnie Bun dee "'T — it was in the 
cold weather, when the stinging win- 
t^-r night-fly is about, and I couldn’t 
find the article of apparel any where, — 

Thtn haul down my cuituin?, and call up 
my men^ 

And eeareh every cupboaid agen and agen. 
It ha^ a frilled bolder ts far as the kr ee — 
It*s the p ettieat thiug is my shimmy 
dinicee. 

But, as I didn’t quote this to 
SwiNDLAH Khan, I only allude to it 
here, and you v.uil find it in ewtrnso, as 
they did in the linen-press, further 
on /during the course of these Me- 
moirs)— and I'Qiircdto my dh own ee (bed), I must 
be all right. Dhtnvnee v. Bhootah, and the first 
-rrr -x- i* xi. i 1 woH. Yet uext morning it was with difficulty 
WaitiDgfor theCoionel. j exactly recall the term of the wager. 

“Yes, SwiNDLAH,” sajs I. ‘‘It is the Wild Hog Hunt to which 
you are alluding.” He bowed. “ Fifty thousand lakhs of rupees,” I 
continued, “ which your executors pay to mine in case you come to 
grief, or mine to y'ours in case the like happens to me. ’ Ag-ain he 
Lowed, and I wenb on. “ And if we both survive, the money is paid 
to whichever of us two kills the Wild Hog of GhiCuitali. A\ c i-liook 
hands over it. I didn’t, as 
a rule, shake hands with 
SwiNDLAH Khan, who was /fpX 
the veriest old thief in all 
India, and an abominably 
cruel tyrant into the bargain.- 

The fact is, that this Wild 
Hog, which from time to 
time ravaged various parts 
of the country that trembled 
under the sway of Swind- 
LAII, was secretly fetl, kept 
alive, and incited to ferocity 

by the minions of the cun- A Strange Storv. 

ning despot, who, when he wa-nted a larger loan than u.si-ial, or 
coveted the prope ty of some private person, would privately order 
this Hog to be starved for a fortnight, and then suddenly let out to 
run a-muck. 

Naturally the poor natives, and the rich ones too for the matter of 
that, clamoured for protection at the luinds ctf their rnh r, who ]U’C- 
tended he could see no other -vt' ay of dealing with the dilliculty than 
by raising a force of sharpshooters, armed with lances and bows and 
airows, no guns being permitted, a.s the noise would di>.turl) lh(i 
SwiNDLAH, w'ho, about this time, invariably feigned to bo laid up at 
homo with a bilious headache. His subjects had to subscribo for the 
support of these sporting warriors, and tho money came in from all 

q\iarters into S w i n i ) r. A n ’m 1 reasu ry f ( )r 
the purpose of killing this fonnidalhe 
f courg-e. The presence of this Wild ITog 
obstructed trade, as no Travellers, com- 
mercial or otherwise, would run the risk 
of encountering this dangerous monsi er. 
Of course, the Hog w'as never killed, a.s 
to have put an end to its existence 
would have been analog-ous to killing 
the Goose that laid the Golden Epgs. 
When I came into tho countzy, 
SwiNDLAH did his best to entrap 
me. I had thirty of the naiTOwest 
escapes that ever man experienced. {Here me omit pages of this 
most thrilling narrative^) SwiNDLAH had dared me to kill the Wild 
Hog alone : I had replied, “ Yes, but it must be worth my while. So 
make it a bet, which will slay the beast, you or I, and I ’in on. And 
the entire beast must be brought back as evidence. A log, or a 
tusk, or an eye, or a bristle won^t do. It must bo tho whole Ilog 
or none.” 

As I have said, so ’twas done. The barbarous SwiNDLAH had deter- 
mined on collaring my coin, and taking my life. He had secreted men 
in the jungles, in the passes, on the mountain-tops, to spear mo, arrow 
me, shoot me, — if they could, What did I care ? I had the %vholc 
country at my back, for they -were ready to rise as one man— (and, as 
a matter of fact, only one man did rise, and he wms beheaded at once 




An Awful Boar for Travellers. 


Dficemljcr 5. 1S89 ] 


PUNCH’S ALMANACK VOR 1890. 


bv tbe nearest native policeman, wbo afterwards apologised handsomely to the family for the mistake),— and take vengeance on the tyr^t. 
B^it this depended on my success ; otherwise, so crushed and craven were even the noblest spirits among them, they dared not move one little 
fl-no'er «lhall I nroceed ' Yes I bore a charmed life. The Wild Hog was wilder than ever. Mounted on my good old mare, II Ace ser, which 
had oarr?^ L over many a stiff country in Old England, and accompanied by my faithful hound, IVfpa, I sought out the wild beast in his 

Si^llmly^t^re^wM^nn^^fufroa?— iSl it a roar, but it was really the noise of a volcano in action— and the place shook ^ 
the ttrLi of an earthquake. Above me, on a rock, on the other side of a ravine (eighty feet by fifty) stood the huge monster, hideous 
r“in- tearing up roots, trees, stocks, stones, anything and everything In aU my life 1 never saw 
such a horrid^boM ! “ At him, TH^a ! ” I cried, giving at the same time my well-known wnistle 

of attack. lefyM cleared the ravine at a bound. Then follow^ an avvful struggle Swii,DLAJ 
below looked up in delight. “ If the dog kills him, it s no bet ! ^ j j. 

“ Coma on. and kill him yourself, if you can ! I C-ied, putting II nee.ei at tho leap. My 

brave mare nectlod no spii-’s. 

At that moment missed his footing 

and fell. In less than the lOObh part of a 
second I had lassoed him round the collar, 
and saved my gallant and faithful friend ; 
but there was no time for attending to his 
wounds, as ab that instant the Wild Hog, 
frantic with rage, sprang from the rock 
straight at me. mouth open and bristles 
trect. One billionth part of a second of 
suspense, and the next minute my pig- 
sticking spear had passed through him, and 





A HASABBOUS LEAP! 

^n.ezer, I, and tho Hog .auk exhausted on the oU-- f 

rivino. just a.s a shriek l)roke on my car, and I was to wo that ■ t^^kaa. had disappeared. The money I had 

SwiNDLAH’s underbred horse having refused a narrowei P ci , ^ ^ never paid, but the nobility and gentry subscribed 

down, had, in consequence (for this, strange as it may ^ ! tow-u'ds a medal whicl?was struck in commemoration of the event. ^ 

the first time that braggart Swi^lah had ever been out ii^ng) , ^ 

pitched SWINDLAII right o\xr his head into J I need hardly say that (IVe omit the remainder, 

da^brea^' No°onrthoughronoofing toSwiKDhAH ! ike ^rk ,eill ,n-omi, ke yuWAed U full at eoMofutuuct^ 
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Not a false god’s smile^ but Gin ! 
CMdreu are possessions, truly, 
To be sold, and paid for, duly, 
Pledged like other property, 
Bringing interest— wnen they 
die. 

Modem CosneliaI That is she, 
"Witb a semi-drunken glee 
Aping, all unconsciously, 

The proud Boman mother’s vaunt. 
“ See my jewels I What I want — 
Dress, and drink, and seMsh ease, 
I can win at will— through these.” 


What was it little Bobby said ? 
“We’ll get four pounds when 
Sabah: ’s dead ! ” 
Golden-tongued PETBEBOBOuaH, 
flay 

The harpies with your burning 
breath ; 

And you, brave Wauoh, assist to 
stay 

This plague of fiends who thrive 
on death. [crime 

Out short the course of callous 
Of this CoBNELiA of our time ! 


that’U puzzle some of them — ah, he’s over both of ’em; very 
clean that one jumps! Over again! He’s got to do it all twice 
you see, ’ 

The Judge of Horseflesh, Temperate horse, that chestnut. 

The Severe Critic, Is he, though ? — but I suppose they have to be 
here, eh ? Not allowed champagne or whiskey or anything before 
they go in — ^like they are on a racecourse ? 

The J, of H, No, they insist on every horse taking the pledge 
before they ’B enter him. 

The Descriptive Man, Each of ’em’s had a turn at the in-and-out 
jump' now. What’s coming next? Oh, the five-barred gate — 
they’re going over that now, and the stone wall— see them putting 
the bricks on top ? That ’s to raise it. 

The Morbid Man, None of ’em been ofi yet; but {hopefully) 
there ’ll be a nasty fall or two over this business— there ’s been many 
VO CESPOPULI ^ broke over a lower gate than that, 

AT THE HOESE SHoV. ^ 

Time — About 3*30. Leaping Competition about to begin. The The J, of H, That man can ride. 

Competitors are ranged in a line at the upper end of the Hall, The Severe Critic. Pretty well— not what I oaE business, though— 

while the attendants place the hedges in position. Amongst the going over a gate with one hand, like that. ’ 

Spectators in the Area are — a Saturnine Stableman from the The J, of H, Didn’t know you were such an authority, 

country; a Cockney Ghroom ; a Morbid Man; a Man who is The S, C, {?nodestly). Oh, I can tell when a fellow has a good seat. 

apparently under the impression that he is the only person gifted I used to ride a good deal at one time. Don’t get the chance much 
with sight ; a Critic who is extremely severe upon other people^ s now — worse luck I 

seats ; a Judge of Horseflesh ; and Two Women who canH The J, of H, Well, I can give you a chance, as it happens 
see as well as they could wish, (Severe Critic accepts with enthusiasm, and the inward ref ection that 

The Descriptive Man, They’ve got both the fences up now, d’ye chpnce is much less likely to come off than he is himself,) You 
see ? There’s the judges going to start the juicing ; each rider’s wait till the show is over, and they let the horses in for exercise. I 
got a ticket with his number on his back. See r The first man’s horse a man who ’s got a cob here — regular little devil to go — ^bucks 

J— don’t seem to care about jumping this times— but you won’t mind that, I ’ll take you round to the 

afternoon — see how he ’s dancing and get my friend to let you try him on the tan. How will that 
about. Now he ’s going at it— there, ^ , 

he ’s cleared it! Now he ’ll have to Severe^ Crttic {almost speecMess with gratitude). Oh — or — it 

jump the next one ! would do me right enough — capital ! ^ That is — it would, if I hadn’t an 

[Heeps up a running fire of these appomtment, and had my ridmg things on, and wasn’t feeling rathe 
instructive and valuable ohserva^ of sorts, and hadn’t promised to go home and take my wife in th' 
tions throughout the proceedings, ^ a-rk, and it ’s her birthday, too, and, then, I ’ve long made it a ruli 
w The Judge of Horseflesh, Bare good ?iever to mount a strange horse, and— er — so you understand how i 

shoulders that one has. ^ . 

i P Av Severe Critic {taking the re- _ The J, of H, Onite, my dear fellow, {As, for that matter, he ha 
/ ^ i^he horse's rider), fr^ the flrst,) 

JM }# (L yes— rather— pity he sticks his Cockney Groom {alluding to a man who is riding at the gate) 

n . elbows out quite so much, though. s a rough ’un this bloke ’s on I {Horse rises at gate ; his ride'i 

{.His Friend regards him in silent fhouts, Hew, over and the gate falls amidst general derision* 
astonishment. ^ should just think it was over ! 

Another Competitor clears a fence, hut exhibits a considerable .. Stableman {as horseman passes), Yer needn’t ha 

amount of daylight, Hoo” ’d for that much ! 

The Saturnine Stableman {encouragingly). You’ll ’ev to set hack {The Small JBoy, precariously perched on an immense animal 
a bit next journey, Guv’nor ! follows ; his horse, becoming unmanageable, declines th 

The Cockney Groom, ’Orses ’ud jump better if the fences was a , haps the hurdle at the side, 

bit ’igher. The S, S, Ah, you’re a artful lad, you are— thought you ’d tab 

TheS, S, They’ll be plenty ’oigh enough fur some on ’em. where it was easiest, eh ?— you ’ll ’ey to goo back and trv agen 

The Severe Critic, Ugly seat that fellow has — all anyhow when 

the horse jumps. Chorus of Sympathetic Bystanders, Take him at it again, boy 

Judge of Horseflesh* Has he ? I didn’t notice— I was looking at right ! , . . Hold him in tighter, my lad. . . . Let oai 

fy / 7.7 [Severe Critic /cefe snubbed, bit ! Lor, they didn’t ought to let a boy like that ride 

The S* S, {soothingly, as the Competitor with the loose seat comes : 3io more ’old on that big ’orse than if he was a fly 01 

roimd again), ’s not good, Guv’nor I Imn I . . . Beep his ’ed straighter next time. * . . Enough to trv « 

The uockney Groom, ’Ere ’s a little bit o’ fashion coming down boy’s nerve ! &o., <feo. 

quite a hoy on his back. * {The Boy takes the horse hack, and eventually clears the gaU 

- The S, S, ’E won’t be on ’im long if he don’t look out. Cup an’ amidst immense and well-deserved applause, 

Tir T 4.V . , -J X , Well, I fully expected to see ’M»i 

£fw Morbid Man, I suppose there’s always a accident 0 ’ some wok off on a shutter. 

soribefo^ they ’ve finished. . _ , . It’s the water- jump next— see ; that’s i1 

First TToman. Oh, don’t, for goodness sake, talk like that— I’m P* *be middle; there’s the water, underneath the hedge* they ’ll 
sure I don’t want to see nothing ’appen. have to clear the ’ole of that-or else fall in and get a wettmg, 

Second Woman, Well, you may make your mind easy — ^for you ^boy .ve taken all the horses round to the other entrance— thev ’I 
won t see nothing here ; you would have it this was the best place to oomo m from that side directly, ^ 

Seo^" "Xn^on^”^ was no sense in paying extra for 

the balcony, when yon go m the area for nothing, dathea owt and clear* Tiedae and ditch hu a fnnt /S tme 

airief ^Tf^h peafenwg applause. A ZcmdhtatnZ ri/j at it. and 

Sw ’ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^nia-ifthew^diaalMU-neaUyinthewZJ Jioan 

^ The Morbid Man.^ There ’s one thing about being so close to the The ^rhid^MM^C^l^^K^‘bT<Sk\ It ain’t a couple of incheg 
P^sj.iiDipssideways— as ’osses will do every now deep— it’s more mnd thanwaterl No fear (Ae meawa Ao»e ’*’1 
S before we know where we are, of any on ’em getting a ducking overXt I ’ ^ ^ 

Second Wbma^(to’^^^F^^T^Oh, come away do-it’s bad tnore or leai 

enough to see nothing, let alone having a great ’orse’oominv d<m ‘rJStH' « nngk saddle being vacated. The 

.t«, to tot 

The DeseripUce Man. Now thev ’re going to make ’em^de .LX ■ft'’ '5* V^rmon amukt d^omiraUons of hearty satisfae- 
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never to mount a strange horse, and— er— so you understand how it 
is, don’t you ? 

The J, ofH, Ctuite, my dear fellow. {As, for that matter, he has 
done from the flrst*) 

The Cockney Groo7ri {alluding to a man who is riding at the gate), 

1 ^ ® ’un this bloke ’s on! {Horse rises at gate ; his rider 

shouts, Hoo, over/ 1* and the gate fails amidst general derision*) 
Over r Ah, I should just think it was over ! 

{as horseman passes), Yer needn’t ha’ 

Hoo” ’d for that much ! 

[ The Small Boy, precariously perched on an immense animal, 
follows ; his horse, becoming unynanageable, declines the 
gate, and leaps the hurdle at the side. 

The S* S, Ah, you’re a artful lad, you are— thought you ’d take 
It where it was easiest, eh ?— you ’ll ’ey to goo back and try agen, 
you will. 

Chorus of Sympathetic Bystanders, Take him at it agaiu, boy ; 
you’re all rig^;! . . . Hold him in tighter, my lad. . . . Let oai 
your ^ms a bit ! Lor, they didn’t ought to let a boy like that ride. 
,, . He ain’t no more ’old on that big ’orse than if he was a fly on 
him I . . . Beep his ’ed straighter next time, * . . Enough to try a 
boy’s nerve ! &o., <feo. ^ 

{2 he Boy takes the horse hack, and eventually clears the gate 
ffmidst immense and well-deserved applause. 

The Morbid Man {disappointed). Well, I fully expected to see 
took off on a shutter. 

YAo Descriptive Man, IV b the water- jump next— see ; that’s it 
m the middle; there’s the^ water, underneath the hedge; they’ll 
have to clear the ole of that— or else fall in and get a wettmg. 
ihey ve taken all the horses round to the other entrance— they ’ll 
oomo in from that side directly. ^ 

{One^ofthe Judges holds up Ms stick as a signal; wild shouts of 
7 TLoy-hoy / Whorr-oosh I ” from within, as a Competitor 
uuaA^a out and (dears hedge and ditch by a foot or two* 
Deafening applause, A second horseman rides at it, and 
lanas-^if the word is allowable — neatly in the water. Boars 

rrvL «« hc scTambUs out. 

The Morbid Man. Call that a brook ! It ain’t a couple of inches 
deep— it s more mud than water I No fear {he vneans, ''^no hope"*) 

of any on ’em getting a ducking over that! 

{And so it turns out ; the horses take the jump with 7 nore or less 
success, but without a single saddle being vacated* The 
Judges award a red and blue rosette to the riders of the best 
ctnd second horses respectively, and the proceedings terminate 
for the afternoon amidst demonstrations of hearty satisfac- 
tion from all The Morbid Kan, who had expected there 
would have been ** more to seef^ 
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MODERN TYPES. 

{By Mr. BvmlCs own Ty2>^ Writer.) 

NO. XIV.— THE LADY FROM CLOIJDLAND. 


secures a deposed monarch and his consort. She is cleyer, and knows 
well that those whom she seeks to entice will overlook their own 
ignorance with regard to her if only they can he certain of being 
amused and interested in her house. She, therefore, contrives, with- 
out transgressing the higher convenances, to banish all ceremonial 




At intervals of a few years the tori)or of London Society is stirred stiffness from her parties, and to import in its place an atmosphere 
by the carefully disseminated intelligence that a new planet has of cheerful gaiety and musical refinement. For, whatever she may 
begun to twinkle in the firmament of fashion, and the telescopes of have once been, there can be no doubt that when London makes her 
all those who are in search of novelty are immediately directed to acquaintance she possesses, not only charming manners, but innu- 
the spot. Partially dropping metaphor, it may be stated that a merable acoomplisnments which are as salt to the jaded palate of 
hitherto unknown lady emerges, like the planet, from a cloud under Society people. Thus she progresses from season to season, and from 
which, as the envious afterwards declare, the greater part of her success to success. 

previous existence has been spent. But Society, under the influence In her second year she becomes a favoured guest in many country 
of boredom, is tolerant of new sensations and of those who seek to houses, where an effort is made to relieve the tedium of daily shoot- 
provide them. Those who guard its portals are, in these latter days, ing parties by nightly frivolities. Soon afterwards she is presented 
bidden not to be over-curious in the inquiries they make of appli- at Court, and becomes herself a patroness to many .foreigners who 
cants for admission, and eventually it may come to pass that the desire by the exercise of their talents to make a precarious living in 
approaches and avenues are opened as readily to one who comes England. By these she is considered to be one of the suns from 
trailing^ clouds of obscurity, as to her which the great world draws its light 

who sMnes with the steady lustre of jj|| I . , and warmth. In her third Season 

acknowledged position. i&J '' U' -.■''■'I'! 3 she is sufllciently secure to introduce 

The Lady from Cloudland soars f A U Society her daughter, aged 

into the ken of fashion in various -I eighteen, who has hitherto (so she 

places. Very often she is found for i iliii I will inform her friends) been receiv- 

the first time in the little mock f '■ ■^-'=^^1111 111 ing a good education abroad. Accom- 

temple which pious worshippers at panied by “ my little girl,” she may 

the shrine of rank build for them- I". I seen, on fine afternoons, reclining 

selves on the Riviera. They have ' in her spick and span Victoria, in the 

their ceremonial closely copied from jV \ ' ■" crowd in the Ladies’ 

the London model. They dance, they 1 \' \ i y . Mile. She is thus hedged round with 

receive, they organise bazaars. They 4 ( v / S' ' JJIISjP*’' ■' i a respectability which not even in- 

launoh out mto tea-parties, and grow •Mr/ discreet inquiries after her late hus- 

warm over the discussion of scandals. w; \ i band (for it is understood that he 

They elect unto themselves leaders, comfort many 

and bow their foreheads to the dust years before) can disturb. She per- 

before the jj:olden splendour of an ' ; ' ; ^ WJjw ' Vy r ‘ v T herself occasionally, it is true, 

occasional scion of Royalty; in short, // \ '' ir.r . ; to join chic parties at fashionable 

they cling as closely as foreign skies 1 .\*ly '1 ‘ ^'1 " restaurants, but these, since they are 

and foreign associations permit to the liiBilW )''r often under titled patronage, can 

observances which have made English ■' ('ll!™ j scarcely be considered serious lapses 

Society pre-eminent in its own respect, l.y . ICW ilPi T/ ' propriety. After having herself 

and in the good-natured ridicule of // \ presented her daughter at Court, and 

less-favoured nations. But since the /Y; having given (in London) a party 

majority of them have come in search ^ which was attended by Royalty, she 

of health, they cannot despise or rWlfiT’l ^ beyond the reach of cavil or 

reject one who qualifies for conside- ' reproach. Here and there a jealous 

ration and interest by suffering, and , and disappointed social rival may 

who, to the piquancy of an unknown origin, adds the high recom- still mutter dark hints about ancient vagaries, and meaning looks 
mendation of good looks—which are not too good— of a cheerful may still bo exchanged by male and female gossips, but for the 
temper, and an easy tact, which can only come of much knowledge great mass of those who frequent Society she is as irreproaoh- 
of many ■worlds. Such a one is the Lady from Cloudland. Many able as though her ancestry for twenty generations had been set 
are the questions asked about her. and even more various are the down in the pages of Burke or Belrett. Eventually she marries 
answers given. ** My dear,” one lady will say to another, at the her daughter to the younger son of an Earl, and having made of the 
house of a common friend, where the Lady from Cloudland has marriage festivities^^ Ae great social function of the Season, she herself 
become the centre of a throng of admirers, “ I hear, on the very best soon afterwards retires to some extent from the business of Society, 
authority, that her mother used to sell flowers in the City, and that and devotes herself chiefly to the cultivation of simple pleasures and 
she herself was for some years a Circus Rider in America. When- hot-house flowers in a luxurious retreat on the banks of the Thames. 

ever I meet her I feel a dreadful inclination to say Moup-ld /, instead 

of, How do you do ? ” To which her friend will reply that she, on 

% infomedthat the lady ia question was formerly PUNCH’S DICTIONAEY OF PHBASES. 

attached to the conjugal tnbe of an Indian Rajah, and was rescued 

by a Russian, whom she shortly afterwards poisoned. They will then Boctai;. 

both invite her to their next entertainments, asking her by no means IlavenH missed a word you said; ” %.e., “ Gracious I where was 
to forget those delightful Burmese love-ditties which only she can she?” 








and warmth. In her third Season 
she is sufficiently secure to introduce 
into Society her daughter, aged 
eighteen, who has hitherto (so she 
will inform her friends) been receiv- 
j| ^ ing a good education abroad. Accom- 
.Lfc-L panied by “my little girl,” she may 
I be seen, on fine afternoons, reclining 

in her spick and span Victoria, in the 
^ ■ --- midst of the crowd in the Ladies’ 
Mile. She is thus hedged round with 
, a respectability which not even in- 
^ discreet inquiries after her late hus- 
I hand (for it is understood that he 
is-Mjj died and left her in comfort many 
ii years before) can disturb. She per- 
1 mits herself occasionally, it is true, 
[ to join chic parties at fashionable 
“■ ‘ restaurants, but these, since they are 
/' /' often under titled patronage, can 
I j scarcely be considered serious lapses 
\ ^f\ from propriety. After having herself 
V / J presented her daughter at Court, and 
y having given (in London) a party 
. which was attended by Royalty, she 
^ is beyond the reach of cavil or 
reproach. Here and there a jealous 
and disappointed social rival may 


MR. PUNCH’S DICTIONARY OF PHRASES. 

SocTAi;. 

IlmerCt missed a word you said; ” %.e., “ Gracious I where was 


sing as they ought to be sung. 


“ Not exactly pretty, perhaps, hut so nice ; ” 


‘ As pappy in 


“iVb, thanks ; reading in a railway carriage always tries my poor 
eyes so i.e,<, “I ’ve better occupation for them just now.” 

“ Pardon 97iy dratoing the blind ; the glare in a railway carriage 
always makes my head ache ; ” “ Shows up my wrinkles and 


The Lady from Cloudland, however, does not limit her ambition character as she is plain in face.” 
to tie hybrid Society of the Soutb of i’nmoe. She intends to make ^ 

for herself a position in London, the Mecca of the aspirant, and she Railboad amekitibs. 

proposes to use those who thus console themselves with spitefulness “ iYo, thanks; reading m a railway carriage always tnes my poor 

as stepping-stones for the attainment of her object. At the begin- ^y&s so ; ’ I ’ve better occupation for them just now. 

ning ot the following London Season Society will learn, by means of “ Pardon my dratoing the hlind ; the glare in a ratlway carnage 

thecal paragraph! that “ Mrs. Bo-and-So, whose afternoon party always makes my head ache : ” i.e., “ Shows up my wrinkles and 

last year in honour of Prince was one of the most brilliant moustache-dye. 

successes of a brilliant Riviera Season, has taken the house In May Theateioal. 

Pair, formerly occupied by Lord Claicracickt.” The reiteration of “ She is an intelligent and experienced artist ; ” Much too old 
this news in many journals will set tongues wagging in London, for the part. 

Again the same questions win be asked, and different answers will Effusive FI/Axteev. 

be returned. In due ^urse she arrives, she receives and is received, Thanh you bo 7 nuch for your dear little Booh of Poeyns. I 

and she conquers. Henceforward her parties become one of the navenHread them yet, hut next time we meet IHl tell you what X 


Much too old 


features of the Season. In rooms arranged iustefully in an Oriental 
style, with curtains, hangings, delicately worked embroideries, 
woven mats of charming design and tropical plants, she welcomes 
^e throng who come at her invitation. She moves by degrees. 
Contenting herself at first with a small charge d'affaires or a Corean 
plenipotentiary, she soon rises to a fully fledged Ambassador and a 
bevy of secretaries and attacMs. Her triumph culminates when she 


%h of them ; ” t.e., “ I hereby make a solemn resolution, if I can I 
sibly help it, never to meet you again in this life.” i 

Peefubctoey Apology. ! 

‘ I hope I didnH hurt you. J’m sure I leg your pardon ; ” I 
ilupid fool I Serves you right for sticking out your feet, and 


a fully fledged Ambassador and a “ Stupid fool I Serves you right for sticking out your fc 
Her triumph culminates when she tripping up everybody who happens to stumble on to them.” 


von. xevm. 


Tk 
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DIANA AT DINNER. 

rOn the first page of the prospectus of the recently-established 
« Dorothy Restaurant it is stated that it is for ** Ladies only.” 
On the last page will be found the following modification : — “ At 
tile request of many of the Lady customers, it has been decided 
to open the Restaurant from 6*30 p.m. to 10 p.m. to both Ladies 
and G-entlemen.”] 

There was started in London, I mtistn’t say where, 

And, beyond saying lately, I mustn’t say when, 

A sweet Restaurant, where the sex that is fair 
Might attend undisturbed by the presence of men. 

“ "We are forced to endure you in Park and in Row, 

We must bear you unwilling in hansom or ’bus ; 

But if any stray Aere, they shall meet with a No, — 

So attempt not the haunt that is sacred to Us. 

“ Be warned, 0 intruder, nor venture to lag 
When the nymphs of Diana the huntress draw nigh. 
Ply, fly from their presence as fleet as a stag. 

Lest you meet with the fate of Actajon, and die.” 

Thus the Ladies addressed us ; the tables were set, 

The silver was polished, the viands displayed. 

Ajid, like doves in a dove-cote, the customers met. 

In a plumage of silks and of muslins arrayed. 

“This is sweet!” said Amanda. “Delightful!” said 
Jane. 

While the rest in a chorus of “ Charming! ’’'combined. 
And, declaring they cared not if dishes were plain, 

So the men remained absent, they solemnly dined. 

And they toyed with their entries ^ and sipped their Clicquot, 
And their smiles were as sweet as the wine that they drank. 
But at last came a whisper — “ Oh dear, this is slow ! ” 
“Hush, hush!” said the others. “How dreadfully 
frank! 

“Not slow; but there ’s something—I scarcely know what. 
An absence, a dulness I cannot defilne. 

It may be the soup, which was not very hot, 

Or the roast, or the waiting, the ice, or the wine. 

* ‘ But I ’m sure there ’s a something.” And so they agreed. 
And they formed a Committee to talk of the case. 

And a programme was issued for aU men to read, 

Bidding men (on page one) to abstain from the place. 

But, since it is harder to ban than to bless, [the men.” 

“For their own sakes,” they said, “we will humour 
If you turn to the last page, you ’ll fi.nd this P.8. 

“ Men allowed, by desire, from 6*30 to 10.” 



TRUE NOSTALGIA. 

“UlloI Dubois? You in London?” 

“Oui, MON Ami. Jb suis ABRivf: de Parts oe Matin, bt j*y rbtoubnb ob 
SoiR PAR LB Club-Train 1 ” 

** Is this the first Time you 'vb comb to London ?” 

“ Non, MON Ami. Mais o’bst la PRSMifeRB fois qub fY rbste aussi LONa- 
temps I ” 


WEEK BX WEEK. 

In the course of last week it was universally remarked that the 
lean monde hetook itself by the usual methods of conveyance to 
Ascot. A very smartly-appointed coach, horsed entirely by blne- 
hlaok hippogrifls, attracted much attention. The lunches were of 
more than ordinary magnificence, and it was calculated that, during 
the week, no less than 5,624,907 bottles of champagne were consumed. 
The pigeon-pies were, as usual, composed mostly of beef. 

One charming toilette was the cynosure of neighbouring eyes in 
the Enclosure. It was constructed of four gold galom, tastefully 
distributed on a blue silk ground intended to represent the Lake of 
Geneva. This was fringed with paisementerie of the most ancient 
design, and picked out with minute red spots arranged in geometrical 
fibres. The bonnet was composed of a single scrap of antique lace 
folded over a threepenny hiL 

H.R.H. the Grand Dnke of Katzbnjammeb, who is making a stay 
of sever^ weeks in the Metropolis, in order that he may study free 
institutions on the spot, has been, we are informed, busily engaged 
in writing and answering letters during the past three days. 

An interesting story, of which His Royal Highness is the hero, is 
going the round of the Clubs. It appears that on his arrival at the 
hotel in which he has established himself with his suite, the Grand 
Duke, whose absence of mind is well known, forgot to remunerate 
the cabman who had driven him. This individual, however, with 
the rudeness which is still, we regret to say, oharaoteristio of the 
lower orders of our fellow oountrfRdien, made repeated applications 
for his money, and eventually threatened to call in a policeman or to 
take out a summons. On this becoming known to the Grand Dnke, 
he at once gave orders that the cabman should he ushered into his 
presence, and, after presenting him with a paper gulden, invested 
him then and there with the order of the Golden Ball, at the same 


time exclaiming that honesty and perseverance in humble life were 
always worthy of commendation. The cabman is said to have been 
much moved. In these democratic days, such instances of princely 
condescension are not wit hout value. 

We are requested by the Earl of C-v-ntr-t to state that he is sick 
to death of the whole ousiness, and has eliminated the word “ enclo- 
sure ” from every dictionary he has been able to lay his hands on. He 
had intended at first to admit nobody, hut was overruled, and he can- 
not, therefore, hold himself responsible for the presence of various 
people who seemed to think that they ought to he treated like unsea- 
sonable strawberries, first forced, then exhibited, and then swallowed. 

An amusing incident is reported from the remote frontier village of 
Rusterwitz in Moldavia. A cobbler who had manufactured the boots 
of the Burgomaster ventured to submit his hill for payment. The 
populaoe, infuriated by this insult to their beloved Magistrate, after 
binding the offender in calf at the local publishing office, proceeded 
to slice him into small pieces with their ^cihmide-me$ur^ (the native 
imife), to the immense delight of a crowd of peasants from the 
surrounding districts. ^ The Burgomaster was mucX touched by this 
proof of popular devotion. 

Going too Fast.— M. Alexandre JAcauBS, who is announced as “ a 
rival to Succi/’ is at this moment dispensing: with food at the Royal 
Aquarium, fie intends carrying out this sefi-denying programme for 
two days beyond a couple of score— possibly as a proof of his fortitude 
or (as a Cockney would pronounce the word) “forty-two’d.” The last 
time this talented person dispensed with sustenance, was in Edinburgh, 
when he did not partake of any meal in the Douglas Hotel for thirty 
days— a feat, one would think, that must have been more interesting 
to the Medical Profession than the proprietor of the hostelry. However, 
as M. Jacques fought for his country in 1870-71, he should be a most 
pleasant guest for the next six weeks or so to dinner-givers with a 
taste for economy. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT- 

EXTRACTED EROM THE DIART OE TOBT, M.P. 

JBCouse of Commons^ Monday^ June 16. — ‘‘ Tliis is something like 
old times,” said Tem: Healy, briskly rubbing his hands. Poor 
Joseph Q-illis ! pity he didn^t live to see this night.” 

Yery hke old times, indeed. Seventy questions on the pa^r, 
increased fourfold by others put arising out of the answer. Practice 
is for Irish Members to put question; Prince ^thuh reads answer 

from manuscript supplied from Irish 

t Office; then uprise in succession 

half-a-dozen other Irish Members, 
each asking fresh question. Prince 
A-r ttittr with one le^ crossed oyer 
other and hand to dun sits looking 
and listening; presently when there 
is luU, lounges up to table and 
makes answer. Fbeoussoh looks on 
in wonder. “What would become 
of me,” he said, “supposing after 
I had read out my cut-and-dried 
answer, half-a-dozen fellows sprang 
on my back, and with fists^ in my 
face demanded reply to quite new 
question. I *m afraid I ’d be lost.” 

That exceedingly probable. Pee- 
ousson’s floundering when momen- 
tarily adrift from sheet-anchor of 
his written reply decidedly painful. 
Prince AjaTHUE saunters up to very 
mouth of guns of battery opened on 
him from Irish camp: looks straight 
down them; fires his shot; and 
saunters back ; often a nasty shot, 
too ; plumps in middle of camp and 
sets them all a roaring. This takes 
At Bay. place every night. To-night lasted 

an hour. Once threatened repetition of scenes of decade after ’74. 
Would have so happened but for tact and presence of mind of 
Speaker ; cool and collected amid the clash of arms and roar of 
constant cannonading. John Dillon standing with folded arms 
and flashing eyes, “Like Napoleon when he couldn’t cross the 
Alps,” said Nicholas Wood, looking on from a safe distance. 

The Spbahee also on his feet with stern cry of Order 1 Order I ’ 
Long John O’Connor sitting on Bench below, darting straight up 
and down, with swift regular movement, for all the world like the 
piston of a steam-engine. Ministerialists bellowing in continuous 
roar at John Dillon, still on Ms feet ; uprises John O’Connor with 
intent to offer observation; roar redoubled; reaches demoniac pro- 
portions ; J OHN O’Connor plops down again ; noise partially subsides ; 
suddenly tbe piston discovered bolt upright ; another roar ; down it 
goes; all the while the Speaker crying aloud for “Order I’’ and 
John Dillon standing with fiercer frown and arms more tightly 
folded. 

“ What was it Napoleon said when he couldn’t cross the Alps P” 
Nicholas whispered, tremulonsly. “‘If the Alps won’t come to 
Mahomet, Mahomet must go to the Alps.’ No, I don’t think it was 
quite that: but was something to that effect: and I’m sure some- 
thing will happen if Dillon doesn’t sit down.” 

Jnst when matters reaching crisis, Dillon gave way ; the piston 
on the bench below simultaneously ceased its action ; and the 
Speaker, in quiet, grave tones, that had immediately soothing effect, 
suggested that, if any more information was required, it should be 
sought in the usual way, hy Questions placed on the Pauer. John- 
ston o’ Bally kilbeg, who had overheard G-ill incidentally allude to 
Prince Arthur as prone to untruth, wanted the Speaker to take | 
notice of irregularity. But Speaker judiciously deaf. As for John I 
O’Connor, glad of a little rest. I 

“ AH I wanted, Toby,” he explained, “ was .to hurl the word 
* Crime’ in Balpour’s teeth.” 

“Exactly,” I said; “nothing more natural or desirable. But 
I yon should tone down the tendency towards the steam-engine-piston 
action, for which, I do not deny, yon possess some natural advan- 
tages.” 

Business done , — In Committee on Compensation Bill. 

Tuesday, — “What’s tMs I hear about Heligoland?” says 
Nicholas Wood. Hardly knew him; so changed, A dull, heavy 
look faded over bis usually mobile countenance; his svelte figure 
puffed out, and bent. “Only fortnight ago, Saoe op Queen 
Anne’s Gate proposed to give up Heligoland ; barter it for a case of 
German Sausages, says he. Eerousson very properly angry : me 
and other good Tories protested against this new Separatist policy. 
Couldn’t find Heligoland on the map.” 

“ Ha I ” I say, ‘^but Germany has found it, and taken it, and the 
Markiss is willin’.” 


“Yery odd,” says Nicholas; “can’t make it out; like a thing 
out of a play ; never go to a play, yon know, hut understand tMs 
sort of thing is somehow done: first you see it, then you don’t: 
Heligoland British territory ;«to he sacrificed only with last drop of 
blood ; Radical Separatists rapped on knuckles for suggesting handing 
over ; then we wake up, and find it ’s been handed over, and by 
the Markiss! Tell you what it is, Toby, think I shall cut this 
business ; not brought up to politics ; find them a little weakening.” 
Old Morality announced programme for remainder of Session. 

t in hulk something exceeding ordinary 
programme when brought in in E ebruary. 
Now it is the so-called June; every 
prospect of sitting till October ; House 
groans and growls; terrible charges 
flying round; Wintbrbotham darkly 
accuses Cabinet Minister of keeping a 
public-house, Hi'cks-Beaoh admits soft 
impeachment, but pleads it’s “only a 
litfle one, brings me in only £20 a-year 
rent.” “Miserable!” says Newnes, 
who owns Tit Bits, 

> General feeliag of sympathy with 
" Beach. Winterbotham apologises: if 
he ’d known it was only £20 wouldn’t 
have said anything. Old Morality, in 
his kind way, presses Beach’s hand ; has 
troubles of his own to bear ; but a man 
who owns a publio-honse and draws only 
£20 a-year from it, takes precedence in 

^Over It&m conflict and cantankerous 
sitting, Plttnket sheds beam of genial 
humour. Tim Healy asks if there could 
not be lift arranged to Ladies’ Gallei^. 
* ‘ Too expensive,’^ says Plunket, ‘ ‘ Too 
dear, he means,” murmurs Howorth, 
who runs Dick Temple close in his 
devotion to the Ladies. “ Why,” obieots 
George Campbell, whose eye nothing 

The Ladies’ Man. 


£ George Campbell, whose eye nothing 
escapes, “ there is already a lift for coal. 
The Ladies’ Man. substitute Ladies for coal ? ” 

“You see,” said Pltjnkbt, smilingly, “we cannot do either 
without coal or without Ladies, and it is difiioult to combine them m 


a lift.” 

George Campbell not sure. When he has time to withdraw his 
thoughts from Central Asia, will look into the matter. 

Business done,— In Committee on Compensation Bill. Ministerial 
majority reduced to 29. 

Thursday , — “I really can’t do it,” said MaclurI'J. “Oh, you 
must,” said Chaplin'; “ hard work, 

I know, but ^:^ut on a spurt and 

“ Wish I was there,” said Mac- 
EURE, mopping Ms forehead. “ All^ 
very well for slim young thing like 
you; but seventeen stun isn’t the 
form for a short spin, especially 
with these confounded steps.” Scene 
— passage by Cloak-room into House 
of Commons; time 5*19 RM.; bell 
ringing furiously ; Division immi- 
nent; Penrose Fitzgerald with 
jacket shorter than ever, trousers 
turned up with a grace that maddens 
with envy. Bobby Spencer and 
Lewisham, on watch at top of 

“ Come along 1 ” he shouts ; “ di- 
viding on First Clause of Compen- 
sattonBill; Sage OE Queen Anne’s 

Gate sprung a mine on us ; got all 4Sm 

their men here ; onrs down at Ascot ; BB 

wouldn’t be you for a quarter’s 


salary, Chaplin. Hurry up! hurry 
up I Put your best leg forward, 

“That’s all very well,” said 
Maclttre, testily ; but which is 

?Che two^ heavy-weights pounded ^ n 

gallantly along ; been to Ascot ; Outpost Duty* 

thought th^’d b’e back in plenty of time for Division; and here’s 
Division-bell at its last shake. Hartington come up with them ; 
striding ahead ; wins easily ; Obcaplin reaches door of House just m 
it is closing ; with tremendous effort, Maclxtrb puUs' hirn^H 
; together ; throws Mmself on doorway ; nothing could stand rush like 


On Outpost Duty. 
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that; door bursts open; Maolurb and Compensation Bill saved. 
A very closb shave. When Division taken, 228 vote for Q-overn- 
ment, 224 agrainst; majority Pour— the four who raced up the 
staircase hot from Ascot. 

Crowded House in wild excitement. Sage of Q,ubbn Anne’s Cate 
consumed in bitterness of sprit. ** If we ’d divided lialf an hour ago 
we should have had majority of 25 ; a quarter of an hour ago, ten 
minutes ago, five minutes ago, sixty seconds earlier, we ’d have won. 
But those Irish Shylocks must^ have their pound of verbosity. 
Couldn’t resist tmnptation of putting an extra question, even for cer- 
tainty of defeating Government. When they’re once started on 
subject of shadowing, they go ofi by the hour.” 

^ “ WeU, nevermind,” said Gorst; “you know it isn’t the first 
time in history that men have sacrificed the substance for the shadow.” 

JBusiness done , — The Government’s — ^very nearly. 

Friday, — Home Secretary in the Dock; Sir William Har- 
COTTRT, Cl.C., instructed by Mr, Henry Fowler (Messrs. Oorser, 
Fowler, & Langley, Wolverhampton), prosecuted. Prisoner, who 
was accommodated with a seat, conductecL his own defence. After 
long consultation, Jury could not agree, and were discharged with- 
out a verdict. 

Business done , — ^Metropolitan Police Vote agreed to. 

THE OPERA-GOER^S DIARY- 

Monday, — Carmen, ZiliLiE is the accepted Carmen this season — 
no better; and Maggie Macintyre as Michaela, which, being an 
^kward n^e to pronounce, might be abbreviated to Mickie, Dan 
Draby the Dramatic, excellent as Escamilla, One singer in a season 
plays many parts, and one part is played by 
several singers. How would a theatre succeed 
1HSL» conducted on this plan, so that the same play 

, JBKEySjN y < i should be produced on certain nights with a dif- 
f erent cast ? Here is Dan Draby, for example ; 

I he plays Escamilla ^ tragi- comedy, one night; 
^ another time he is the noble San Bris in Les 
Iv ; another, he is Figaro the loqua- 

cions Barher of Seville; another, he is the 
w-pfff/ devil-may-care gallant JDon Giovanni; and, 
though best in serious parts, he is good in all 
. ' of them. On other occasions, when Carmen 

r^" ' V the cast will be changed ; some other 

singer will represent Escamilla^ or someone 
replace Maggie as Mickie ; Ravelli the 
Reliable will have been Don fose once, and 
ri) V then Montariol or Yitos (why Boss? Can’t 

yet make this out), or even Jean be RESzxf: 
may represent the nincompoop soldier. Suppose A Fair of Spec- 
tacleSf with a change of oast, Mr, Hare out of it occasionally, and 
Mr. . , . Ah 1 there ’s the difficulty, Mr, Who, taking his part. 
Imagine Faust without Irving as Mephistopheles, What a big 
Company it would require ! Ho ; better leave well alone, 

Tuesday, --Faust, Always a safe draw. Same cast as before. 
Worth noting, that Gounod has given Warner very little to do in this 
Opera, and that little not of his best. Evidently Gounod does not 
possess a strong sense of humour, or he wouldn’t have lost such a 
chance as this. In the Rermesse Scene Wagner should have com- 
menced one of his own Wagnerian strains, in the Wagnerian style, 
and been immediately stopped by the student’s applause. 

Wednesday,— Le Nozze di Figaro, Always charming. Should 
like to see examination paper on the plot of Le Nozze^ questions to 
be answered without any reference to book. 

1. Give sucoinot and clear account of the plot. 

2. What connection with plot have Figaro’s father and mother ? 

3. What social position among the Count’s guests are the ladies of 
the ballet supposed to hold ? 

4. Having stated this, account for their costumes. 

5. Why does Mile. Pallabino, the chief dancing guest, take no 
sort of notice of II Conte and La Contessaf Are they not on 
speaking terms ? If not, why not ? 

6. Why is Don Bartolo always made up and costumed as a 
superior Pantaloon ? 

Delighted again to see Ella Russell as Susanna, To think that 
only the other evening she was the graceful and stately Queen 
Marguerite in Les Huguenots^ and now she is a soulrette ires piquante. 
There are other pages in Madame Scalcjeu’s history— the page in the 
Huguenots, for example, and his twin brother in Lucrezta Borgia— 
which like me more than her ChertMno, Vocally Dan Draby the 
Dramatic is all right ; but he is too severe for Figaro the barber. 


smgs. Hot there, not there, my child ! ” “ Eye hath not seen,”— I 
mean, “ Jhave not seen ” these two on these two particular occasions ; 
but I believe that, in consequence of my absence, the Opera went on 
as usual, and Druriolanus did not have to come before the Curtain 
and make an apology^ 

IN THE KNOW. 

{By Mr, Funch’s Own Prophet,) 

Tbde crass and pernicious dulness of some people exceeds belief. 
There exists at the office of this paper a person — ^he is absolutely 
unworthy of any other ^ designation — who presumed last week to 
abstain from inserting in these columns the article to which the 
sporting millions of his fellow countrymen were looking jEor informa- 
tion with reference to the Ascot doings. I have no doubt whatever 
that he himself used the hints which that article contained, for I have 
since seen him in a brand-new hat and a gold watch-chain, the result 
of Ma Rl-gotten gains. For my own sake I am forced to explain this 
sinister business, lest the preposterous suet-headed Mr. J. should 
triumph, and my readers should suppose for a moment that I would 
willingly disappoint them. I have kept a copy of what I wrote, and 
I here transcribe some of it in self-defence, 

“ With regard to the Royal Hunt Cup,” I' observed, “only a bat- 
eyed bargee, with the brains of a molluscous monkey, could fail to 
see the merits of Morion, Morion, it is well known, is an open 
helmet, but it doesn’t follow from that that the Hunt Cup is an open 
event. Far from it. Visor, or no visor, those who elect to stand on 
Morion, need anticipate no trouble from anything else, for Morion 
is as certain to win the race as Mr. J. is to make a green-gooseberry 
fool of himself before another week is out.” There was accuracy. 
Ho silly beating about the bush, but a straightforward iDiece of infor- 
mation, which not even the great band of boozy Bedlamites and 
buffoons who dance attendance on Mr. J, could have mistaken. But, 
as I said, no blame attaches to me in the matter. 

How then with regard to the^ Gold Cup. I said : “ In the Gold 
Cup the old adage holds, Medio tutissimus ibis. The Ibis. I may 
mention, though he was an Egyptian bird, cannot be termed a fiyer. 
However, take the three words The Gold Cup, select the middle word, 
open your mouth, bung up the eyes of anyone who impedes you, and 
wire to your Commissioner.” The middle word was “ Gold,” and 
Gold, of course, won the Cup that was of, or belonging to Mm. Ask 
Prince Soltykoff if am right or wrong. And for the rest, if any 
fuddling, bolns-brained, bran- faced, turnip-tongned, hippopotamus- 
beaded moon-calf doubts my word, let him remember that there are 
pistols for two— and coffee for one, in Belgium, and let him tremble. 

THE WAY WE SHALL LIVE SOON. 

{From the Diary of the AutomaUcally Conducted.) 

7 A.M.— Turned out of automatically constructed bed and deposited 
on the floor. Am picked up and hurled into an automatic dressing, 
washing, and shaving chair, after which, being dressed by self-acting 
machinery, descend by switchback lift to dining-room, where I am 
fed by an “ automatic i)rivate breakfast supplier” while listeuing to 
last night’s speeches in the House, and the latest gossip, furnished by 
one of the ’‘'‘Phonographic Association'’ $ Parliamentary and Social 
Scandal Machines,"*^ 

10 A.M. — Take automatic horse exercise, and am thrown twice, 
being picked up each time automatically by a self-registering and 
revolving automatic policeman. 

Hoon.— Attend the marriage of a favourite niece, assisting at the 
subsequent social entertainment which is supplied to the assembled 
guests on the platform of a West-End terminus from one of the 
“ Twopenny Weddiog Breakfast Company’s Automatic Machines,” 
the Bridegroom at the same time presenting the Bridesmaids with a 
handsome Penny Piece of Jewellery from a similar source. 

4 B.M.— Hair cut automatically, but, owing to some want of nice 
adjustment in the machinery, having! managed to get ears clipped 
smartly at the same time, put penny into slot and consult an 
automatic pillar-post. Eventually get my head (and my hat too. 
by mistake) strapped np by patent automatic binder in tbe ward of 
an automatically conducted Hospital. 


etropolitau 


Good house considering it is Ascot week, and on this night when such 
sad rumours are in the air, everyone sincerely delighted at seeing the 
Marchioness of Lorne in the Royal Box. 

Thursday,— Cup Day, Ascot. Itomio et Juliette, Most appro- 
priate : Jmktte takes the Cup. 

Friday, Don Giovanni; and Saturday, Lucia^ This deponent 


an automatically conducted Hospital. 

^ 8 F.M,— Dine automatical]^ with automatic halfpenny appetite, 
listening to PhonograpMo Italian Opera at one of Metropolitan 
District Underground Stations. 

10 P.M.— Dragged up-stairs mechanically by switch-back lift, and 
have my boots pulled off by machine:^, being automatically fiuug 
into a hot bath, turned out, scrubbed, lifted out, dried by a revolving 
towel, and eventually thrown into bed and tucked up, and finally 
sent to sleep by Phonograph repeating good things said by funny 
man at previous day’s evenmg-party. 

The Monro Doctrine {not to he adopted by Sir Edward Bradford), 
That the control of the legislative proposals of the Government inould 
be “ a question of poHoe.” 
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INFELICITOUS QUOTATIONS. 

Jones (after a delightfid Waltz). "And now, Miss Brown, lit us go and seek some ' Kbreehhment pou Man and BbastI’” 


“GIVEN AWAY WITH A POUND OF TEA I” 

A Song of (/mjperwtZ) Shop, 

Oh, nice little, plump little German boy, 
Approaching the Counter of B. & Co., 

You never, most probably, hoped to enjoy 
In the way of business *~a way you mow — 

An opportunity half so good 
Tor doing a smart little stroke of trade. 

Bull’s Shopman, you see, is in generous 
mood. 

As ‘’•wonderful bargains” his wares are 
arrayed. 

And treasures,— no wonder you jump with 
glee I 

Are “ Given away with a Pound of Tea ! ” 

Do ut de$ / That ’s the motto, of course. 

The motto of Shop in the Fatherland ; 

It was laid down by Otto with lucid force, 
And Caprivi its bearings doth understand. 

But the man at the Counter of John Bull’s 
Stores, 

The drift of the doctrine seems hardly to 
gra^p; 

So his Teuton customer collars and scorep. 
He’s stolid and ’cute, or he’d stare and 
gasp 

To see the possessions of Mr. John B. 

“ Given away with a Pound of Tea ! ” 

Pays for ’em? Humph! With a Zanzibar 
cheque ; 

Like a “Bank of Elegance” counterfeit 
note, 

Or a draft on oneself ; worth a penny a peck. 

Such paper as this on the market to float I 
Giving you what is yours, or at least is not 
his, 


In exchange for whatever he happens to want, 

Is what slangy Sportsmen call “ very 
good biz,” 

For him, though for you, Bull, it looks like a 
“plaut.” 

Have you any more goods, Bull, you’d like 
to see 

“ Given away with a Pound of Tea P,” 

Kilima Njara, no doubt, was a boon, 

To the innocent butterfly-hunting boy. 

(Who sups with the— Teuton, should have a 
long spoon, 

For his appetite ’s eager and dainties don’t 
cloy.) 

The Hinterland comes in most handy, no 
doubt, 

And then that nice bonus of Heligoland ! 

Ah, truly, the Teuton knows what he ’s about. 

But Shopman Salisbury, why should he 
stand 

And advertise goods of his master J. B. 

As “ Given away with a Pound of Tea ? ” 

What’s the next article? Pray, do not 
shrink [boy ; 

From “ giving a name to it,” small German 

The Shopman so smiles, one might verily 
think [he ’ll enjoy. 

That “parting’s” not “sorrow,” but what 

“Surrender,” and “Scuttle,” and all the 
bad terms 

Once hurled at “the Shirkers” to roost now 
return. 

Where w the last Jingo P One fancies he 

* .squirms [Jingos spurn, 

And invokes Ashmrad-Bartlett. Could he 

Do worse —the old Shopman, false W.G. — 

Than cry, “ Given away with a Pound of 
Tea?” 


Though a bargaiu ’s a bargain, and not a bad 
stroke 

When a little good- nature secures a firm 
friend, 

Keci procity all on one side ’s a poor joke, 

And a bargain that ’» bad is a bargain to 
mend. 

That German is not yet gone out of the shop, 
Kecall him a moment— to look at, that 
cheque ! 

It may not be one that a banker would stop. 
But is it “Good Value” ? This rede you 
may reck, 

Mr. Shopman, sa?is shame. ’Tis pure flddlo- 
dedee [Tea ! 

To give too much away with your Pound of 


HAIIROW OR HAHVEE? 

From an all-too-brief correspondence in 
the P. M, 6?., we learn that Mr. John 
Addington Svmondb is very angry with 
Mr. Frank Harris for a statement appear- 
ing in a Fortnightly Review article of his, 
that he “went to Ilanver at the age of 
thirteen.” Mr. Symonds explains that it 
was to Harrow that he went at that period 
of his life, and that he has never been to 
Hanver at all -which, no doubt, is a matter 
of great importance to mankind in general. 
He complains, moreover, that his essay is 
‘ * villanously ill-edited.” Surely this is what 
Polonius would call “au ill-phrase,” and 
suggests a doubt whether Mr. Svkonds 
cultivated much at Harrow those “ingenuous 
arts,” the study of which “ softens the 
manners and does not permit them to be 
brutal.” Perhaps it is not even now too late 
for him to pick them up. He might try Hanver. 
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THE LADIES’ YEAR, says the Baron, books which are really handy, and which, 

mr* j. Atjf t/jp/vjnut. ^ withoTit destroying’ the natural elegance of your fianre or the set of 

^ ‘ I comfortably md mpereq>tibly m your 

“A Dream of Fair Women who shine in the Schools, tvt ^ from the News, By James Patn. (Chatto ajh) Windus.) 

The Muse should essay ere her ardour quite cools. passing events of all sorts, spiced with capital stories, which 

Come, bards, take your lyres and most carefully tune ’em, indeed he a big capital to be drawn upon by the dining-out 

For Girton in glory now pairs off with Hewnham. raconteur^ — the only thing against his present success being that 

Miss Fawcett the latter with victory wreathed, persons will have read these stories in The Illustrated Zondon 

And now, ere the males from their marvel are breathed, News or in this volume. It is a book for the weary work-all-day man 

Miss Maroaret Alpord, the niece of the Dean, to come out of it again refreshed. When in doubt as 

As a Classical First for the former is seen. what light reading to take up, the Baron advises, “ Take Patn’s.” 

Let Girton toast Hewnham, and Hewnham pledge Girton, Baron de Book-Worms. 


announced in one of the four ‘ ‘ Senior Classics** at Cambridge,"] 

** A Dream of Fair Women ” — who shine in the Schools, 
The Muse should essay ere her ardour quite cools. 

Come, bards, take your lyres and most carefully tune ’em, 
For Girton in glory now pairs off with Hewnham. 

Miss Fawcett the latter with victory wreathed, 

And now, ere the males from their marvel are breathed, 
Miss Maroaret Alpord, the niece of the Dean, 

As a Classical First for the former is seen. 

Let Girton toast Hewnham, and Hewnham pledge Girton, 
And— let male competitors put a brisk spurt ” on, 

Lest when modern Minerva adds learning to grace, 

Young Apollo should find himself out of the race I 


faithful “ Co.” has been revelling in the Summer Holi- 
day Hunaber of All The Year Rounds which consists of a complete 
sto^ entitled, A Mist of JError, by Mart Anobla Dickens. The 
^jthoress is the granddaughter of the great novelist, and the daughter 
popular of editors, and the best of good fellows, 
^©ports, that the novelette is full of promise, and is a 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. ^y reports, that the novelette is full of promise, and is a 

. "The Gerttle Art of mahing JEnemies, as pleasantly exemplified pS? 

in many i^ances>' &c &c. tfor fuU tike see the book itseVis. si^lestiye of ” is^o 

humour. Of course you must first of all be mterested m Kmg a charming, httie vSume 4at eWonI ^ be pro« TO®ess. 

JAMES and ms He prophesies that it will be one of the most popular of Birthday 

/f // ^ subjects, -.^^5 Books, and congratulates its compiler on the production of a work of 

\ // # J prmoipal subject distinct historical value. i:' 

bemg himself, — 

f^\ ^ ^ GKEAT GUThTN. 

- Bf I' \ I I/O j 1 cmnrnandhimselfj [Gunn, the great Notts’ Batsman, playing for the Players of England 

I ' I . —and you must agiMst the ATutraliana at Lords, on June 19 and 20, made 228 runs, the 

I kuow the highest individual score ever made in this country against the Australians.] 

■' and^Ms^l^n batting, of funk as defiant, 

tfis^/est ^d ,rr^® proof against fl^, deserved the crowd’s roar. 

-c' dTsir^^nff^Sn Tyas .Cnoket, indeed, when the Nottingham Giant, 
i " tS A the best batting, piled up that huge score ; 

I I I book^of^ehut the crowd as they watched him smite, play, block, or run, 

j j terfy is a tMngrf fufi meaning of » Sure as a Qton I » 




beauty and a joy 
for now and ever. 
The heads are 
epigrammatic and 


EOBEET AT THE LEATHEESELLEES\ 

We had been so preshus busy at ** the Grand Hotel ” lately, that 








The Mephistopholian Whistlerian Butterfly ** On the 
Pounce ” at Antwerp, 


the tails sprightly, I hadn’t seen werry much of my deer old Citty, but larst week I 
and both emin- was arsked for to go and oifishyate there at the jolly Leathersellers 
ontly oharaoteris- Company’s Grand Dinner, as they was about to have a very distangy 
tic, for the heads Party including one of our most sellybrated Hartist’s, who ’s that 
tell their own poplar that ewerybody calls him ’Abrt instead of ’Enert, as must 
tales, and the tails in course have been the name as his godmothers and godfathers gav 
in tadpolian him. when he was quite young and had his fust taste of a cold Bath, 
scheme are the and most probberbly didn’t like it. 

outcome of the So I went accordingly, and a werry scrumpshus Bankwet they ^ 
heads. Most of the had, moludin them trewly Royal luxeries ’80 Shampane and ’47 
waggery is in Port I Ah I what a thing it must be to be a Royal or a Hobel 
these tailpieces, persson, and to live on all the Fat of the Land, and wash it all down 
which, one and all with nothink yunger than ’80 shampain and ’47 Port! And no 


wu: J .1 • • -JL ttAT. TV M. owv of them, represent m^ter where you gos, or weather it’s to lay down a Fust Stone, or 

the ^al Whistl^ian smnt, the Familiar ” of Etcher J ames, that is toJHopen a Hexibisnun, or to take a Chair at a nobel Charity Dinner 

is all reddy for you, and a hole crowd of Peeplf aUS 
® faster address * Messieurs les JSnnemis,^^ you a eating and a drinking of ’em, and a thanking you artily for 
f politeness, with head down and wings out- taking the trubble of doing so I Ah I I sumtimes wemly beleeves 

Does] Master “rid as thit my nateral tastes W me as I wa^h^igS hiSed 
friendship of the many ? ” — the little Demon shakes a reef for sum such useful life myself ! 
out of his tail and ^es upwards, to returu after a short flight of fancy. WeU, arter the Bankwet of course we had all the reglar gushini? 
nvv speeches, and werry bewtifool but rather lengthy they was, but 

attackers, or on his detractors, the volatile Imp presently a sumthink appened as more estonished me praps than 
literally shakes his sides with uncontrollable laughter, and can’t any think as has appened to me for some time past. 

famous “ Ten o’clock” which The hartistick and poplar Gent as ewerybody calls Arrt Furnace 

to return th^s for iart,>hen to. my inW 


3* • ; V . m r* "ww*!./ M TV JU.QU. juLC w 0.0 JJJS WUUU. iXWiVo to UU. nn. n wrili QOwxl TOT nTm 

^ friends, and the Familiar Demon Butter- 6 lines of most hevrtifool Poetry, whioh he at minoe proceeded to 

Sin “f®.®?!;®®! if^y®® yo^ recite, and sat down amid enthusiastiok cheers and shouts of larfter ! 

Ps-firej all is blank, ^Magician and Famihar have Seeing my look of pnzzled surprise, he kindly turned round to me 

VauiBneCL . and said. TiOoTr Tiata PoiiTOunn aa T J-wa 


v«rnTn 1 □ I r n t 1 'i — 7 . Av M » TV X UU. WO JMO J. X jT jLutsiTo, x uuuo wjLU coiiBoie YOU loi mv 

volume, tastefully and sixhstantially bound, and bit of harmless fun;^’ and from what I was offered for my three 
very clearest. Much-ocoupied men, who can only sketches when I showed ’em about, after be was gone, I thinks, that 

SSalfLi ? for ought to be upon the whole, I got a werry good share of the Lrf on my own side 

fateful io the inventors and the publishers of all Wy books, ofthe mouth. ^ 4. uu« lur* ua 
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spell right. But I soou fouud they kept a Johmiy at the office with I 
nothing to do but put all your mistakes right for you, so, soon as I 
knew tiiat, I went ahead gaily. ^ 

The X. X. Exactly, and now, perhaps, you wm let me know 

what particular inf ormation you req^uire ? 

Mr, J, Oh, you know the sort of thing the public likes — ^they *11 
want to know what sort of diggings you*ve got, how you dress 






when you *re at home, and all that, how you write your books, now 
—you do write books, don*t you? Thou^t so. Well, that *b what 
the public likes. You see, your name’s a good deal up just now— no ! 
humbug, it is though I Between ourselves, you know, I think the 
whole business is the balliest kind of rot, but they *ve got to have 


l.YciW 

illrOJS 


no time for it, and besides, i 've always said jaoo/cs aon t teacn you 
knowledge of the world, I know the world fairly well— but I didn’t 
learn it from books— ah, yon agree with me there — you know what 
skittles all that talk is about education and that. Well, as I was 
sayin’, I don’t read much, I see the JPield every week, and a clinkin’ 
good paper it is, tells you everythin’ worth knowin’, and I read the 
Pink Urit too. Do you know any of the fellows on it ? Man I know 
is a great friend of one of them, he ’s going to introduce me some 
day, I like knowin’ literary chaps, don’t you ? You’ve been about 
a good deal, haven’t you ? I expect you must have seen a lot, 
traveUin’ as you do. I’ve done a little travelliu’ myself, been 


JV 1 ^ 






TEYIlSra POSITION OF AN ELDERLY GENTLEMAN. 

He determines to trv the Automa.tio Photographino Ma- 
chine, THE Station being empty. To his dismay a Crowd has 

GATHERED, AND WATCHES THE OPERATION. 


AN IDEAL INTETtVIEWER. 

Scene — Den of latest Zion, 

Zatest Zion {perusing card with no visible signs of gratification.^ 
Confound it 1 don’t remember telling the Editor of Park Lane I ’a 
let myself be interviewed. Suppose I must have, though. {Aloud 
to Servant, who is waiting,) You can show the Gentleman up. 

Servant {returning), Mr. Walsingfam Jbrmyn ! 

youthful Gentleman is shown in ; he wears a pink-striped 
shirt-front, an enormous button-hole, and a woolly frock- 
coat, and is altogether most expensively and fashionably 
attired, which, however, does not prevent him from appear- 
ing somewhat out of countenance after taking a seat. 

The X. X. {encouragingly). I presume, Mr. Jebmyn, you ’re here 
to ask me some questions about the future of the British East 
African Company, and the duty of the Government in the matter ? 

Mr, Jermyn {gratefully), Er— yes, that’s what I’ve come about, 
don’t you know — that sort of thing. Fact is {with a burst of con- 
fidence), this isn’t exactly my line— I ’ve been rather let in for this. 
You see, I’ve not been by way of doin’ this long— but what’s a 
feUow to do when he ’s stony-broke ? Got to do something don’t 
you know. So I thought I ’d go in for journalism— I don’t mean 
I the drudgery of it, leader- writin’ and that— but the light part of it, 
Society, you know. But the other day, man who does the inter- 
views for Park Lane (that ’s the paper I ’m on) jacked up all of a 
sudden, and my Editor said I ’d better take on his work for a bit, 
and see what I made of it. I wasn’t particular. You see, I’ve 
always been rather a dead hand at drawin’ fellows out, leadin’ them 


place. Talkin’ ot Monte Carlo, i nad a rattlin' good time at the 
tables there ; took out a hundred quid, determined I would have a 
downright good flutter, and Jove! I made that hundred last me 
over five days, and came away in nothing but my lawn-tennis 
flannels. That’s what I call a flutter, don’t you know I Er — 
beastly weather we’re havin’ I You have pretty good weather 
where you’ve been? A young brother of mine has been out for a 
year in Texas— he said he ’d very good weather— of course that ’s 
some way ofl where you ’ ve come from — Central Africa, isn’t it ? 
Talkin’ of my brother, what do you think the young ass did?— 
went out there with a thousand pounds, and paid it all down to 
some sportsmen who took him to see some stock they said belonged 
to them— of course he found out after they’d ofl’d it that they 
didu’t owu a white mouse among ’eml But theu, Dick’s one of 
those chaps, you know, that think themselves so uncommon knowing, 
they canH be had. I always told him he ’d be taken in someday if 
he let his tongue wag so much — ^too fond of hearing himself talk, 
don’t you know, great mistake for a young follow ; sure to say some- 
thin’ you’d better have let alone. I suppose you’re getting rather 
sick of all these banquets, receptions, and that ? They do you very 
well, certainly. I went to one of these Company dinners some time 
ago, and they did me as well as I ’ve ever been done in my life, 
but when you ’ve got to sit still afterwards and listen to some chap 
who’s been some^ere and done somethin’ jawin’ about it by the 
hour together without a check, why, it’s not good enough, I’m 
hanged if it is I Well, I’m afraid 1 can’t stay any longer — my 
time’s valuable now, don’t you know. I daresay yours is, too. 
I’m awfully glad to have had a chat with you, and all that. I 
expect you could teU me a lot more intorestiu’ things, only of course 
you’ve got to keep the best of ’em to put in your book — you are 
writin’ a book or somethin’, ain’t you ? Such heaps of fellows are 
writin’ books nowadays, the wonder is how any of ’em get read. 

I shall try and get a look at yours, though, if I come across it any- 
where ; hope you’ll put some amusin’ things in,— nigger stories and 
that, don’t make it too bally scientific, you know. Directly I get 
back, I shall sit down, slick ofl, and write out all you ’ve told me. 

I shan’t want any notes, I can carry it all in my head, and of 
course I shan’t put in anything you’d rather I didn’t, don’t you know. 

The X. X. {solemnly). Mr. Jermyn, I place implicit confidence 
in your discretion. I have no doubt whatever that your head. Sir, 
is more than capable of containing such remarks as I have found 
it necessary to make in the course of our interview. I like your 
system of extracting information, Sir, very much. Good morning. 

Mr, Jermyn (outside), Nice pleasant-spoken fellow— trifle long- 
winded^ though ! Gad, I was so busy listenin’ 1 forgot to notice 
what his rooms were*like or anythin’ I How would it do to go back? | 
No, too much of a griud. Daresay I can manage to fox up somethin’. 

I snail tell the Chief what he said about my system. Chief don’t 
quite know what I can do yet— this will open his eyes a bit. 

tAnd it does. 

The Hare Apbarent. — ^I forgot to record last week that Saturday, 
the 14th, was the hundredth night of the Pair of Spectacles, and 
the silver wedding of Mr. Hare’s stage career. The occasion was 
celebrated at the Garrick with a supper given by Mr* Hare to old 
friends and comrades. It was an illustration of ** The Mare and 


I on, you know, and all that, so I knew it would come easy enough — 

to me, for all you Ve got to do is to sit tight and let the other chap— The Hare Apbarent. — ^I forgot to record last week that Saturday, 
I mean to say, the man you ’re interviewin’— do all the talking, the 14th, was the hundredth night of the Tair of Spectacles, and 
while yon— I me^ to say, myself— keep, k^ps—hi^o, I’m getting the silver wedding of Mr, Hare’s stage career. The occasion was 
my grammar a bit mixed ; however, it don t signify-- J keep qniet celebrated at the Garrick with a supper given by Mr* Hare to old 
and use my eyes and ears like blades. Talking of grammar, I friends and comrades. It was an illustration of ** The Mare am 
thought when I first s toted toat I should get m a regular hat over many Priendsf only it wasn’t a fable— it was a fact. As closeh 
trw grammar, and the spellin , and ^at— write, .don’t yon, associated with BLare at various dinner-tables, I beg to sicn myself) 
when you’re not travellin’ ? So you know what a grind it is to Cctrrente JEua: Cadamo, 
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